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For as long as Allison could remember, she'd wanted to get into acting. But coming from a strict, religious family, she was discouraged from pursuing it as a career.
When she was 21, she married her high school sweetheart, who wrote part-time at the local newspaper and freelanced for magazines. She worked at a temp agency and made a good living. They were happy together and had decided to wait a few years before trying for a family. Three years after the wedding, her husband Michael decided they should move to LA because he'd been offered a good job at a national publication. She was overjoyed. She couldn't wait to visit Hollywood!
Three months after they moved to LA and armed with an impressive resume from the various projects she'd worked on, she got a job as a receptionist at a talent agency. She was excited about seeing her favorite celebrities, though she knew she'd get in serious trouble with her boss if she so much as spoke to any of the big name actors who walked through the doors.
She became good friends with a girl named Lisa who worked for one of the highest-paid agents. Lisa was a struggling actress, and Allison was in awe of the beautiful redhead, who seemed to have plenty of stories of life on the sets of movies she'd had bit parts in. Eventually, Allison shared her desire to act with Lisa, who was thrilled. "Oh, Allison, that's great! You'll have to join my acting class. I've learned so much from the teacher. But the class is mostly men, and I'd kill to have a friend to sit with!"
After much thought, Allison talked her husband into letting her sign up, and though she was terribly nervous about acting in front of a group of people, she was willing to put aside her fears and give it a try. It was her dream, after all. At first, she felt terribly out of place. She recognized a few male students from soaps she'd watched, and Lisa seemed to really know her stuff too! She was surprised to see their acting coach was a tall black man named Jeffrey Hagood. Her father had always been terribly racist, and though she personally didn't have anything against blacks, neither had she dealt with them much. She was shocked when Lisa leaned over once and whispered about Jeff, "Mmm-mmm. That man gets me so hot sometimes, I could just cream right here in this seat."
Allison had never found black men attractive, though once Lisa's comment was out in the open, she began to study Jeff closer. She supposed he was quite handsome for a black man, and he had an impressive resume of credits on his resume. He certainly showed a lot of patience with her and told her he saw a lot of natural talent in her acting skills. The true test, he said one day during class, was how well she handled love scenes. He called up one of the students, a handsome older man named Seth, and gave them a scene to act out. Allison was playing Seth's wife and was supposed to surprise him with a romantic dinner, which in turn leads to romance in the bedroom, Jeff directed. They began the scene--she could barely concentrate, she was so worried about the other students watching them--and when Seth tried to pull her into a kiss, she froze.
"Hold it!" Jeff yelled. "Allison, you gotta relax. Just pretend Seth is your husband. Remember how much you love him and want to show him affection. Come on. Try again."
They tried three more times, and each time, she froze whenever Seth tried to press his lips to hers.
After class, Lisa told her everyone froze when they tried their first love scene. "Though once you get used to it, believe me, it really gets you hot. Sometimes it's hard to control yourself long enough to get through the scene."
Allison didn't believe a word of it, and told Michael so later that night. He seemed worried that she was taking the class too seriously, and said, "Sweetie, maybe it's time we started a family. I think a child would help you feel more secure in general, and Lord knows we'll have fun trying." She wasn't sure if it was time for them to start a family or not, but Michael persuaded her to stop taking the pill anyway.
Weeks passed, and she thought she was getting better at the love scenes, but both Lisa and Jeff told her she had a long way to go before she was a professional at it. "You're still too wound up," Jeff told her. "Someday you'll let your mind go, and it'll just all click into place. Don't worry. You'll get there."
Jeff, of course, knew that Allison was already pretty good at doing love scenes. He'd had his eye on the tall white woman since the day she'd walked into his class. He'd had plenty of opportunities to sleep with white women before, but he'd never had the desire. That is, not until he met Allison. When he was a teenager, he'd had a major crush on Mrs. Helen Jenkins, his English teacher, and a sexy white woman. But when he'd tried to make a move, she'd left him feeling like scum for even daring to try and touch her lily white skin. He'd vowed then and there not to mess with white women again, but Allison was too tempting to resist. Truth be told, she was the image of his perfect woman. She was tall and slim, but very voluptuous, and had long, honey blonde hair that seemed as natural as her pretty supermodel face. Since he was involved in a relationship already, he'd tried to ignore his attraction to the married woman, but eventually, he decided enough was enough. He was going to fuck her brains out if it was the last thing he did.
He put his plan into action one night after Allison had aced a scene with one of the white boys in the class. "Allison," he told her. "That was good. So good, in fact, I think you're ready for your first performance. A director called me today and he's looking for a woman that fits your description to act in his play. Only..."
She was so excited she could hardly contain herself. "Only what? What? Tell me, Jeff," she pleaded. "I'm not sure you're really ready for it," he told her. "Here...this is the script. Take it home and read it, then tell me what you think."
That night Allison eagerly gobbled up the script. When she got a few pages into it, she had to stop in shock. The story was an interracial romance, and the director had included some pretty realistic, not to mention nude sex scenes between the couple it was about. She told Michael she didn't think she could go through with acting out a nude sex scene with a black man. "But I know you, honey," he argued. "If you don't at least try, you'll always regret it." "You won't be jealous?" she asked softly, curious about his answer. In high school, he'd always been very possessive, but since coming to LA, she knew he'd tried hard not to be, for her sake. "Of course I will," he smiled. "But I know it's not real, right? Isn't that what you're always reminding me of?"
The next day in class, Allison told Jeff, "I read the script."
"And?"
"And I want to do it. It's a great part. A good story. I want to do it."
Jeff smiled to himself before sharing the last detail with her, "Great! I guess I should tell you--I'm your co-star!"
"You?" she repeated in shock, feeling slightly better that it would be Jeff and not some stranger.
What she didn't know was that the play was fake and would never be produced. He'd written it in a frenzy a few nights before and had made up the story about his friend calling for an actress. "Yes, me," he told her. "And if you're really going to do it, we need to start rehearsing right away. Can you stay later after class tonight?"
Allison nodded. She'd been disappointed to find that she and Michael weren't yet pregnant and although she would be at her most fertile this week, Michael was being sent out of town for a week to do a story. She would be going home to an empty house tonight.
After class, Allison waved Lisa goodbye and met Jeff on the makeshift stage. "The director is a friend of mine--Derrick Godbee--but he's tied up on another play at the moment, and he told me we should just start rehearsing without him."
Allison was so naive she didn't doubt the story, Jeff thought with a silent snicker. They began running through their lines, and when they got to the first love scene, Allison tensed up.
"I know," Jeff suggested. "If we practice kissing and get comfortable with each other that way, it'll make the rest easier too."
She hesitated and a red flush spread across her cheeks, but she nodded her agreement. "Just don't get mad if it takes me a while to get into it, OK?"
Jeff smiled, thinking, don't worry baby. It won't take you long at all to get into it. And even less time for me to get into you.
He pulled her next to him and began by caressing her face. Allison tried not to freeze when his big lips pressed against hers. He didn't apply much pressure at first, just gently moved his lips against her own. After a few minutes, she felt comfortable enough to ask, "How deep should we be kissing here?"
Jeff knew he was close to passing first base. With a smile, he explained, "Baby, we're supposed to be so deeply in love we can't keep our hands off each other. I'd say we need to get pretty deep--openmouthed and maybe even tongues."
Allison tried not to flinch at the information. She could do this, she told herself. Taking a deep breath, she said, "OK, I'm ready to continue."
Leaning over, Jeff pressed his lips against hers and began sliding his big black hands up and down her bare white arms, trying to urge her even closer. When he pressed against her harder, tried to pry her lips open, Allison wouldn't let herself pull back. She steeled her nerves and allowed his tongue to enter her mouth, and before she knew it, he had her pressed back against the seat of the sofa they were running lines on. Jeff held her head and kissed her hotly and deeply for several minutes, until she had almost forgotten he wasn't her husband and she wasn't supposed to be enjoying this quite so much. He pulled back and said, "I'm going to step things up, here, OK, baby?"
She dimly nodded and whimpered an agreement as his lips attacked hers once again. His hand was suddenly sliding up to her large breast, kneeding it gently through the blouse she wore as his other hand slid up her thigh and urged her knees apart. When he started to move between her thighs, Allison suddenly realized what was happening and pushed him away.
"I'm sorry, but this is too much, too soon."
"OK," Jeff agreed, though he was so hard already he was tempted to rip into her anyway. "All right, we'll take it slow," he said and urged her back into a tongue-dueling contest. Every time he thought he had her so hot she had forgotten where she was, she'd stop him from taking things to the next level. Finally, they decided to call it a night.
As Allison lay in bed, she couldn't believe how far she'd taken things already with Jeff. She couldn't believe she'd even gotten turned on by a black man! If she hadn't come to her senses, she might have let him make love to her! Of course, she didn't have to worry about that since Jeff was a true professional. he knew when to put the brakes on
The next night, things were pretty much the same. Jeff managed to get his hand inside her shirt and feel her bare breast before she put a stop to things. She was so horny by the time Michael called her at home, she felt guilty as hell for thinking about sex with another man when she should be thinking of her husband.
When she arrived at the playhouse the next night without Lisa since class was on hiatus for a few days while they did the play, the first thing she saw was the bed. It was the only prop on stage, and Jeff was sitting on it in nothing but a pair of loose fitting shorts.
Allison couldn't believe the body on the man. He was as fit and muscular as a basketball player, and she suddenly knew for the first time since meeting him that she was actually attracted to him. The thought scared her, so much so that she considered dropping out of the play, then and there. But then Jeff lifted his head and smiled at her and she knew she couldn't disappoint him. He'd had so much faith in her so far.
Besides, this play was her first big play and she knew if she got good reviews, it could help her career if she decided to seriously pursue acting.
"Hey, gorgeous," Jeff called out. "I figured we need to get a move on and start practicing the actual love scenes. This is a pretty good idea of how the stage will be set up for us."
She was uncertain about the whole thing but charged on bravely. Once she was on the bed, Jeff wasted no time in pulling her into a heated embrace. She knew it was all part of a scene, but she couldn't help but feel like they were real lovers, on the verge of making love. She was dressed in a tank top and short jean shorts and could feel Jeff's hands running up and down her tan thighs. This time when he tried to part her legs, she let him.
"Mmmm, baby, just go with it," he told her, settling between her legs and pressing her back onto the bed in a missionary position.
Allison tensed up, especially when he tried to push up her shirt, and pulled away long enough to say, "This feels real."
"We're acting, baby. It should feel real or it won't look real. Trust me."
Then his tongue was in her mouth again, and she sighed, trusting him totally to know what was best. But a few minutes later, when he tried to slide his hand into her shorts, she shoved him away, feeling herself loose control. "Wait," she said. "Stop."
"Allison," Jeff said, loosing patience with her for the first time. "If you're going to stay in this play, you're going to have to loosen up. Any good actress would know we have to take this as far as we can, just short of penetration, to make it look real. You tell me if you can't do it and I'll call in your understudy right now."
Allison was shocked. She didn't want to loose this role. In the back of her mind, she was uncertain about whether it was all on the up and up, but she felt secure in the knowledge that Jeff was so well respected in the acting community. She'd made sure to do some checking before she joined his class, and he wasn't known for taking advantage of his students.
"No, I can do it," she told him, settling back down. Deciding tonight was the night, Jeff untangled himself from her and urged her into a sitting position in front of him. He pulled her against him and started to rub her shoulders and back. Allison was somewhat startled but the massage felt good and she knew he was trying to help her relax.
Jeff's eyes locked onto her precious breasts, which filled out the front of her shirt nicely. As he rubbed her shoulders he could feel how warm and soft her pearly white skin was. He also noticed no sign of a bra. Allison never wore a bra unless she could absolutely help it. She saw him kneed the tension away and knew she was getting turned on by the contrast in their skin colors as his dark black hands caressed her white shoulders. She rested her head back against his chest. As one hand gently squeezed her shoulder the other slid around front and found one of her breasts again.
As Allison leaned back against him Jeff continued to rub her shoulders. She shut her eyes and almost sighed when he tried to slide the straps of her shirt down her shoulders. Jeff leaned his head down against hers and started to breath into her ear. "Remember you're Kathy. You're in love with Rick, and you can't keep your hands off me."
His warm breath kind of turned her on as she braced herself with her hands and squeezed his thigh. He grabbed her by her waist and lifted her so she was sitting up higher. Allison let her head tilt back against his shoulder as he started to slowly breath down her neck, his tongue making contact with her skin this time. She felt her defenses slide away and knew she was getting hot again from the attention. Jeff slowly started to nibble at her ear. "You smell so good, baby," he told her softly, and slid both hands around to cup her breasts.
Jeff was impressed with how firm her heavy breasts were. He slowly licked and sucked his way up and down her neck, enjoying his first real taste of a white woman. Allison squeezed his arms and let out a small sigh as his warm wet tongue felt so good. He licked her ear lobe and continued onto her neck. He licked and sucked and kissed gently on her neck and up to her chin. As he made another trip to her chin, Jeff slowly started to kiss her again, urging her lips to part and let his tongue inside. Allison was feeling so turned on by his seduction, she'd already forgotten where she was and why. She turned her head toward him as he slowly leaned in and lightly kissed her soft lips. They aggressively licked each other's tongue as blood surged to their loins.
Jeff was fast becoming hard and Allison started getting wet again. Allison groaned as his tongue licked deep inside her mouth. Her arms were stretched up around his neck, but Jeff reached down and turned her around, facing him. They slowly leaned in and went at it again. This time, the kiss was so intense that you could almost see steam rising out of them. As they continued making out, Allison ran her hands down his powerful arms and to his muscular shoulders. His tough black skin felt strong as it contrasted with her white body. He ran his hands down her back as he kissed deep into her and his hands lowered to Allison's hot little ass. He was somewhat surprised when Allison didn't try to push him away at feeling her booty.
Jeff pressed in against her. For the first time, she felt his enormous bulge against her stomach and almost panicked. As he licked down her neck she was in shock by the massive size of his cock. Michael was about average--six or seven inches--but Jeff felt much larger than that. She wondered how any woman could take such a tool into her without getting hurt.
Jeff was preoccupied with making his way to her firm mounds. He knew she was his now, especially since she hadn't stopped him again.
Lowering her down to the bed, Jeff settled between her thighs again, maiking sure he pressed his package hard against her cunt. He felt a moan escape her lips as he took them against his. With the fire burning between her legs and the confidence she could stop this at anytime, Allison decided to let him take things further. She loved Michael, but she'd never been with another man, and Jeff was just making her so damn hot, she couldn't help herself. She closed her eyes as Jeff eagarly pushed her tank top up and over her head. He licked his lips as her 36-C breasts sprung free from their cover, and thought, damn, this chick is stacked. He delighted in the contrast of his large hands as he squeezed them with his fingers. He lowered in and took her right breast into his mouth. The warmth of his tongue and the sensation of his big lips against her tight tit sent Allison into a tremor or sensations. She really wanted him to take her tits and suck. Finally, he licked her swollen nipple to maximum attention and went in for the kill. She moaned and bucked against his bulge as he started to agressively suck her, licking her nipples and murmuring dirty words against her skin, like "Damn baby, you're tits are making me hard. I'm gonna bust in a minute, baby."
Allison threw her arms over her head and arched her back, allowing her tits to swell and push deeper into his mouth. She looked down to watch as this black man was licking her swollen nipples as his saliva was dripping everywhere. He grabbed her rib cage and slowly pushed her shorts lower. He loved the way her tight little body was eating up his touch. He returned to her lips and deeply kissed her as he squeezed her breats before sliding his hand down again to her shorts.
Allison knew that this had long gone past acting. He wanted her. He wanted to strip her naked and push into her tight body the way only her husband ever had. She wanted him to also, that was the hardest part. But she knew she couldn't.



"Jeff, we can't," she told him as his fingers slowly lowered the zipper on her jean shorts. She whipered to him that this was as far as they could go. Frustration clouded his mind as he wanted to plow into the tease anyway. But his cooler head prevailed and as he noticed her toned abs he decided to stay on course.
"Baby, we can go just a little farther...for the play," he tried to remind her. "Let's just lay here for a while."
After a slight hesitation, she nodded.
As he lowered on top of her, she decided that this was a dangerous position. She moved over so that her body was to the side of his. Her tits were still bare and he wasted no time in gathering them in his hands again and went in to continue their intense make out session. Allison wasn't sure if she was still in control or not. In no time, they were back to feeling each other up and kissing passionately.
He grabbed her ass and lifted one leg onto him. He noticed that she liked to press into his bulge. Just as he thought, Allison lifted herself onto him a little bit, just enough to bump uglies. She started to burrow down on his bulge as she licked his neck. Jeff grabbed her ass and pulled her tightly against him causing her to moan in frustration at not being able to get close enough.
She felt him raise up above her and felt him jostle around. He was removing his shorts, she realized, and pulled her lips away from his long enough to see that he now wore only a red g-string pouch that could barely contain him, he was so huge! She could feel his hard cock as he settled against her again and prayed that this was as far as things would go. But he made every effort to rub himself all over her. After a few minutes of grinding into her, he reached down and pushed her shorts down quickly, so quickly that she barely had time to react before he was settled between her thighs again. Now the only things seperating them were their underwear, she realized, but Jeff licked into her mouth again, dragging a deep moan from her lips. She was so hot, she could feel the puddle between her thighs.
"Mmmm, baby, you taste so good. Let me..." he breathed, reaching between them again. Jeff had released his cock and it was poking into her belly now. She started to protest but he said that he was so big and hard the thong was hurting him. Then he eased his hand down the front of her panties, just petting her lightly. He said, "See, it feels good, huh? This will feel even better." He moved a little and slid his hard cock down the front of her panties as he pulled his hand out. He grabbed both cheeks of her ass and just rubbed himself up and down over her little tuft of light hair, simulating the act itself. "There," he said, "it's just pretend. Just a little rubbing to get you in the mood, baby."
Allison knew she was too far gone, but she still managed to whisper to him to please stop. "Last run through," he murmured, bringing her mind back to the reason for the tryst. "We're going all the way to the last scene," he told her. The last scene involved a hot nude love scene in which the couple had makeup sex.
Jeff held her head and kissed her hotly and deeply. He rolled her on top, still kissing her, and she sighed, thinking things were now going to be OK. He was slowing things down, she thought, but she could feel his cock sliding down the inside of her panties over her pussy and was so turned on, she knew she'd never to get to sleep tonight. She felt Jeff's hands moving all over her thinly covered ass. Then, without notice, he grabbed her panties on both sides and pulled them down; at the same time rolling her over onto her back. In one swift motion, his cockhead was aimed and touching her wet, bare pussy lips, then it was pushing its way inside her. He was so big and she was so tight, he met more than a little resistance getting himself into her. She struggled attempting to pull up and away. She pleaded with him, "Please Jeff, no. I'm not on birth control anymore," but he wasn't listening. If anything, this seemed to spur him on. He kissed her hard and pushed his cock even deeper into her pussy, getting at least seven inches of his fat cock inside her womb. Then they just laid there, tongue-kissing for a minute, as she adjusted to his girth and size. He was strecthing her to a new limit, touching her where no man ever had before. With a groan and "damn, baby," he would pull part way out and then thrust deeply back into her tight sheath. He repeated this just three more times until he had his full 11 inches buried deep inside. She couldn't believe she'd taken it all, but his balls were slapping against her lips now. Allison felt herself tense then scream with her first orgasm. He was humping her harder, his hips pistoning in and out like a jackhammer, shaking the prop bed beneath them, and she couldn't stop him even if she wanted to. He seemed to be growing bigger inside her with each thrust, and as soon as she gathered her senses again, she moaned and begged, "Pull out! Don't cum inside me. I don't want to get pregnant by you."
Jeff slowed himself, debating on what to do. His body cried for release, and the idea of knocking up this white bitch with his black baby was too much to resist. She let out some soft whimpers of pleasure and then it happened. Jeff made a few grunts and some strange noises of his own and then his cock began to spray deep inside her womb. His ass clenched as he punched into her, held her tight to his groin, punched into her again, held, and punched into her and held one last time, triggering another orgasm deep inside her loins. She screamed and held him tight to her cunt, arching her back and pressing her feet down onto his ass to keep him close. "Ungh, oh yeah," he groaned. "Feel my cum shoot up in you, bitch. Ungh. Feel me knock you up."
She felt his hot black seed rushing into the depths of her pussy, blast after blast splashing the back of her womb, and the taboo of it made her orgasm grow in intensity. The force of his cum was unlike anything she had ever felt with her husband, and her pussy involuntarily clenched his black meat, milking every drop. All the time he continued kissing her and saying, "Oh, yeah, baby, feel me in you? You're so hot and tight. I could nestle here all day."
When she came back down to earth, she couldn't catch her breath. Blinking, her first thought was of Michael. What would he say if she ended up pregnant from this? How would she explain a black baby to her family?
As the thoughts whirled through her mind, she began to feel Jeff moving inside her again, slowly pulling his half-hard cock out of her pussy lips before thrusting back in, and he was growing harder by the second. She couldn't believe how fast he'd recovered and blinked up at him in shock.
"You didn't think that was all, did you? Baby, that was just a snack. Here comes the full course," he groaned.
Allison screamed in delight as he began pounding her pussy with his black cock. The intense feeling of being fucked by a large black cock made her have one orgasm after another. She was bucking wildly as she moaned in pleasure beneath him. Just as she was about to reach release again, he pulled out of her and moved down her body, lifting her hips with his big black hands and munching on her soaked pussy with his thick lips, pushing his thick tongue where his manhood had just been. At the unfamiliar sensation, Allison screamed out, "God!" and clenched the bed sheets at her side. Soon he had her moaning again, and although Jeff would have loved for her to return the favor, he wanted to make sure she was good and knocked up when she walked out of the theater today. He pulled back and rolled her trembling body over onto her stomach.
He couldn't believe it as he looked down and saw his gigantic black cock as big and hard as it had ever been. It was so sticky with Allison's juices dripping from it as he positioned it at the entrance to her cunt. She made another effot to say, "No, don't...we can't," as he raised her on all fours and mounted her from behind. She started to struggle and he calmed her with a hand in the middle of her back and lied, "I'll put out. I won't cum in you again, baby." She arched her back and moaned as he easily punched his huge black cock into her swollen drenched cunt. He loved how her tight little white body looked as he hammered away with his black meat. She buried her face into the pillow to muffle her constant moans as he humped her from behind, doggie style, a first for her.
Jeff couldn't take it anymore. Her tight pussy was the best he had ever had. With a mighty thrust, he landed all he had inside of her. His muscular black body tensed as his testicle exploded, sending cum shooting up inside her womb again. Allison, barely able to speak, cried out "Pull out!" but Jeff just smiled and groaned as he shot load after load of his thick warm cum into her quivering body. He pulled her against him as hard as he could as his tremendous black cock emptied inside of her yearning pussy, just to make sure his sperm found its mark. Sure enough, his sperm devoured her eggs as they both collapsed onto the bed. His huge cock was still inside her pussy as fell on top of her from behind. With his black seed planted deep within her womb now, his 11 inches of manhood felt too good inside her tight pussy to move, especially as he was already getting hard again. Damn, he thought. He'd never lasted this long before. He wished he could bottle what this bitch did to him. Slowly he began humping her again, trying to bring his cock back to full staff. The sensation of her slippery pussy walls tightening around him brought a deep groan of satuisfaction to his throat.
Allison couldn't believe he was still going at her from behind. His weight pressed her deep into the mattress and brought a moan from her when her sensitive nipples scraped against the sheets. He had cum in her twice. She could feel his hot cum flowing out of her pussy with nowhere to go, running down her crotch. As Jeff once again picked up speed, Allison just laid there thinking to herself, "What had I let happen."
"Ungh," she moaned as he pushed so deep inside her she wondered if he'd come out her throat. He stilled and she felt him pull out again, this time completely. His hands massaged her asscheeks and she moaned, hoping he was finished, yet still yearning for more. She felt him insert one finger, then two, and scoop out some of his cum from her pussy. The movement brushed against her clit, and she orgasmed instantly. It was so powerful, she didn't even feel him spread his juices around her anus, and realized too late what he had planned when he began to push his cockhead against her tight rosebud.
"Oh, god, no! Not there! No one's ever done that before...Oh my god!" she screamed as he pressed forward.
"Shhh. You've had the full meal, now it's time for my desert," he said. "Just relax and it won't hurt so much."
Allison arched her back and clenched her jaw as he pressed his thick cock into her tight ass. She'd never wanted to let Michael fuck her there, and now she knew there was a good reason for it. It hurt like hell.
A few minutes later, she was panting and clutching the bedsheets again, her ass thrust up in the air as he finally managed to get about 8 inches of his cock in her ass. Once he started moving, thrusting in and out, he sighed and groaned, in total bliss. Allison grunted and the pain began to fade, replaced by an almost pleasurable sensation. At least she couldn't get pregnant this way, she thought, starting to get into it. Pretty soon, she was humping back at him, begging, "Fuck me...fuck my ass."
He stilled. "What do you want?"
"Fuck me," she pleaded. "With what?" he demanded, stilling her beneath him. "Fuck me...With your big black cock!" she yelled, and he started pumping again.
When she orgasmed, even harder than before, he felt himself about to bust his nut again. He pulled out of her ass and inserted his cock in her pussy for one more thrust before pumping her full of his baby juice again.
Jeff laid there, his cock still hard and still imbedded deeply in her pussy. This bitch was too good to let go, and he'd do whatever it took to fuck her again, he decided. He really couldn't wait to fuck her in her marriage bed.
He pulled out of her and reached for his shorts, running a satisfied glance over her sweaty, limp body where she still lay on the bed, drained completely. "That was great baby. Rehearsals here, same time tomorrow?" he asked casually. She looked at him in horror and shook her head, tears starting to form in her eyes. She quickly pulled up her panties, climbed out of bed, and ran to the dressing room. Jeff chuckled. She could run but she couldn't hide.
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In the first chapter, Allison, a happily married white woman, agreed to attend acting classes with her new friend Lisa. Their acting coach was an arrogant black man named Jeff. Promising Allison a part in a play about an interracial couple, Jeff tricked Allison into sleeping with him.
* * * * *
The day after Jeff had seduced her, Allison called in sick and went to see a doctor. Fear had paralyzed her conscience, and she was so scared she was pregnant from the encounter. Even though Allison knew she couldn't exactly call what had happened rape, that's what she told the doctor.
"I'm afraid he made me pregnant," she sobbed. "Please, can you help me? My husband and I are trying for a baby, and I'm afraid he'll find out what happened. It'll be obvious if I have a baby! The man who raped me was black," she explained.
After a humiliating examination, the female doctor tried in vain to get Allison to report the incident to the police, but she refused, saying she didn't want her husband Michael to find out what had happened. Finally, the doctor told Allison she could prescribe her emergency contraception, which might abort any child that had been conceived. But the doctor also warned against it due to a variety of complicated side effects and said that if it didn't work and a child had been conceived, the child could be born deformed. Allison, who had strict moral values, had struggled with the decision, but this was exactly why she'd come to the doctor. She didn't want to have a black baby, and she had convinced herself she'd go through with an abortion if necessary. She wasn't thinking rationally and agreed to the treatment.
When she got home, she curled up on her bed and cried. She cried for her husband, who didn't know what she'd done to betray their love, and for the child she might have had. And she cried because as much as she'd hated Jeff touching her, she'd secretly loved it too. She called Lisa and made up a story about why she couldn't attend acting class anymore.
"Why not?" Lisa argued. "What about the play? You don't know what a lucky break this is for you. You can't give up now Allison!" "I wish I didn't have to," she lied. "But Michael is jealous, and I'm afraid it'll ruin our marriage if I don't drop out." Lisa made noises about what a jerk Michael must be, and Allison almost cried on the phone. Michael wasn't a jerk. He was wonderful. He'd stood by her through so much, and she knew he'd always been faithful to her. EH'd never forgive her if he found out the truth!
Later that night, she was watching television when the phone rang. Expecting it to be her husband calling from his hotel room in Nevada, she was shocked to hear Jeff's deep voice instead. "What's this Lisa says about you quitting the class?" he demanded.
"You know why," she told him, growing angry that he'd dare call her after what had happened. "I don't ever want to see you again. You deliberately took advantage of me last night!"
"You wanted it as much as I did," he said. "And worse, you still do."
"No!" she denied, but deep down, she was afraid he was right.
"Don't ever call me again," she told him and slammed down the phone.
She hoped that he'd listen, but she realized she was afraid of what Jeff would do. He obviously wanted to continue an affair, and he knew she might be pregnant with his child. Either way, Allison decided she'd have to go back on the pill, just in case Jeff did try to pull anything else. She knew she couldn't resort to the same excuse with her doctor again, and she didn't want to have to face the reality of an abortion procedure.
The next day, she returned to work, determined to forget the whole incident. It wasn't easy, especially with Lisa's constant reminders that Jeff was disappointed that she'd quit the class and the play.
By the time she made it home from work, she was tired, emotionally and physically, from the strain of acting normal all day. She didn't normally drink, but she opened a bottle of wine and downed one glass, then two, quickly. After changing into some sweats and a tee shirt, she was moving toward the couch to watch TV when the doorbell rang.
Jeff watched through the window as the sexy white woman opened the door, the look on her face almost comical when she realized it was him. A red flush spread across her cheeks as she demanded, "What are you doing here?" "We need to talk."
"No way!" she refused, trying to block the doorway so that he couldn't come in. "We have nothing to talk about."
"Oh really?" he asked, quirking one eyebrow. Looking past her, he asked, "So is your husband home or should I just try to give him a call at work sometime?"
"W-What?" she stammered.
"I figured if you won't talk to me about what happened, he will. Now are you going to let me inside or what?"
Reluctantly, Allison stepped aside, letting him step into the home she shared with her husband. Jeff figured she was starting to catch on to the reason for his visit and couldn't wait to tear into that white pussy again. Licking his lips, he watched her try to cover her braless chest with crossed arms, obviously trembling with nervous tension at his sudden appearance. Good. It would make it all the more enjoyable to experience her submission if she put up a fight.
"Well?" she demanded. "Say what you came to say. My husband will call soon, and I don't want you here when he does."
So her husband was still away on business? Even better, he decided. "I came to tell you I'm not letting you drop out of the play," he said. "Your understudy isn't available anymore, and if you drop out now, we're screwed."
Shaking her head, she frowned at him. "I'm NOT doing the play Jeff. Not after what happened the other night."
"Baby, I'm afraid you don't have a choice, not if you don't want your husband to find out his sweet little wife is a slut."
Allison gasped, knowing her worst fears were coming true. Still, she refused to give in. "It's your word against mine. He won't believe you!"
"Oh, no?" he smiled, thinking of his black baby already nestling in her belly. "Well, will he believe the video tape from the security cameras in the theatre?" he lied. There weren't any cameras in the theatre, but she didn't know that. "And if that's not enough, I think he'll probably figure out nine months from now anyway, don't you?" he added with a smirk.
"V-v-videotape?" she repeated nervously. "There were cameras?"
"Oh, yeah baby. I watched the tape this morning. Got me real hard again. In fact, it made me realize we're not through with each other yet. We're gonna do the play, and we're gonna seek a little satuisfaction on the side too."
"What do you mean? We can't--"
"Oh yeah," he said, moving over to the sofa and sitting down. Settling back, comfortable, he watched her with lust-filled eyes. "You see, if you don't do everything I tell you, your husband is gonna get a copy of that tape delivered to his office. Then I'll send one to your parents back home."
"No!" she whispered, looking defeated all of a sudden.
He nodded his head, and spread his legs wide, saying, "It's up to you. Do you want your husband to find out?"
Meekly, she shook her head. "Then on your knees, bitch. I think I need a little servicing over here."
Allison debated her actions. She would do whatever it took for Michael not to find out what had happened, but she'd only started taking the pill again yesterday. She doubted it was in her system enough to do any good yet. When she hesitated, he said, "What are you waiting for?"
"I won't sleep with you again," she said. "I can't."
Jeff knew she would, but it might help hurry his satisfaction if she believed she wasn't going to, so he nodded and said, "There are other ways." He reached down and unzipped his pants, then shoved them over his hips so that his semi-erect cock was poking out of his jeans, ready for attention. Allison had only ever blown her husband, and she hated doing it even then. But she knew how to give a good hand job. Sinking to her knees in front of him, she reached out and gently touched the tip of the monster that had given her so much pleasure yesterday. It was so black against her white hand that she stopped and stared at the contrast in disbelief. Jeff grew impatient and bucked his hips, pushing his cock into her grasp. Slowly, she began pumping her hand up and down over the shaft, and he moaned. "Oh, yeah." She reached with her other hand and cupped his balls, squeezing softly as she worked her hand faster over the black pole.
Jeff loved what she was doing but knew she could do even better. He buried his hands in her honey blonde hair and tugged her head forward, urging her face closer to the shaft. Allison knew what he wanted and struggled, still hoping she could get away with less. But his hands on her head were insistent, and she had no choice but to take the pole between her lips.
"Ungh, oh yeah," Jeff moaned in approval as her mouth engulfed his cockhead. He was so thick and long that she had trouble taking the head in, but he helped her, shoving his hips forward while he pushed her head down.
Allison gagged after taking the first six inches. She didn't think she could handle anymore, but his hands refused to let her go. She held herself still and concentrated on breathing out her nose while he pumped her mouth, just like he had her pussy. When she felt him push deeper into her throat, she struggled to take it all in. "Ungh!" he grunted about fifteen minutes later. "I'm getting ready to cum, bitch. Get ready..."
She felt him tense and hold still and felt the gush of hot liquid fill her belly. She tried swallowing to keep from drowning and sighed in relief when he finished, pulling his 11-inch shaft out of her mouth, a line of cum and spit trailing after his cock and landing all over her chin.
Jeff fell back against the couch, drained for the moment and satisfied that she'd given him one of the best blowjobs he'd ever had. He knew she'd hated it, which increased his satisfaction all the more. This white bitch deserved a little payback for looking down on him for the color of his skin.
Allison was struggling to catch her breath and come to terms with what she'd done. She felt like she was in a adze, not sure which way was up, probably from lack of oxygen to her brain. She barely heard the peel of the telephone and started when Jeff asked, "Aren't you going to get that?"
Blinking, she pushed herself to her feet and reached for the cordless phone. Her husband's voice was cheerful as he greeted her and asked, "How's it going, honey? Miss me much?" "Of course I do," she told him. "I miss you like crazy."
Turning her back away from Jeff, who was still sprawled with his cock sticking out of his jeans on her couch, Allison moved to the back of the sofa and lowered her voice. "When will you come home? Do you know yet?"
Jeff was listening to her side of the conversation and knew she was talking to her wimp of a husband. A smile curved his lips as he thought of sliding inside her tight pussy while she talked to the other man. Standing up, he shoved out of his jeans completely, took off his shoes and shirt and walked over to where she was standing with her back to him.
He didn't give her time to know what was happening. Quickly he grabbed hold of her sweatpants, pulled them to her knees and turned and shoved her over the back of the sofa.
"Uh! No, no, I'm OK," she was saying as she gasped in surprise and started to struggle. Jeff smiled to himself as he held her firmly planted to the back of the sofa with a hand in the middle of her back. With his other hand, he tugged at her panties until they too were at her knees. "I just knocked something over," she lied as Jeff lined his cock up with her pussy and began to rub it up and down her pussy lips, teasing her, Finally, he began to push inside her, so slowly he knew she'd feel every sensation in spades. "Ungh!" she breathed when he hit bottom, then added, "I, uh, really need to go honey. I need to clean up this mess."
Jeff slowly pulled out and then slid back inside, feeling her pussy clamp tight to his black meat when he did so. Allison was starting to pant and couldn't focus on what her husband was saying to her especially when Jeff's big, black hands snaked under her shirt and began fondling her sensitive tits from behind. Michael didn't want to let her off the phone, but as Jeff's hips began a steady rhythm of thrusts into her soaked pussy, she felt herself reaching a dangerous peak of no return. If she didn't get off the phone soon, Michael would hear her get off for real, big time.
Jeff watched as his whole cock pushed inside her until his crotch was buried against hers. Few women had ever been able to take all of him in, and he moaned at the tight heat surrounding him. "Fuck," he breathed in a mixture of pleasure and pain, and began to pound her harder. Allison bit her lip, trying not to scream out each time he thrust into her. "What? No, no one's here," she panted. "Just the TV. Now I need to go. L-l-love you," she quivered as Jeff began shaking her with his pounding. Thankfully her husband ended the call, and she dropped the phone just as her orgasm hit its peak. Crying out, "Oh, god!" she spasmed and clutched at the couch cushions while Jeff continued to hammer away behind her. Just as she was coming down, she felt him groan and clutch her hips, pulling her hard against his crotch as he let lose the floodgates and shot stream after stream of hot cum inside her womb again.
Pulling her into a standing position, her back against his frontside, Jeff bucked into her one last time, making sure his seed went deep as one of his large black hands slid up and lovingly caressed her now flat belly. He'd enjoy fucking this bitch from behind again once she was well and truly swollen with his seed, he decided, licking his tongue up her sweaty neck and nibbling on her ear as she trembled and took all of him. They stayed that way for several minutes, him still hard inside her, his hands caressing her front, as they both regained control of their senses.
Allison sighed. She was shocked that she'd let this happen again. Was she really a slut, like Jeff had said? If he hadn't taken advantage of the situation again, she could have fought him, she thought, and heard herself moan when he slowly pulled out of her. She wasn't sure her legs could support her but didn't have to worry about it. After pulling her shirt over her head and tossing it aside, Jeff leaned down and wrapping an arm behind her legs, lifted her up and started carrying her to the back of the house. She wasn't even paying attention to what was happening, she was still so entranced by her orgasm, which had been the most powerful so far. When she realized Jeff was carrying her into her bedroom, she began to focus again on what was happening.
He tossed her onto the bed and stood over her like a powerful Adonis, surveying his spoils of war. He ran lust-filled eyes up and down her toned body, licking his lips when he got to her firm, but heavy tits. She wanted to push herself up but knew it would be pointless to resist. Jeff would have his way whether she wanted him to or not.
Placing one knee on the bed between her thighs, he lifted her hips and lowered his head at the same time. Jeff licked his lips as he lowered his mouth to her juicy cunt. There was nothing he loved more than tasting himself inside a hot pussy. He circled his tongue around her clit and heard her give a tiny scream of shocked pleasure. He sucked at her honeypot for several minutes, cleaning her out, before lifting himself and staring down at the mindless woman on the bed. With a satisfied smile, he crawled onto the bed and settled himself between her thighs, his cock nudging at her pussy lips. This time, he decided, he'd take her slow and easy. Pushing inside, he put about half his cock in and held still, waiting for her reaction. She began to squirm and then push her hips up, trying to get more of him.
"Uh-uh-uh," he whispered. "You have to do as I say unless you want your husband to find out, remember?" The mention of her husband had a sobering effect on the beauty. She stilled and tried staring at the ceiling. She bit her lower lip when, circling his hips, he slowly slid the rest of the way in. "Wrap your legs around me," he told her, and she did. Slowly, he slid out again and leaned down to lick at her tempting nipple. Pushing slowly forward again, he felt her pussy muscles contract around him and knew he'd brought her to her quickest orgasm yet. Grabbing her asscheeks, he leaned back and then set a slow, steady rhythm that drove her crazy. He teased her unmercifully for several minutes until she begged, "Please..."
"Please what?" "Please give it to me." "You want my black cock in your pussy?" "Yes!"
He picked up speed, then slowed down again, just as she was about to reach orgasm, and demanded, "Are you going to show up tomorrow night for rehearsals?"
She whimpered and begged, "Please..."
"Are you?"
She nodded her head. "Yes! Yes, I'll do anything. Just stick it back in!"
With a grunt, he gave it to her hard, wringing a scream of pleasure from her. He began pounding her into her marriage bed and grunted loudly as he began to shoot his cum into her hungry pussy once more.
Allison continued to pant and try to catch her breath as Jeff pulled out of her and got off the bed. Leaning down, he took one of her nipples in his mouth and sucked hard for a few seconds before straightening and smiling down at her. "Be at the theatre at seven. If you're not there, I'm calling your husband as soon as he gets back."
to be continued...
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When Allison walked into the theater, the first person she saw was a large black man setting up some props on stage. She paused in her steps, especially since she'd only been expecting to find Jeff. Was tonight a legitimate rehearsal, she wondered? and relaxed, because she wasn't sure she could handle the guilt from another encounter with Jeff, no matter how much he blackmailed her.
The man, who was slightly shorter than Jeff, but more stocky, spotted her standing in the aisle and called out, "Hey there! You must be Allison."
She nodded. "I'm Derek, the director of this play," he introduced himself, jumping off the stage to greet her. "Jeff tells me you're a great actress. I trust his judgment so much, I didn't even hold auditions for the role of Kathy. I hope you're worth it, but I have a feeling, just by looking at you, that you will be."
Allison blushed beneath the compliment and said, "T-Thank you. Jeff says you're a great director. I'm looking forward to working with you."
Jeff was watching from the shadows and grinned when he heard her say that. "Derek" was actually an ex-student of his named Eddie, or Horse as the ladies called him for obvious reasons. Jeff was big at 11 inches, but Eddie was something else altogether. His 12 inch cock was as fat as Allison's forearm. When he'd decided to take things farther with the white beauty, Jeff'd instantly thought of the well-hung man he'd become friends with outside of the theatre. Eddie had been delighted to get in on the deal. He preferred white booty anyway and loved a challenge. He also was a great actor, and Jeff knew he'd fool Allison into thinking he was really a director without hardship.
When he stepped into the light, wearing nothing but a bathrobe, Allison flinched and almost took a step back. Her eyes were wide--in fright?--as she watched him walk toward them.
"Hey Allison," he greeted naturally. "Ready for our next rehearsal?"
She nodded, putting up a brave front. "Ready and waiting," she told him.
"Great," Eddie said, running his hands together in anticipation. Allison noticed a young, pale man appear from backstage, and Jeff asked him, "Everything all set?"
The teen nodded and smiled shyly at Allison. "Sure thing Jeff. I'm gonna hit the road now unless you need me to hang around."
Jeff shook his head. He'd asked Kenny to stay behind and do a few errands so his presence would help Allison feel more at ease that this was a real rehearsal. He told the kid he could leave, and Eddie turned to Allison and asked, "Do you have your script?"
She nodded and pulled it out from her bag. "We'll start with the first scene and run all the way through," he told her, settling into one of the seats with his own script in hand. "I'd like to do a full dress rehearsal if that's not a problem?"
Allison knew that meant she'd have to strip down for certain scenes and wanted to protest. But one look at Jeff and she knew she had to do whatever Derek wanted.
The first scene was fairly simple--Jeff and Allison were in the couple's living room, discussing problems with their family. In the second scene, they had to do some heavy petting, and Allison tried not to freeze when Jeff tugged her into an embrace on the prop sofa. Jeff was really getting into kissing her but she knew Derek was watching and couldn't relax. She was afraid the other man would realize something real was going on between his two actors.
After a few minutes, Derek yelled, "Cut! Allison, put a little more feeling into it!"
Allison took a deep breath and told herself to remember the role. She could act this part and forget about everything in her personal life, she told herself. Reaching out, this time she initiated a deep kiss with Jeff that had her tongue sliding into his moist mouth with passion.
Jeff groaned and pulled her closer, sliding his large hand beneath her shirt and cupping her heavy breast. he was disappointed to feel that she was wearing a bra, and sought to change that by unhooking the clasp and freeing her firm mounds into his palms. Then he slid his hand down her thigh and took the liberty of sliding his hand inside her shorts. A few fingers worked inside her pussy, causing her to whimper and squirm, and he smiled, feeling how drenched she already was. Not to mention well prepared for what he had in store.
"Great! Now let's work on our first love scene," Derek called out a few minutes later. Allison was panting and so hot and wet she was afraid she'd slide off the sofa. Derek told her she could change into a bathrobe in the dressing room if she wasn't comfortable going full nude yet, and she took advantage of the reprieve to do just that. Derek sprang onto the stage, and with Jeff's help, replaced the sofa with the same bed she and Jeff had fucked in the other night. By the time she emerged, dressed only in a short, blue silk robe, they had the next scene all set up.
She was surprised to see that Derek had shed all of his clothes except for a pair of boxers that barely seemed able to contain him. "What's going on?" she asked, looking round for Jeff and spotting him in the seat Derek had been sitting in earlier. He smiled and slid lustful eyes up and down her partially clad body, making her shiver.
"Well, I'm the director, but I'm also Jeff's understudy. It's customary for the understudies to rehearse with their counterparts, and I thought I'd take over from Jeff in this scene if you don't mind. Jeff's going to direct us from here on out." He shrugged. "It was his idea."
Actually, Allison was relieved. She'd been worried that as hot as they'd gotten earlier, Jeff would try to take advantage of her beneath the covers, despite their having an audience. Relaxing, she nodded and smiled at the man, but before she could move, Jeff called out, "Allison, can I have a second?"
Blinking, she nodded and stepped down to where he was sitting. Jeff leaned forward and said softly so Derek couldn't hear, "Do you want your husband to find out what a slut you are?"
"No!" she denied. "Good, then I want you to be real nice to Derek," he told her.
Not understanding, she shrugged. "Haven't I been?"
Jeff smiled. "Sweetheart, I want you to be REAL nice to Derek. Get my drift?"
Of course she did. With a sigh of resignation, she argued, "I'll do the scene, and I'll be real nice to Derek, but I'm not sleeping with him."
Before he could answer, she turned away, stepping up and over to the bed and shedding her robe so she could slip under the covers. She'd left her underwear on, but she realized the green bikini panties and a lace bra didn't offer much covering when she saw Derek's eyes turn dark with desire before she could slip under the covers.
Eddie tried not to lick his lips when Allison removed her robe. Reminding himself of the role he was playing, he couldn't believe she'd fallen so easily for the line about understudies doing scenes with the leads, and he figured she'd agreed to follow Jeff's commands too. Stupid bitch. Sharing a private smile with Jeff, he picked up the covers and crawled in beside her, impatient to find out just how nice she'd be.
He pulled her silky body close and pretended to wait for Jeff's direction. Jeff started feeding them their motivation. Then added, "Remember you're so in love, you can't keep your hands off each other. Action!"
Allison squirmed when Derek's arms circled round her. They were so much larger than Jeff's, and so much more powerful. She remembered her lines and gently touched his muscled shoulders. "Rick, I love you so much! Make love to me now!"
"Anything you want, baby," he said, and mashed his thick lips to hers, wasting no time in prying open her mouth and licking his tongue against hers. Allison opened her mouth and closed her eyes, going with the flow like any good actress would. Maybe some heavy kissing would satisfy Jeff. She might even touch Derek, but she would not, absolutely not let him fuck her too.
She felt Derek shift over her and realized how much stronger than Jeff he was when his weight pressed her into the mattress. Still kissing her hot and deep, Derek began to work his hands over her body. His large hands covered her breasts and squeezed before moving down to her hips and thighs. When his hands grabbed her ass and pulled her against him, her eyes opened wide, not believing the bulge she felt against her stomach. It was huge! Even bigger than Jeff, if that was possible!
She moaned, almost coming to orgasm when he ground against her sensitive mound. She closed her eyes again and slid her hands over his muscled chest until they were wrapped around his shoulders, as she also snaked one leg around his solid thigh. She whimpered when she felt his hand slide into her panties over her asscheek and burrow between her legs from behind. His fingers were long and easily reached her anus from the angle. One finger pressed inside, and she moaned, wondering if Derek was really trying to turn her on or if he was just acting.
She'd almost forgotten about Jeff but couldn't see him, not with Derek on top of her and from the raised stage. If he was watching, did he know what was happening? Would he be happy with just this? she wondered when Derek's hand shifted and slid inside the front of her panties, finding her pussy lips and spreading them open, all the while he was kissing her hot and deep, making it hard for her to protest anything. "Oh, baby, you feel so good...so wet," Derek praised huskily, sliding his finger inside for a slow finger fuck.
He hadn't been frigging her for long when she felt herself tear loose in orgasm. She bucked beneath him and moaned, and bit her lip hard to keep from screaming out. She was so high on the feeling that she didn't realize Derek was removing her bra until it was already off. But then he seemed to realize what he was doing and stilled his actions.
"Sorry, Allison," he said, apparently full of remorse. "I guess I got carried away with the scene," he said, moving away guiltily. "I'll understand if you want to leave now."
Yes, that was a good idea, she decided, but when Derek made to move away, she lifted herself just far enough to see Jeff's frowning expression as he watched from below the stage. His eyes dared her to let Derek call a halt to the action, and she knew he would cause trouble for her if she didn't make nice with Derek.
Reaching out and stopping him, Allison slid one hand around Derek's bulging bicep, saying, "Please don't. I'm fine. Let's finish the scene, OK?"
Eddie feigned doubt and pretended to feel guilty about what he'd done. Shaking his head, he said, "If you're sure...?"
She nodded and slid back beneath the covers, waiting for him to crawl back on top of her. When he did, he seemed hesitant to start things where they'd left off, so she slid her hands along his muscled arms and lifted her mouth to his, biting at his lower lip to give him a hint.
Derek groaned and lowered back onto her, licking his tongue into her mouth. His hands tangled in her hair, holding her to him until she sighed with pleasure and kissed him back. When he asked, "You mean you want this too?" she remembered Jeff and nodded.
Derek groaned again and started running his hands all over her, pressing his bulge against her. When his fingers slid down her arm and met hers, then tried to press her hand downward, she realized he was trying to guide it to his cock. Allison gulped and said, "But Jeff--"
"He won't notice," Derek argued. "He'll just think we're doing the scene."
Well, if that's what it took for Jeff to be happy, Allison figured she could tolerate a handjob. After all, Derek had already done the same for her. She felt Derek lift up and arrange it so his cock was out of his boxers, and she followed his lead and reached for his throbbing manhood. When she found it, she realized she'd been right before. It was huge! She couldn't even wrap her fingers around the width!
"Mmm, yeah, like that," Derek groaned. "Don't be shy, baby."
Allison slowly began sliding her hand up and down the pole, trying to measure it's length. She estimated him to be about the same length as Jeff, if not slightly longer. She ran her thumb across the tip, trying to think of ways to bring him off fast, when she felt his hand slide between her legs again. When his fingers slid in her pussy, she was the one to moan and begin jacking him faster. As they masturbated each other, Allison felt herself on the brink of orgasm again and brought her other hand down, searching for his balls. When she found them, she squeezed and rubbed them and heard him grunt above her, "Fuck, that feels good!"
Just as she reached the breaking point, she felt him go off in her hand, his cum soaking the sheets between her legs and thighs. It felt like he must have pumped a gallon of fluid and was amazed at the amount his monster cock had produced. Thank god she didn't have to take it in her pussy!
He groaned and collapsed on top of her, his lips mashing against hers again. His tongue snaked into her mouth and they kissed for several more minutes as he pulled her body close to his. Allison was pleased that she'd brought him off so fast and knew Jeff couldn't find fault with what she'd done. But then she felt Derek slide his fingers into her pussy again and moaned, thinking yes, do it again! Oh, yes, just like that! As he was jacking her, she felt his cock grow and grow against her stomach and felt only a moment's urging to stop him from continuing. It just felt so good! Then he stopped frigging her and she felt him slowly push down, first, her panties to her knees, then his own underwear.
Allison realized what was about to happen and looked around for Jeff, but her view of the stage was empty. If he was still down there in the audience, he wasn't making a sound. She turned pleading eyes up to Derek, and whispered, "I'm married...Please, I can't do this. We don't have protection, and you're too big for me anyway."
Derek leaned down and kissed her again, murmuring one of his favorite lines, "Don't worry...it's not cheating if I only slide just the tip in you. You can handle that much....Come on, let me, baby? Please?" He teased her by rubbing the tip of his cock along her slick folds, spreading both their juices for lubrication.
Allison intended to refuse him, she really did, but he didn't wait on her to answer. His mammoth cock pressed against her and tried to push inside. He was so absolutely huge that she knew if not for her recent fucks with Jeff, he'd never be able to fit even the head in her.
The pressure of his penetration was so intense, she couldn't resist squirming beneath him to aid the attempt. But the pressure was also tempting, because she wondered what he'd feel like inside her. Nodding shakily beneath him, she gripped his shoulders and said in a trembling voice, "OK, but only put the tip in."
Licking his lips and raising up to his elbows, Derek looked down at her bare tits as he circled his hips and worked the head of his cock inside her. He hadn't even gotten an inch in yet and she started pushing at his shoulders, wincing and saying, "That's enough."
Eddie was past the point of no return. Reaching down, he grabbed her sexy white hips and pushed forward, ignoring her grunt of pain as he did so. With his right hand, he reached between them and found her clit, sliding his finger over the organ in a way that he knew would ease his entry. She squealed in delight and bucked upwards, and he was able to slide at least three inches in. "Oh god," she moaned. "It's soooo big!"
"Bigger than your husband?"
"God, yesssss!" she moaned, clutching at his shoulders as he tried to get another inch in. Trembling, she reminded him, "You've got the tip inside now."
Derek slowly withdrew and slid the tip back inside a couple of times until she was whimpering in pleasure. "You know," he told her, "we've done this much...what harm if we go all the way?"
"N-no protection," she reminded him.
"Come on, baby," he urged, sliding out and rubbing himself up and down her folds in teasing again. "I promise not to cum inside you. Let me go another few inches. Think of how good it'll feel."
Allison struggled with her conscience. She wanted him to fuck her so bad she couldn't stand it. But the possibility of pregnancy and her love for her husband held her back When Derek pushed the tip inside again, so slowly she felt every sensation as his ridges brushed against her nub of pleasure, she heard herself gasp and cry out, "OK, but remember to pull out before you cum!"
Licking his thick lips, he lowered himself and took the tip of her breast in his mouth, sucking as he pushed his cock inside her even further. Pretty soon, he had 9 inches in, but that was all she could take. Satisfied, Derek began humping her with slow, deliberate strokes until she cried out in release, pressing her feet flat on the bed and clutching at the sheets beneath her. The position allowed for an even deeper penetration, and Derek groaned as he sank in yet another inch.
For over thirty minutes, Derek kept stroking her and Allison had at least four more orgasms as he drilled her slow, then fast, slow, then fast with his cock. She'd forgotten all about Jeff and the play. All that mattered was the horse cock inside her and the pleasure it gave her. When he rolled over and pulled her on top, she cried out and began sliding up and down the massive pole. She'd never felt so full in her life!
"Ungh, baby, I'm gonna cum," he warned and rolled her back over, slowing his strokes. He deliberately hit at her pleasure point as he slowly began to withdraw completely, knowing she was close to orgasm again. Just as he thought, she moaned in disappointment when he pulled out, and looking confused and flushed, demanded, "Just a few more strokes. Please!"
Licking his lips, he fought hard not to cum then and there. "Can't...gonna cum."
"I don't care," she whimpered, looking flushed and wild. "Please..." she begged, clawing at his back.
Eddie slid back inside her, and Allison cried out, "Yes!" as he pounded her pussy again. His cock began to jerk and he knew he couldn't hold it in any longer. He felt the juice leave his balls and shoot up inside her just as she screamed louder than any woman he'd ever bedded. Her pussy milked his meat of every last drop as she quivered and spasmed beneath him.
Finally, he pulled his shrinking cock out of her and said, "That was a great fuck, baby. The best pussy I've ever had," as he licked into her mouth one last time.
Allison was still numb with pleasure as he crawled off her and slid out of bed. She heard him exchange a few words with Jeff and leave before she came back to her senses. The first thing she felt was the gallon of cum leaking out of her pussy and along the crack of her ass. My god! He'd filled her to the brim! The sheets made a sloshing sound as she moved, pushing herself up. When she saw Jeff, sitting there in the same spot he'd been before, he smiled and started clapping.
"Bravo! Excellent performance. Excellent!" he called out.
Swallowing, she wrapped one of the soaked sheets around her naked body and slid off the bed onto trembling legs. She doubted she'd be able to walk straight for another week!
"Where did he go?" she asked, looking around for Derek.
Jeff shrugged. "I think he got embarassed and left," he lied. "Now get down here and help me get myself off, bitch."
Allison realized his robe was pitching a ferocious tent and started shaking her head. "I can't...I'm too sore."
"Your mouth isn't. Now get down here."
With a sigh of resignation, Allison wondered how much longer Jeff would blackmail her as she stepped down until she was between his knees. Lowering herself, still clutching the sheets tight around her, she reached for his cock and began jacking him off. But Jeff wasn't satisfied until he had guided her mouth to the pole and was fucking her face, not caring if she got any satisfaction or not.



After he'd cum in her belly, she wiped her mouth and said, "That's it, Jeff. No more. You've gotten what you wanted. My husband will be home tomorrow, and after what happened with Derek, I'm dropping out of the play."
Seeing the determination in her eyes, Jeff decided he'd better play his cards right if he wanted some more of her sweet pussy. Nodding, he said, "OK, I'll tell Derek we have to find another actress. But you and I aren't finished yet. It's not over until I say it's over, got that?"
Sadly, she nodded. He watched her hurry into the dressing run to get dressed and then spotted Eddie as he stepped out of his hiding place. "Man, what a sweet pussy that is," Eddie said with a smile. "Too bad I'm so big. I'd love to fuck that ass."
In that moment, Jeff decided he'd rather not share Allison with Eddie again. He'd enjoyed seeing her take the bigger cock, but he didn't want her getting addicted to it. So he said, "Well, too bad, man. The gig's up. She figured it out and is backing out of the play."
"Damn!"
Jeff nodded and tried to hand the man his promised money. Eddie refused. "A shot at that piece of white pussy was payment enough. I'm the one who should be paying you!"
When Eddie left, Jeff sighed and started planning his next move.
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"Honey, I'm sorry we can't go away like we'd planned."
Allison blinked at her husband and nodded, pretending to understand that his work was more important than their vacation. She'd been looking forward to escaping her life here in LA, which had become something of a nightmare ever since she'd first let Jeff touch her. Repeatedly for the past week and a half, he'd continued to seduce her, day after day, until afternoon fucks with the black man had become something of a routine. The first time he'd showed up at her work during lunch, he'd expected her to simply agree to leave with him, but she'd refused. He'd made sure to teach her not to say no again. Thinking he'd left her alone, she hadn't noticed he was watching from a hiding place nearby. When she'd gotten up to go to the restroom, he'd followed and taken her right there against a wall in the thankfully empty restroom. After that, when he showed up at lunch, she'd let him take her to a motel or his apartment, fill her up with his cum in whichever hole he pleased, and then drop her back off at work.
She'd also been making love to her husband at night, but Allison had to admit it wasn't the same. She loved Michael with all of her heart, but he just couldn't fill her the way Jeff could, and if her husband had noticed that she was no longer as tight as she'd once been, he never said anything. The truth was, they didn't make love as often as they used to. He was too busy with his new job and hardly seemed to notice her anymore.
The guilt was tearing her apart and wrecking her marriage. Mostly it was guilt because as much as she loved her husband, she was also growing to love having a big, black cock ramming her pussy every day. Before she truly became addicted, she knew she had to find a way to stop Jeff's blackmail but didn't have a clue what to do to prevent it.
"I think I'll just take a day or two off anyway," she told her husband, watching as he packed for a business trip overseas. "There's some errands I need to run, and some things to do around the house." Not to mention, she might be able to avoid Jeff while thinking of a plan to get out of his blackmail.
Pausing his actions, Michael looked at his wife and saw that she was upset that he had to cancel their trip. With a gentle smile, he walked over and took her in his arms. "Honey, we'll take another trip. I just can't pass up this opportunity. I know I'll be gone a couple of weeks, but when I get back, we'll go away, just like we planned, OK?"
"OK," she told him, and smiled bravely.
"Why don't you start going back to acting class with Lisa," he told her. "I know you said you just weren't any good at it, but for a while there, you were really happy doing it. If it brought you that much joy, why not give it another shot?"
Allison was horrified that he'd suggest such a thing. Going back to classes with Lisa would make it easy for Jeff to keep fucking her.
Trying her best to avoid an answer, Allison helped her husband pack for his trip and drove him to the airport. When she got back home, there was a message on her answering machine from the last person she wanted to hear from.
"Hi, Allison, this is Jeff. I talked to Lisa last night after class and she told me your husband couldn't go on vacation and you're home alone. Give me a call when you get in and I'll come over. My cock's hard just thinking about you, baby."
Damn him. How dare he think he could manipulate her like this. Allison erased the message and decided not to return the call. Later that night, she heard someone knocking on the door and when she looked out the window and saw Jeff's car, she refused to answer him.
"Listen up, bitch! I know you're in there, so come to the fucking door before I kick it in!" he yelled.
Allison almost refused to answer him at all, but she was afraid his yelling would disturb the neighbors, so she reluctantly unchained and opened the door. "Damn straight, bitch. I own you, remember? Try that again, and your husband will get a nasty surprise when he gets back to work."
Allison paled, remembering the video Jeff said he had of them fucking. But she refused to give in so easily again. She would fight Jeff tooth and nail if she had to. She would not let him take her in her marriage bed again.
When he started stripping off his clothes, Allison panicked and lied, "I can't! It's the wrong time of the month for me. Sorry, but you're not getting any tonight."
Jeff stilled his movements, surprised she had gotten her period when he was positive he'd pumped enough sperm in her belly to knock her up good. Not that it mattered. If she wasn't pregnant with his black baby now, she would be by this time next month.
He continued to remove his clothes as he gazed at her sexy body. She was wearing only jeans and a tight tee shirt that showed her bare midriff. "You've still got a mouth, don't you?" When she realized what he meant, she started to sink to her knees, but he told her, "Uh-uh. Take off the clothes first. I want to feel your tits while you suck me."
Allison slowly removed her clothes, praying he wouldn't be able to tell she'd lied to him about getting her period. She made a point of not removing her panties and quickly got to her knees and reached for the proud, black shaft that hung half-erect between his thighs. She took the huge pole and slowly worked it into her mouth. Jeff slid his black hands down over her white shoulders and slid his fingers into her hair, pulling her head closer to his body, so that she was forced to take his cock down her throat.
After a few minutes, he pulled her away and walked over to the sofa, then nodded for her to follow. She knee-walked over to him and picked up where she left off, sliding her hands along his black thighs and pushing them apart as she lowered her head and took his cock between her lips again.
Jeff groaned and reached down to fondle her ripe tits. Her head began a bobbing motion and he felt his sperm churning inside his balls. Too bad he wouldn't be shooting any into her eager pussy tonight. He loved the way she always spasmed and cried out when his hot cum splashed against the walls of her womb.
He smiled thinking about his plan to use her to get into her friend Lisa's panties too. Aside from which, he'd lost some gambling bets he needed to pay off, and if killing two birds with one stone meant sharing Allison with a few of his friends, it would be well worth it.
"I've got some news for you," he panted as she came close to bringing him off. "I got a part in a movie...unggh....gotta leave town for a week....oh, yeah, baby, just like that...unggghh," he grunted beneath her.
He bucked his hips and held her head on him as he shot wad after wad into her belly. When he was finished, he pulled her up and mashed his thick lips against hers, sliding his tongue inside in a hot, sexy eating sort of kiss.
"Damn, baby, but I wish I could slide inside your hot pussy tonight."
"You can't," she told him in a heated daze.
"I know," he agreed. "But by the time I get back, you'll be nice and ready for me."
Allison finally realized what he'd been telling her earlier. He had to leave town. Thank god, he was leaving her alone for a few days.
"But if you're a good girl while I'm away, I might have a surprise for you and your friend Lisa when I get back," he told her, dragging her across his naked lap and fondling her heavy tits again.
"What?"
Jeff smiled. He'd been working up to this part of his plan all week. "This movie I've got a part in...I've worked with the producer before," he said, leaning down to kiss her trembling lips. "And he's getting ready to start another movie in a few months, and he needs a few unknown actresses to star in it. I might be able to get you both an audition. Would you like that?"
Allison nodded, feeling feverish as his hand tweaked at her nipples. But it took Allison a few seconds to realize what he'd said. His hands were dangerously close to bringing her off, just by playing with her tits. "W-w-what? I don't want any part--"
"Sure you do, baby," he said. "And so will Lisa."
Allison blinked, trying to push him away. She'd love to act in a movie, but she was quickly learning, if Jeff was involved, there had to be strings attached. She didn't want to owe him any favors. And what kind of movie was he talking about? Surely not a porno?
She asked him so and he denied it, "What kind of jerk do you think I am? It's a horror movie, but it's got some A-list names attached. Besides, it's a start, and it'll get you some attention."
Allison still wanted to say no, but what about Lisa? The other woman had been a good friend to Allison, and she was a talented actress just waiting for the right opportunity to come along. How could she deny her the chance?
"Just think about it," Jeff told her as he got dressed. "I'll let you know as soon as I'm back in town."
***
The next week came and went, and when Jeff called to tell her she and Lisa were invited to a special party he was throwing for his producer friend, she felt she really had no choice but agree to go. Lisa was overjoyed at the opportunity to meet some influential people in the business. She talked about how happy she was to be invited nonstop all the way to the house where the party was being held, and Allison felt terrible about almost hiding the opportunity from her.
"Ladies," Jeff greeted them at the door. "You both look terrific!"
"Thanks," Allison said, eyeing the people in the large living room. How come there were only men? And was it a coincidence most of them were black?
Laying his arms across their shoulders, he whispered good-naturedly, "See, I did you a favor. I didn't invite any other actresses to the party. Here's your chance to make a lasting impression. Shall I introduce you to my friend producing the movie?"
"Oh, yes!" Lisa said happily. "Which one is he?'
Jeff smiled to himself as he guided the two hot white women to his friend Barry. Barry was actually a poor white guy with great looks and some talent at acting. He was a great poker player though, and Jeff expected to pay off his debt to him tonight with Allison and Lisa's help. To top things off, Jeff was feeling pretty good about himself. He actually had finished a small part in a film, and a few days ago, he'd asked his girl to marry him. Her father was a record producer, and she herself was well on her way to becoming the next Janet Jackson. Jeff knew he'd better snatch her up to help his own career, and he did love her. But tonight, it was time to celebrate his good fortune by digging into some fresh white pussy!
"Ladies, this is Barry Simmons," Jeff introduced them. "You might know his name from such movies as 'Scream' and the 'Planet of the Apes' remake," he lied. Dumb bitches wouldn't even know who produced the movies anyway.
"Really?" Lisa purred. "They were both great movies."
"Thank you. And you're Lisa?" he asked politely. "And you must be Allison. Jeff tells me you both have a great deal of talent. Perhaps we could arrange an audition sometime. I'm getting ready to start a new movie, very similar to 'Scream,' in fact." Barry delivered the rehearsed lie with ease, Jeff noticed and smiled at his friend.
The two women spent a good hour listening with rapt attention to Barry's every word. Jeff noticed that his other friends, most of whom he owed money, watched patiently, knowing before the night was over, they'd be enjoying some of this sweet pussy. Jeff noticed that Allison, who'd been tense ever since she came in the door, was beginning to relax, and decided it was time to step up to phase two of the plan. Nodding at his friend Ken from across the room, he watched as one of his friends slipped some pills into two drinks, though he was getting definite vibes that said the chemicals wouldn't be necessary for Lisa. The sexy white bitch obviously knew the Hollywood game and was willing to play it to get this part.
"Care for a drink?" Ken asked, presenting a tray of wine glasses for the group. On cue, Jeff lifted one glass he knew wasn't spiked and began to drink it. Then Lisa, and finally Allison, accepted the only two drinks left on the tray.
Allison was starting to think she'd worried for no reason. Barry Simmons obviously knew the movie business very well, and he seemed very impressed with she and Lisa. If he could arrange an audition, she felt sure they might actually get some parts in the movie.
After a few minutes, she began to lose focus on what Barry was saying. Try as hard as she could, she couldn't concentrate, and was relieved when one of the men in the room came over and asked her to dance. Nodding, she allowed the man to lead her to the center of the room. Loud techno music was playing, and he started grinding against her. If Allison didn't know better, she'd swear she was drunk, but since she'd only had a few glasses of wine, she knew it was impossible. Her body felt very relaxed, and she didn't protest when another man came over and started grinding against her from behind.
The wine and the fatigue from weeks without much sleep must have been having their affect on her judgment. She let herself be tugged and pulled this way and that by the two men as each one brushed her breasts with his elbow and hands as he caught her on spins and twirls.
A slow dance started and the bigger of the two men pulled her into his arms with his hands resting lightly on her upper buttocks. She could feel his "package" against her thighs through the thin material of his pants as he moved her around the floor. Her legs were turning to jelly, and she felt the room begin to spin around her.
"I feel sick," Allison murmured in a daze, grabbing his biceps for support.
The big black man leaned over and said, "Why don't we go sit down, baby."
She nodded and tried to look around for Lisa, but could barely lift her head, let alone move her feet to walk. She had to rely on the big, black man's support and didn't even realize he'd taken her to one of the bedrooms until she felt herself being lowered to a bed.
"Still feel sick?" the man asked as he reached down and pulled off her high heels, and Allison nodded. She didn't know why the room was still spinning when she was sitting down. She felt herself being turned over onto her side so that she was facing the side of the bed. Then a waste bucket was placed there so that she could be sick in it if she had to.
The big, black man turned to the doorway and nodded at Jeff, who was watching to make sure everything was set. With a smile, Jeff said softly, "Have fun," and pulled the door shut behind him, leaving the sexy white woman alone with Toby, a former football linebacker he'd become good friends with and who he owed almost a grand to. Besides which, this was Toby's house, and he'd demanded to be the first to fuck some sweet pussy.
Once the door was closed, Toby glanced at the sexy woman on the bed and began peeling off his clothes until he had nothing on, his long 13-inch love muscle dangling between his legs. Licking his lips, he drew closer to the bed, watching her carefully. Jeff had said she might put up a fight, but the ecstasy they'd put in her drink would make her nice and easy for him and his friends to enjoy. This sexy white bitch was gonna get a lot of cock tonight. whether she liked it or not.
As he climbed onto the bed behind her, he heard her gasp in surprise, but she was so out of it, she was practically asleep and probably thought she was dreaming. He moved closer behind her, pressing his hard muscled body against her soft backside, his soft cock nestling comfortably against her round ass. He slid one arm around her middle, pulling her close to him as he said, "Here, baby, big Toby will help you feel better."
Allison felt like she was dreaming. She felt the man lay down behind her and pull her close against him. She also felt his naked thighs pressing against the back of her bare knees beneath the short dress she'd worn tonight. When his hands slid up her stomach to fondle her breasts, she moaned, feeling incredibly hot and excited, though she didn't know why. She certainly didn't want this stranger touching her like that.
"You like that, huh?" Carefully, he slid the straps of her dress down until her braless breasts popped free, then he helped work the straps down over her arms so that the material was bunched beneath her tits. "Here, feel better? Now we got you all nice and loose. Perfect," he praised as he slid one arm underneath her and his big black hands swallowed her heavy breasts and started playing with them.
Allison squirmed and felt something beginning to poke her in the butt. One of his hands moved down to the hem of her dress and began sliding the material up as his hand homed in on her pussy. When he encountered the material of her thong panties, he said, "Why don't we make you more comfortable? Let's take these off, baby," and began to wiggle the panties over her hips and down her legs until they were completely free from her body.
Shifting behind her, the man once again settled against her backside, his obviously hard cock poking her in the back now. He bunched her green dress around her waist, then shifted her so that she was laying on her back. Allison watched him move over her, and even though she knew what was happening, she was powerless to resist. Her muscles had turned to jelly, and her body seemed ravaged by a fever. She was so hot and wet, she literally ached for release.
"Oh yeah, baby, you look hot," he growled and lowered himself between her thighs, his lips sliding down on hers as his hands molded her firm tits with his strong black fingers. His tongue dove into the moist heat of her mouth for a long, deep kiss before lifting and moving down to one of her nipples. "I love the taste of a white bitch in heat," he said, licking his way down her body, tugging at her dress until it was bunched around her knees. Lifting her legs, he pulled the thing completely off her, leaving her bare-assed naked in front of him.
He ran his tongue around his thick lips as he saw the patch of neatly trimmed light hair covering her mound. He loved the taste of white pussy, but he liked it even better when that pussy was shaven. Still, he wasn't about to complain as he lifted her hips and pulled her ass to the end of the bed. He moved to the floor for better access of her sweet cunt.
Allison felt herself being dragged along the bed and groaned. She should really be going, she thought somewhat frantically, and wondered why Lisa hadn't come to find her yet. Then she felt something hard and wet run against her pussy lips and realized the black man was licking her cunt. She bucked and moaned in pleasure when he buried his face in her muff and began eating her out like a pro. His tongue pushed all the way inside her and was almost the same size as her husband's penis. Oh, god, she didn't want to feel this way...she gasped and moaned as he slurped at her juicy cunt for several minutes. Allison felt several orgasms rip through her drained body, one right after the other. After one particularly deep climax, he continued eating her out, bringing her close yet again. But just as she was about to let loose, she felt him pull his face away and stand up between her legs. "You know, I've got some contacts in the movie business too," he was saying, sliding his hands up and down her thighs as he stared at her sopping wet pussy lips. "A good looking woman like you could get a lot of parts."
She felt his large cock rub against her labia and start to press inside her. She shook her head. No! her mind was screaming, but her body wouldn't cooperate. She'd gotten a glimpse of the man's cock as he moved over her, and he was even larger than Derrek had been. No way could she handle that monster in her pussy. No way! He tried working himself inside her with obvious difficulty, while Allison tried to summon the willpower to push him away. After a few seconds, she managed to move her arms, and then pushed and pulled herself up and away from that massive intruder. She didn't get far, but the man must have realized she wasn't willing because just as he was about to slip further inside her, she felt him stop, then pull out completely.



"Good idea, baby," he said. "The position we were in before was easier for you to take my big meat."
Then he got on the bed beside her and dragged her up a little before turning her limp body onto her side again. She felt his huge cock pressing against her ass and feared that he might try to take her asshole. God, he'd kill her if he did. She tried telling him so, but the words came out jumbled and sounded like a moan.
"Shh, baby, I know," he said and slid his hand between her thighs, his fingers finding her juicy cunt. After finger-fucking her for several seconds to make sure she was still lubricated, Toby reached down and lifted her leg back and over his so that his big cockhead was lined up perfectly with the hole in her pussy. "Tony Jr.'s gonna take care of that ache for you, baby," he whispered, licking her earlobe just as he pushed his hips against her ass and slid his meat into her wet canal. He went in a lot easier from this angle and managed to get about half his cock inside her on the first thrust. Allison squealed and wiggled her hips, trying to push him out. God, she'd never felt so full! It was soooo big! "Ahh, fuck!" she gasped as he pushed inside another inch.
Toby wrapped one hand around her thigh to keep her leg up and over his as he slowly began pumping his hips in and out. On the third stroke he pushed deeper and kept pushing until he felt his cock flip against the top of her cervix and his balls rest on her ass. Damn, Jeff was right. This bitch was built to take black cock. No woman's cunt had ever swallowed his meat whole like this. "Damn, baby."
He held still, savoring the feeling of this tight cunt wet and warm around him, and slid his hand until it was resting on her stomach. He'd wondered if he could feel the impression of himself pushed up in her through her skin and was certain he did. With a smile, he slid his hand back to her thigh, lifted it a little higher and began pumping his hips like a madman, sawing his penis in and out of that sweet pussy like this was the last fuck he'd ever experience. The white bitch loved it. Every time his cock head touched her cervix, she squealed and spasmed around him.
Allison lost count of the number of orgasms that washed over her as the black man hammered away at her pussy from behind. She was beginning to get some energy back and one hand clawed at the bedspread beneath her while the other lifted and tried to push back at the black hip pounding into her. But she felt a major orgasm rush up from her loins and couldn't stop his humping her even if she'd had her strength. She hadn't even recovered from that orgasm yet when the man suddenly released her leg and pulled out of her.
Toby rolled the woman over onto her knees and lifted her up by her tummy. Spreading her thighs wide, he wanted to fuck this bitch doggie style when he busted his nut inside her. Allison was panting and gasping when she lifted her head and glanced over her shoulder. He positioned his large head against her pussy again and pushed inside with one long, slow, deep thrust that rang a soft scream from her throat. The mixture of pain and pleasure was incredible, and she felt herself tense then flood with orgasm for about the fifth time since he'd entered her. She felt his cock spread through her pussy so that the head popped into her cervix and lodged itself inside her womb. She threw her head back and screamed like she'd never screamed before. She felt his cock begin to swell, making it even bigger as it pressed against her insides. She squealed. She'd never felt so good! Oh, god, she'd never! Her body erupted in the biggest orgasm she'd ever had, and the sensation was too much. She passed out, still feeling his cock slide in and out of her pleasure hole.
Toby was grunting as he heaved himself in and out of her sweet cunt. Damn, this bitch was good. Her pussy muscles were clamping tight to his big meat. "Fuck," he breathed again and again. He couldn't believe she was taking all of him. Toby gave a loud roar and buried his cock deep inside her. His body tensed as he grabbed hold of her sexy hips and held her ass tight against his stomach. Allison was just coming to when she felt gallons of hot cum shooting into her womb, splashing against her inner walls and sending her into her final orgasm. Even after he'd pulled his now soft penis out of her, she was still throbbing in the throes of a massive climax.
"Damn, baby, you sucked the life out of Toby Jr.," Toby said, collapsing back on the bed, breathing hard. After a few minutes, she felt, then heard him get off the bed and start to get dressed. Allison was in that place between sleep and consciousness when she thought she heard more voices in the room.
Toby opened the door and smiled as he greeted his friends. "Damn, that bitch is one great fuck. Who's next?"
Jeff and Barry were no where to be seen, and Toby knew they were in another room with the other white bitch. He figured he watch this one get nailed again while he regained his strength, then do her again. Maybe he'd see if the other one could handle his cock too. Eric, one of his former teammates, stepped forward and smiled, as did one of Jeff's friends from the movie business, a short hispanic guy in his late forties.
When Eric looked into the bedroom, he let out a long wolf whistle, seeing the white bitch still laying there with her naked ass in the air, cum running in streams down her creamy white thighs. "Looks like you filled her up good," he praised and began removing his clothes. Though he had probably the smallest dick of any black man Toby had ever seen, Eric was still a respectable size at five inches. What he lacked in length, he made up in thickness. "Guess that means I'll have to find another hole to fill up, huh?" he laughed.
Allison was half asleep when she felt someone lift and turn her over onto her back. Lifting heavy eyelids, she saw a black man, different from the one before, standing naked over her. She watched as he crawled onto the bed on top of her, his cock hanging soft between his thighs. When he straddled her chest and pushed his hips at her, she felt him slide his hands into her hair and pull her head forward, towards his awaiting cock.
"Suck me off, sweetheart," he told her, and Allison did nothing more than part her lips before she felt him wrap a hand around his length and push his fat cock inside her mouth. Feeling very tired, but growing hot again, she licked her tongue up and down his shaft several times before he commanded, "Suck it, bitch!"
She'd just started to suck him off when she felt hands on her thighs, slowly pushing them apart. Then she felt a cock pressing into her again, though this time it felt much thinner than before. She heard a man's voice, very accented, groan and say, "Just gonna get myself all wet and slick so I can push inside that ass."
Oh, god, she was being fucked by a Mexican and black man at the same time. The man between her legs stroked in and out about five or six times before pulling out of her cunt. She felt him lifting her legs and pressing her thighs toward her chest. With her ass pointing up more, he aimed his cockhead at her puckered anus and began to push inside. He slid in easily, thanks to prior stretching by Jeff and the lubrication from her pussy.
She grunted against the cock in her mouth, and the man who had his cock sliding between her lips grew impatient. Grabbing her behind the ears, he began to face fuck her, fast and hard, and it didn't take long for him to cum in her mouth. Frantically trying to swallow it all so she could breathe, she felt the man between her legs pounding her ass hard and fast until he too came inside her. She had cum running out of three holes and was horrified to hear the man who'd just cum in her mouth laugh and say, "Damn, this bitch can suck. Who's next?"
A black guy from her acting class--she thought his name was Keith--asked someone to get a towel so he could clean her up. Thank god, she thought. He was going to help her.
Keith had savored the sight of this sexy blonde, with her tight green dress hugging some delicious curves, a hot, plump ass and some generous tits as soon as she'd walked in tonight. Actually, he'd been in lust with her sexy body since the first day she'd walked into the acting class. She'd ignored him totally, but tonight, she was gonna feel his cock pound her white pussy until she begged for more. He took the towel someone handed him and began wiping away the abundance of cum running out of her. Geez. She was pumped full of semen. The towel made a squishing sound as he wrapped it around a finger and tried to dig the fluid out of her pussy. The bitch moaned at the sensation, and he decided she was clean enough for him.
Allison trembled, needing release and yet confused by her feelings. Keith slid his large, black hands up her arms and onto her breasts, which were still heavy with desire. "Come on, Allison," he said and helped her raise herself to her feet. When her helpless body fell against him, seeking support, he slid an arm under her own and helped her take a few steps. The other men were looking at him like he was crazy until he smiled, leaned down and ate at her mouth, keeping her distracted as he walked her over to the wall. Releasing her mouth and propping her up against the wall, face first, he slid his black fingers down her smooth white back until they rested on her round asscheeks.
Keith smiled to himself, taking in her curvy backside and the fall of her hair over her shoulders. Her sweet snow white ass was reddened by the recent fuck from Miguel and was directly in the focus of his eager gaze. He wanted to fuck her right up the ass for the way she refused to admit she wanted his black cock, and decided he just might do that before he left tonight.
Figuring he had her right where he wanted her, Keith was ready to slam his black dick into her white pussy, but he wanted to tease her first. He reached out with his right hand and placed it firmly on the wall directly above Allison's head, flexing his forearm muscles, sending her a message of his power. Bending down and pulling her long honey blonde hair away from the side of her face, he leaned in and whispered coarsely into her ear. "You want me to fuck you, don't you, bitch?" he asked simply.
"I-I don't know," she trembled against the wall, confused about what she wanted. Her pussy was on fire and needed to be quenched, but she didn't want this black man to fuck her.
"Don't lie." He raked his front teeth along her ear and roughly bit her earlobe, causing the speechless married woman to wince and cry out. He liked seeing her in this lewd display and was ready to progress things.
Feeling Keith's right hand drop away from the wall beside her face, and his left hand leave the curvy shape of her ass, a second later, she felt both of his large powerful palms on the inside of her toned thighs and with a swift push out, he helped open her legs wide. With the side of her face and hands flatly pressed against the wall in front of her and her legs spread wide, she heard the loud rip of his zipper behind her. Less than five seconds after hearing the zipper pulled down, the weight of his cock smacked against her bare white ass. Desperately wanting to turn back and see what he was preparing to unleash upon her, she felt his fingers search for and find the folds of her slick pussy lips, and as he caressed them, she moaned and pressed against the wall instead. Then Keith grabbed her by the back of the head and tilted her face so he could slide his tongue in her mouth as he lined his cock up with her dripping wet pussy.
Allison gasped around his tongue in her mouth and winced feeling the incredible stabbing pain of his thick black dick pushing into the folds of her sore, raw cunt without warning. He pulled his mouth back and shoved his cock as deep as it could go, pushing past her cervix. "Ohhhh, fuck," she cried out loud enough that if anyone was in the next room, they would have thought someone was being taught a painful lesson.
Keith knew that after handling Toby's mammoth cock, he wasn't hurting Allison by shoving his skinnier 11-incher into her pussy. She was screaming in pleasure, not pain. He slid even more of his girth into her from behind. Then he began powerful, pistonlike fuck motions, savoring the way the willing white woman's body shook violently under his brutal assault. He loved the sound of his hips slapping skin as he pounded her good and hard.
Allison moaned out load. "Oh god, that feels good!" she cried, and began to shake her ass back against the black man working his cock into her from behind.
A few seconds later, Keith groaned, feeling his black cock spewing its seed inside the obscenely spread pussy of the married white woman he was fucking.
"Ahhhh...Ahhhhh....Ahhhhh," Allison gasped noisily as his cum pooled in her cunt and slowly started dripping down her inner thighs and onto the carpet below. "Ahhhh!"
Keith's hard body still pinned her to the wall, his half-hard cock still dug up inside her twat as she spasmed around him. Before she was down to earth, he slowly slid out of her and pressed his cockhead against her asshole. Allison quivered in delight. When he pressed inside her tight hole, she winced, feeling a little soreness, but otherwise, no pain, only pleasure.
As he worked his hips, pushing in and out of her, her orgasm began to build up again, and he knew it. Circling his hips, he smiled when she reached back to grab hold of his hips. As he released his seed deep in her bowels, Allison screamed in delight.
Barely lifting her head, she looked around the room and saw at least five more men shedding their clothes. All but one was black. Oh, god, she thought, as she felt one man lift and carry her to the end of the bed. He turned her over onto her stomach with her knees on the floor. His long cock slid against her raw pussy and she gasped when she felt him begin to slide inside.
Allison's last thought before she flew into another orgasm was, where the hell was Lisa?
To Be Continued...
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"Mmmm, yeah, baby, suck it, just like that."
Circling her tongue around the white cock in her mouth, Lisa slid the palms of her hand up the inside of the producer's naked thighs. She was determined to give him the best blowjob of her life. Oh yes, she wanted this role that bad.
Lisa couldn't believe her luck. She'd been in Jeff's acting class for about 8 months now, and this was the first big break she'd gotten from him. She'd tried hard to get personal meetings with some influential movers and shakers in Hollywood, but had always had the door slammed in her face. Now, here she was, with the cock of a very influential man throbbing hot and hard in her mouth. She had the feeling she owed it all to her new friend, Allison, but then again, if she hadn't gotten Allison to join the class, none of this would be happening to either of them.
Lisa knew she looked good in the white dress she'd chosen for the party. She'd bought it for her boyfriend, and he'd gone crazy the two times she'd worn it for him. She'd worn it tonight hoping to make a good impression. Obviously it had, because not long after Allison had gone off to dance with a guy, Barry Simmons had grabbed Lisa's hand, and without a word, had led her into this back bedroom. Although she'd never slept with anyone to get a job before, she was almost to the point of desperation. She was trying to decide how far she'd go to save her dreams when he'd kissed her, long and deep, before sitting on the bed, putting his hands on her shoulders and pressing her to her knees down on the floor, again without a word. Not that she'd needed any. Lisa had known exactly what to do, and pretty soon, her lush lips had been wrapped around his hard, white cock.
She was starting to feel a bit weird though, as if maybe someone had slipped something in her drink. She'd been to enough raves and fallen victim to that scheme enough times to recognize the feeling. She lifted her head a bit and smiled at Barry, who looked like he was gonna blow any second now. She was feeling very horny herself as she raised her head, spittle trailing from her lips down to the tip of the man's cock. She replaced her mouth with her hand and lovingly stroked him as she tried to regain her senses. She didn't want to have to sleep with him, so if she could bring him off with her hands and mouth, she'd give it the old college try.
Jeff had waited a few minutes and followed Barry and Lisa into the back bedroom. She didn't notice that he'd slipped into the room and closed the door behind himself. Now, he smiled as he watched Lisa lovingly run her fingers over the shiny purple tip of Barry's shaft. Though Barry was quite a bit smaller than Jeff, Jeff figured his friend was still probably bigger than Lisa's boyfriend, whom she'd talked about all night. Jeff found a chair and sat down. He'd told Barry he could get a blowjob, but Jeff planned to be the first one tonight to fuck her.
Lisa gazed in awe at the hard, white pole sticking out of the man's pants. Her pussy twitched and started to get wet and she knew she would have to get herself off before long. Licking her lips, she lowered her head again and took the cock between her red lips, licking her tongue up the side as if it were a lolipop. Slowly, she lowered her head until the tip hit the back of her throat. Lifting her head again, she licked, then slowly sucked at the head of the thick cock, and felt the man squirm in his seat.

"Damn, Jeff, this bitch knows what she's doing," he groaned.
Smiling, Lisa began blowing him in earnest, and feeling unbearably hot, she reached between her legs and slid two fingers into her own pussy. While she jacked herself off, she gave Barry the blowjob of his life. After almost five more minutes, he bucked his hips and groaned, and shot his seed deep into her belly.
Lisa too hit her orgasm and moaned, trying not to drown in the semen shooting into her throat. When it was all over, she realized that Barry had spoken to Jeff, which meant the black man had been watching them at least part of the time. Oh, god. She didn't want him to think she was willing to sleep her way to the top, because the truth was, she'd planned to put the brakes on after a simple blowjob. She certainly didn't want to go home to her boyfriend tonight with a pussy dripping with cum.
Licking her suddenly dry lips, she wondered what had happened to Allison. She knew there were about 20 guys here tonight and only the two of them girls, which had struck Lisa as being a bit wacked and suspicious, but she'd figured Jeff, who had a good, clean reputation, would stop the other guys from taking advantage of them, especially Allison, who was a bit on the naive side. But if Jeff was in here, that meant Allison had been thrown to the wolves. Oh god.
"You OK, Leese?" Jeff asked, looking concerned as he sent Barry an angry look.
"Y-yes," she answered. She was trying to pick herself up and go find her friend when Barry stood up and picked up his pants. He told her, "That was great, baby. I think you've definitely got an audition for a role."
Lisa faltered. An audition? Screw the audition, she'd expected to get a role with that performance.
As Barry stepped past her, he smiled at Jeff and said, "In fact, I'll give you the audition right now. Jeff, buddy, you up to standing in for the leading man?"
Jeff stepped into the role he'd cast himself easily. Trying to look both disappointed and confused, he angrily said, "What are you talking about, Bare?"
"You know--" Barry waved at the woman still crumpled on the floor. "I'm gonna give Lisa an audition, right here, right now, but I need someone to run her lines off of. You willing?"
Jeff pretended to hesitate. He knew he'd get a bigger kick out of this seduction if Lisa saw him as a reluctant participant rather than the orchestrator of it all.
"Tell you what," Barry added, sitting down in a chair across from the bed. "I'll give both of you an audition. You'd like a part in the movie too, wouldn't you, Jeff?"
"Hell, yeah, but--"
"Great!" Barry said, just as they'd rehearsed the night before. "Let's do it!"
Lisa, whose brain was feeling more and more fogged, wasn't sure she was up to an audition right now. Whatever drug she was on was taking its hold. "But we don't know the script," she tried to argue, hoping to put it off til later.
Jeff had anticipated this, though he'd hoped Lisa would be so buzzed by now, she wouldn't realize they were making up a scene as they went along. He sent Barry a little nod to go ahead with plan B.
"That's OK," Barry said casually. "I'll set the scene, and I want you to ad lib your lines. That'll give me a feel for your acting ability. OK?"
Sighing, Jeff shrugged. "Fine by me. Lisa?"
She blinked, looking sort of dazed as she nodded and pulled herself to her feet.
"OK. Here's the scene. There's a serial killer on the loose and you both could be next. Lisa, you're scared, and Jeff is the big, strong man who's gonna protect you. You're trapped together in an old house. We're gonna start the scene with you both on the bed, talking about what if you don't survive the murders. You can use your real names. Got it?"
They both nodded.
As Lisa sat next to Jeff on the bed, she felt herself growing jittery, almost excited, as she prepared for this impromptu audition. Her heart was pounding a mile a minute. Jeff started ad libbing some lines. She strained to pay attention. "Damn, baby, I'm not sure we're gonna make it," he was saying.
She focused on her role and pretended to shake. "We've got to make it," she argued, hoping she sounded scared.
"I know, baby, I know," he said, reaching over and pulling her into an embrace. "We just gotta keep our act together, that's all."
Lisa tried to think of something clever to ad lib, some way to steer the scene in a good direction. She tried to think of every horror movie she'd ever seen and came up with an idea. "But I...I don't want to die a virgin," she mumbled against his chest, pretending to cry.
Jeff smiled. Damn, she couldn't have ad libbed a better line for this seduction if he'd written it done and told her to say it. "I know, baby," he said, and urged her to sit up and look at him. Taking her face in his hands, he said, "Maybe you won't have to. Maybe...we can..." Then he leaned forward and pressed his thick lips to her soft mouth.
Lisa parted her lips slightly, just enough for Jeff to be able to press inside. She had to struggle to remember that Barry was watching, auditioning them for some roles. God, she felt so out of it. Jeff's lips tried to part hers and then his tongue slid inside her mouth and started to eat her out. She couldn't stop the little moan that escaped her throat. She'd never dated a black guy before, but she'd always found Jeff to be quite attractive. Once or twice, she'd thought about asking him out, but she knew he had a serious girlfriend, and everyone said he was too damn honest to cheat. Besides, she was living with Mike and didn't want to be unfaithful to him either.
Jeff slid his tongue out of her mouth and licked around her lips. Then he pulled her close and stuck his tongue back inside at the same time he ran his hands up and down her sides. He finally managed to slip a hand between one arm and one breast, and his thumb stroked her nipple against the taut fabric of her dress.
Lisa was starting to get into the kiss when out of the corner of her eye, she thought she saw Barry getting up as if to leave. She managed to pull back and ask, "What's wrong?"
"Wrong?" Barry repeated. "Nothing's wrong. That was great, you guys. You practically steamed up the mirrors in here!" he chuckled.
Lisa blinked. The room swam a little as she tried to focus on Barry. Beside her, Jeff was starting to get impatient. The plan was for Barry to quietly leave the room so Jeff could continue charming Lisa out of her panties and into a nice, slow fuck. Barry sure as hell wasn't supposed to interrupt now. He sent the man a look that said, shut up, get the hell out and follow the rest of the plan. Allison's sweet pussy was waiting in the next room for the white man to enjoy.
"Er, but I have one problem," Barry added. "Lisa, put a little more passion into it," he directed. "Remember, this could be your last chance to sleep with a guy before you die. Let's see you two make out for a few and then we'll skip to another scene, OK?"
Geez, he wanted them to audition making out? Since this wasn't a porn flick, Lisa figured Barry Simmons was a real horn dog who wanted to get his kicks by watching her do some petting with a black guy. But she wanted the role, so she nodded and tried to take a deep breath. The room was so hot, she was sweating, but the sooner she finished this, the sooner she could get outta here, she told herself.
Turning back to the black man, she slid her arms around his middle and pressed herself closer, pressing her lips to his. All she had to do was pretend they really were a couple, she told herself and slid her tongue against his. "I want you to make love to me, Jeff," she said in character and slid her fingers into his waistband and underneath Jeff's shirt. She encountered warm, hard flesh and sighed against his mouth.
Jeff leaned into Lisa and angled her head so that he could lick into her moist mouth as deep as possible. He stepped up the aggression; even drugged, this bitch wasn't as easy to fool as Allison and would take a little extra work. He liked that. He liked the challenge.
He angled her and kept kissing her so deep, she didn't even notice when Barry left the room, shutting the door behind him. Smiling slightly against her mouth, Jeff pulled away and looked at her. Her body was growing limp and he knew if he let her go now, she'd fall back on the bed. Her eyes were half closed, and her breathing was labored. The drugs were finally, finally, having the effect he'd wanted.
Mmmm-mmm. Jeff savored the sight of this sexy redhead, with her tight white dress hugging some delicious curves, a hot, plump ass and some perky tits. The tasty little white woman was obviously out of it, but he could also tell that she was as hot and wet as he'd ever seen a woman. He didn't have much time though, so he pulled her back against him and nipped at her ear. "You are fine, baby."
Lisa trembled, needing release and yet confused by her feelings. Jeff slid his large, black hands up her arms and onto her breasts, which were heavy with desire. The contrast of his dark clothes and dark skin against her white dress and white skin was almost startling. He slid his hands back down and reached for the hem of her dress and began slowly wiggling it up and over her thighs. Lisa moaned and stopped him from exposing her panties, guiding his hands back to her breasts and letting the dress slide back down. Running his fingers along the white material covering her tits, he lowered his head and began licking his tongue along the top of her breasts. Swirling his tongue around her pearly white tits beneath the dress, he lifted his head and found her lips with his.
He lowered her until she was laying back on the bed, hot and flushed, and pushing her dress up over her hips, he reached for her panties. Lisa felt him slide his fingers into the elastic and probe at her moist flesh. One finger flicked against her clit and she gasped, bucking up into his hand.
As he tugged the panties aside and pushed another finger between her folds, he surveryed the sprawled out white woman on the bed, just begging to be fucked, and fucked hard. She looked like she was in a trance now, but she was definitely enjoying what he was doing to her. She didn't even move as he lifted himself away and began pulling off his own clothes. She just closed her eyes, licked her lips and laid there, half-nude from the waist down, as if she were preparing to take an afternoon nap. After taking off his shirt, unbuttoning his pants and pulling his 11-inch cock out, Jeff sat down beside her and zeroed in on her covered cunt.
Grazing his fingers against the soft silky fabric of her skimpy underwear, he closed his hand and pushed the white dress further out of his way. As he looked hungrily down at Lisa's pubic area, he gew impatient. He lifted the woman's legs into the air so that they straddled him and began lowering himself closer to her on the bed. Gazing down with lust-filled eyes at how the white woman looked stretched out lewdly in front of him with her dress still covering her from the hips up, he wondered if he'd fuck her still dressed or strip her completely naked. He figured he'd play with her a little more before he made such an important decision.
With his right hand, Jeff dropped his fingers directly down on top of Lisa's pussy mound, giddy with the feel of the heat and moisture that seeped through her soaked panties. He slid his fingers inside the edge of the silky material to tease her slick folds with slow, careful strokes. Beneath him, she licked her lips and gasped, looking as though she wanted to say something. Smiling, Jeff leaned down and slid his own tongue inside her dry mouth for a taste, keeping her silent.
Pulling back and hooking his fingers around her ankles, Jeff positioned his grip around the woman's spread feet and pulled her legs further apart. Once she was spread open just right, he moved his hips between her thighs and continued stroking her wet pussy with his fingers.
Squeezing his cock hard in his left hand, Jeff knew it was time to stick his dick in this woman after months of wondering what kind of fuck she'd be. With his left hand still on his cock, he reached down with his right and slid his index and middle fingers into the lacy edge of Lisa's panties until his fingertips poked out each side. He slowly began tugging his fingers downward, easing the helpless woman's panties right off of her. "Come on, baby, lift your ass," he murmured, leering as her shaven mound came more and more into his view.
Lisa swallowed hard and shook her head frantically on the bed. Were they still doing the scene? God, what had happened to Barry Simmons. She couldn't see him anywhere in the room. Jeff nudged her white thighs apart even further with his knees as he slipped a hand under her hips and urged her to raise her ass off the bed so he could slide her panties completely off. Once that was accomplished, his hand returned to stroking his huge cock, which seemed to be growing bigger by the second. What was he doing? God, his fingers felt good each time they brushed against her senstive slit. But he couldn't stick that thing in her tonight. She had to go home...to her boyfriend. She stared up in confusion at this big, black man stroking his cock between her legs.
Watching as Lisa's tender white ass awkwardly lifted off the bed, Jeff caressed his cock even faster, realizing that this woman might be an even better fuck than her friend in the next room. He smiled as he swore he heard the walls shaking. Allison was obviously getting a pounding next door. Damn, he wished he could see what his black friends were doing to that white bitch and decided to hurry up with Lisa so he could go watch.
Slipping Lisa's drenched underwear up and off of her feet, Jeff casually tossed them aside. With his dick securely griped in his left hand, he pressed his chisled body forward, in the process pushing Lisa's thighs apart as far as they could go. He dropped the heavy tip of his cock right down on the entrance to her trembling, white pussy. Pushing his pants out of the way, he lowered himself so that his cock nestled comfortably in the silky wet folds of her femininity.
Leaving his heavy cock resting there, resting on top of her clit, Jeff dug his fingers into the bottom hem of her dress and lifted it up over her tits causing her average sized but perky breasts to spill free. The movement caused him to slide his cock a little, and she gasped and wiggled beneath him. He continued to disrobe her as he pulled the dress up and over her head and tossed it aside too. They both looked down and saw that her pink nipples were painfully erect even before he began to roll them between his fingers and thumb.
Lisa closed her eyes and let a little moan escape her throat. Sharp, hot sensations shot through her chest and down into her loins as he teased her swollen flesh. She saw his dark crotch resting against hers, his pubic hairs tickling her senstive flesh while his long, hard cock was rubbing against her pleasure point. Lifting her arm, she slid the palm of her hand down his stomach, between their hips, until she found the base of his cock. Jeff shifted so that she could slide her fingers around its girth and caress the tip with her thumb. While she continued to stroke and pull at his throbbing meat with one hand, the other reached for and found his huge dark balls bouncing gently below. She massaged and squeezed him there, feeling the heat of his molten seed boiling deep inside. She was screaming for release, but she knew she couldn't let him slip that monster in her pussy. She was on the pill, but she always made her lovers wear condoms for health's sake. And besides, how could he fit that thing in her tiny pussy? Her fingers began stroking him with more skill, trying to bring him to quick orgasm, just as she had Barry.
"Oh, fuck," he groaned, removing her hands to a safer part of his body. As he did, he also lowered his fingers back to her sopping wet snatch and pushed one, then two, fingers inside her. "You ever had a black man?" he asked seductively. "You ever had a big, black cock stuck up this sweet pussy?"
Lisa shook her head on the bed. Trying to push his hand away, she begged, "Please don't do this. L-let me give you a b-blowjob instead."
Oh, yeah, Jeff knew that was an offer too good to resist. Licking his lips, he agreed and telling her to stay where she was, he stood up, shoved his pants and underwear down his hips and pulled them off, then crawled up and turned on the bed so that they were in a 69 position. Lisa saw the huge black cock poking down at her lips and found herself staring in awe. She'd been a cheerleader in high school and had once let the black quarterback talk her into a drive in his new car. She'd been apprehensive when he'd parked at a popular makeout spot and started kissing her. Afraid that he'd try and fuck her, she'd given him a blowjob to put him off, and that had been the one and only time she'd ever seen a black cock up close. And from what she remembered, Darnell's cock hadn't been near the size of this beast.



Jeff pressed his hips down and Lisa opened wide, attempting to swallow his meat as the head moved between her lips. At the same time, she felt his hands grab her thighs and spread them apart as he lowered his head and sniffed her juices. Shifting so that his fingers spread her pussy lips apart, he must have lowered his mouth to her gaping cunt because she suddenly felt his lips eating her out like no one ever had before. Her scream of pleasure was muffled by the long cock in her mouth, and she began mimicking his actions, licking at his meat the way he was licking at her hole.
Unable to stand the teasing any longer, she reached up, grabbed the back of his thighs and pulled his hips down sos he could deep throat the monster. Not needing a further invitation, Jeff pushed his cock deep in her throat and groaned as her pussy juices suddenly flooded his mouth. As she bucked and writhed beneath him, he grasped her thighs and speared her hole with his tongue.
"Ohhhh...uhhhh! Yes . . yes!" She panted, pushing his hips away long enough to catch her breath and moan. Then her hand reached automatically to find and grasp his black meat again. She took him as deep into her mouth and throat as any woman ever had.
The sweet sensation of her throat muscles working his cock was too much. "Oh, fuck..Unnnnggggggghhhhhhhhhh!!" he lifted his head and shouted as he suddenly erupted in her hot, wet mouth and throat. Lisa cried out helplessly and tried to push at his hips to keep from drowning in cum, but Jeff wouldn't budge. If anything, he pressed deeper into her throat until every last drop of his seed had been squirted in her belly. He eventually raised himself and gave her a chance to breathe as he once again lowered his lips to her pussy. Spreading her open wide, he darted his tongue into her folds and licked deep and long.
Her body bucked and jerked out of control as Jeff decided she was good and ready for a slow fuck. Lifting his head, he told her, "Suck me some more, baby." He needed some help getting hard again.
Lisa mindlessly opened her mouth and took the tip of his cock between her lips. She sucked him good, not daring to take him as deep as before for fear she'd gag and throw up next time he came down her throat. If his lips and tongue weren't doing such a good job of driving her crazy, she might have wondered why she was sucking him off again, especially as he continued to grow and leak precum in her mouth.
Jeff felt his cock growing hard and knew it was time to fuck this sweet pussy. Pushing his mouth down hard on her cunt, he aimed his lips and tongue at her clit and worked it over hard, bringing her to another mind-shattering orgasm. While she was still shaking and spasming beneath him, he pulled his long dick out of her mouth and rolled off the bed. Hurrying to position himself between her thighs, he settled himself against her, aiming his hard cock at the entrance to her vagina.
Lisa felt Jeff lay down on top of her. W-what? God, were they still doing the scene? She couldn't remember. Maybe she was dreaming, but she was pretty sure he'd just brought her to one of the best orgasms she'd ever had in her life. She licked her lips as she felt him settle between her thighs, his big black cock sliding against the folds of her pussy lips again. She moaned when she felt its size against her. He didn't insert it into her, he just slid the length along her slick folds, mimicking the fuck she suddenly wished he'd give her. He continued to tease her without penetration as she squirmed beneath him. Then again, she couldn't let him stick it in her. Mike was waiting for her at home. God, she was so confused. She felt him kiss her neck softly as both of his hands massaged her firm, heavy breasts, and she felt her hands sliding up to his black hips to hold him closer.
Without raising up, Jeff positioned his hands at her hips, steadying her wiggling body for his penetration. With his body positioned directly above hers, Jeff pushed his pelvis forward and began to slide his huge uncircumsized cock into the white woman's pink, blistering hot sheath.
"Ohhhh... Jeff...what...are you...doing? ... Pleeeease," she exhaled. He wasn't sure if she was begging him to stop or to continue. But she seemed determined to fight him and her own desires. She raised her hands to his hips and tried to push him back, but it was too late. Jeff had already managed to slide about five inches into her bubbling twat and was still pushing.
Lisa's eyes grew wide as she felt the intruder invade her pussy so slowly, she felt every inch slide in, its ridges brushing the inside of her cunt in ways that sent tiny tremors of electricity shooting through her groin. With tiny gasps, she tried pushing at his hips, trying to stop him, but he just kept sliding in as if he belonged there. "Ahhh....oooohh...nooo," she breathed. Finally, she felt him stop, and Jeff pulled back enough to admire the sight of their union, his black crotch pressed tight into her white, shaven mound.
Her tender pussy lips were folded around the width of his black cock, holding it tightly in place. He had about eight inches in so far, with three more to go. Picking up her hips to angle her just right, he gently pressed forward into her. "Aaaaaggghhhh," she moaned when he slid in another inch. Damn. This bitch obviously hadn't ever had a real cock before.
Panting, Jeff told her, "Almost there, baby. Just hold on...hold on." Shaking her head, she once again tried to push at his hips, but her arms didn't have the strength to stop him. He slid another inch into her twat, saw her wince, and paused for a moment to allow her pussy to accomodate his length. Even though her pussy was dripping wet, there was still some resistance.
Lisa moaned feeling Jeff's meat lodged in her cunt. God, he was so big. Bigger than she'd ever had before. His hips pressed hers into the mattress, trapping her, but she tried to wiggle out from under him anyway. The sensations caused from her movements were mind blowing. She felt her stomach muscles clench then start to roll as she had another orgasm. Jeff felt the resistance give way and slowly buried himself to the hilt, grinding his crotch into hers. Lisa screamed as the head of his cock pushed against her cervix and peeked inside her womb. As if on cue, there was another scream, from the next room, as Allison's sweet voice yelled out, "Ohhh, oooh, fuck!" The two women were getting hammered at the same time, it seemed.
Jeff slowly pulled his cock out of Lisa's cunt and slid back in a few times, making sure she was well adjusted to his size. "OOOHHH...... OOOHHH... EEEHHHH.... AAAHHHHHHHHH... AAAAHHHHHHHHHH," Lisa squealed as he circled his hips for the best results. Jeff lowered his head and bit down on each of her milky white tits, licking his tongue in long swaths around the dusty pink areolas then biting her nipples hard. "AAAHHHHHHH!" she screamed.
Having already blown his first load moments earlier in her mouth, Jeff knew he could stay rock solid inside the squeezing walls of her quivering pussy without having to worry about cumming for a while.
He started to really work his cock in and out of this sweet pussy with a smile on his face as she twisted and grunted beneath him, obviously enjoying the ride of her life. Grabbing her ankles and pulling her to the edge of the bed, he raised her left leg over his shoulder and pressed her right thigh onto the bed. Circling his hips, he rotated his cock deep inside her in a way he knew would drive her wild. He found that he loved burying his cock to the hilt, grinding his hips against her, digging the tip of his cock into her cervix, before he pumping her again.
"Ahhhh.....Ahhhh......Ahhhh......Ahhhhh," Lisa began a steady chant in time with his strokes. She laid her head back on the bed, but her hands clutched and grabbed at his biceps as she strained for release. She began bucking her hips up to meet his thrusts and realized she had taken him all. His balls began to make a soft slapping sound against her ass with each downstroke.
"You've got it all, baby...how does it feel?" he grunted as he paused once again to grind against her. He figured he was stuck up her womb as he rotated his cock inside her twat.
Lisa could barely answer through gritted teeth, "Uhhnn...ohh ... my gawd."
Jeff lifted both her legs and placed them on his shoulders, then planted both hands on each side of her. Once he had repositioned her, he pulled his cock almost all the way out and held it at her opening for a second teasing her. "Ready for a real fuck...?" he whispered.
"Ahhh...gawd...I....!" she said incoherently. He took that as a yes.
He suddenly slammed back into her and she cried out in pleasure. Then he began to pound into the white woman like a jackhammer. The bed moved and groaned beneath them and Lisa's breasts shook back and forth as she neared another orgasm. Jeff knew she was close again and he began to change his movements ... rotating and grinding his hips, then just pounding into her with speed and stamina. Lisa spasmed and let out a keening cry that could be heard well into the next room. For at least 20 more minutes, Jeff continued to fuck her in that same method, drawing orgasm after orgasm from her twitching thighs.
Finally, Jeff began to gasp and grunt too, and Lisa realized he was close as well. Weakly, she begged him, "Don't cum in me." She didn't want Mike to know she'd been with anyone. Slowing down, Jeff lifted a hand to turn her face up so she was looking at him. "Open your eyes," he told her, straining not to cum yet. He wanted her to look deep into his eyes and know that a black man was shooting his cum into her pussy. He wondered if she was on birth control and hoped she wasn't. He loved fucking fertile, unprotected white women, he'd decided. Slowly, she lifted her eyelids and met his gaze. Almsot unconsciously, she humped her hips up into his crotch.
"Oh God, baby.....I'm gonna cummm!" he shouted as she shuddered, yelped, and clawed beneath him when he bowed his back, pulled her crotch tight to his and spewed his hot cum deep inside her.
Wiggling his hips to shake the last of his semen into her hungry pussy, Jeff licked his lips, laughed in triumph and smiled down at the sexy, used redhead on the bed. She was breathing hard, looking confused and dazed as her pussy clamped tight to his black meat. Her stomach muscles trembled and her inner muscles squeezed him tight, coming close to bringing life back to his fading erection. God, he wanted to turn her over and stick it up her ass, but he just didn't think he had the energy right now and he was anxious to go see what Allison was up to...or more precisely, who was up in her. Besides, there was a whole room full of horny black guys waiting their turn with Lisa, and he was sure any number of them would love to fuck that round, white ass too. Maybe he should be generous and offer one of them the chance to pop that cherry, because he doubted anyone had ever done the deed in her sweet ass.
Sliding his deflated cock out of her dripping cunt, he watched as her legs fell down and she lay there spread lewdly with cum running out of her now gaping hole. He didn't bother to get dressed. He walked over to the door, opened it wide and smiled at the line of guys waiting their turn. He saw another group crowded around the open doorway of the next room.
Pushing his way through the eager gathering, Toby, who'd graciously donated his home for this event, stepped forward and said, "'Bout time you finished up in here. I've been waiting to get my hands on some of this pussy too. Damn, that other bitch is one hot fuck, Jeff. Gonna get me some more of that one before the night's over," he said as he once again slid off his pants. "How's this one?"
Jeff glanced back at Lisa, who seemed to have passed out, and shrugged. "Why don't you find out for yourself?"
With a shit-eating grin, Toby nodded and walked over to the white woman. He lowered a hand and fingered her overflowing pussy. "Damn, Jeff, you done got her nice and lubricated for me. Hell, she should be able to handle Toby Jr. easy now."
Without any foreplay whatsoever, Toby rolled Lisa over onto her stomach and with her hips resting on the end of the bed, she was at the perfect position to accept his big meat as he slipped it to her from behind. The others crowded into the room and watched in awe as Toby dropped his pants and lined up his big 13-inch prick with her gaping hole. Grabbing hold of her thighs and lifting her in a sort of wheelbarrow position, he started to push his hips forward, sliding his big cock inside her without much effort. He got about 8 inches in when Lisa started to come around, moaning and pushing her hips back. "Oh, god, no more Jeff," she moaned, trying to pull herself forward and away from the intruder in her pussy.
"Just hold still, baby," Toby told her. "Just hold...on," he grunted as he shoved at least 2 more inches into her.
"OOOHHH...... OOOHHH... EEEHHHH.... AAAHHHHHHHHH... AAAAHHHHHHHHHH," Lisa yelled, clawing at the bedsheets and thrashing beneath him. Jeff figured she was realizing that wasn't him pushing into her. Toby was at least a couple of inches wider and longer than Jeff.
Everyone watching was amazed. Toby was by far the largest cock in the group, and they'd never seen any woman handle that whole monster in her cunt. As he pushed his hips into her from behind, he kept slipping inch, after inch, into her tight, white body. His balls were almost touching her clit when he stopped, panting, as he let both of them get adjusted to the tight fit.
Satisfied, Toby dropped her thighs and wiggled his hips against her, sliding his thick, meaty hands up and down her silky smooth back. Sliding his hands between her arms and chest, his fingers dug beneath her and cupped her firm tits as he began humping her in earnest. It was quite a sight--this big, black ex-football player hunched over the backside of a small, naked white woman. The bed shook along with both of them as Toby worked his hips up and down.
"Oh, gawd!" she yelled as he sawed in and out of her. "It's soooo biggggggg!! I can feel you...in my...belly!!" she gasped around thrusts.
The other men began to cheer and offer catcalls as Toby punched his meat into the sexy white slut from behind. Jeff smiled as he decided to go see what was going on in the next room. He was surprised to see a group of guys settled around a card table, playing poker in the living room, obviously uninterested in the fucking that was going on around them. Hell, maybe they were just passing the time until their turn came, or maybe they'd already deposited their semen in Allison's tight cunt or ass. Who knew? As long as his debts got paid tonight, he didn't care.
When he pushed his way through the crowd of naked men, the sight that met Jeff's eyes took away his breath. Allison was sandwiched between two men, both of whom were standing with a cock in each end of her. One black guy was stuck up her pussy as she clung to him, her legs around his hips and her arms circling his neck. He had his thick lips on hers and was licking into her mouth as she panted hotly, her eyes glazed over as if in a trance while the guy behind her pumped his long, black cock into her ass with steady strokes. The guy in front shifted her higher on his hips and began pumping his hips too, so that she was getting fucked in her cunt and ass at the same time. This shocked her into moaning and squeezing her eyes tight as she murmured, "Oh, fuck, that's a ....a ....w-weird ...f-f-feeling!"
Jeff glanced around the room. All of the guys in here were naked or half-naked, with their zippers lowered and their cocks sticking out of their pants. On second glance, Jeff realized most of the guys were recovering from recent fucks, dried cum crusted around their cocks and pubs. Either they'd cum in Allison or while watching someone else cum in her. Someone had grabbed a video camera and was filming all the fucking too. Jeff was glad he'd really have some ammunition now. Allison was married and easily controlled. He hadn't been so sure about Lisa, but now he was.
"Yeah, baby, ride that black cock," the guy in front of Allison was praising. The guy in her ass sped up, bucked forward hard, and started spraying his cum deep in her bowels. After he pulled out, the guy in her pussy groaned and walked her over so the wall could support her back. With her backside pressed against the cold wall, he leaned away from her, bracing her with his hips and knees, leaving his cock buried in her cunt, and ran his hands up the inside of her milky white thighs. Spreading them apart and holding her up with his big, black hands by pushing up against her inner thighs, he began pumping into her again, slow and steady.
"Ahhhh," Allison moaned softly, without much emotion. Jeff figured that she had cum so many times tonight, she was starting to grow numb against the sensation of a cock in her pussy. He felt a fleeting moment of guilt for letting the others use her like this and wondered if he should put a stop to it.
"Ohhh, yeaaahhhh!" the guy in her pussy exploded. He ground his crotch against her pubic mound, obviously having slid all of his dark meat up into her twat as his sperm erupted from his balls. "Take my black juice in your white cunt. Take it all, baby!"
Jeff was jousled aside as someone new entered the room. The guy called out, "Hey guys, you gotta come see this."
Wondering what in the hell he should see, Jeff pushed his way through the crowd of onlookers and realized what the fuss was all about when he spotted what was happening to Lisa on the bed in the next room.
Toby was still rutting away at her, but this time, it wasn't her pussy he was pumping his thick 13-inch pole into. He had tried to squeeze the monster into her tight, virgin ass. Lisa squealed and clutched at the bedsheets as he inched into her hole. They were both breathing hard and sweating, and Lisa had tears in her eyes as she alternately grunted and pleaded, "Oh, god, don't! Owww! God, it hurts! Pleease!!"
"Just a little more, baby," he soothed. "I ain't never done anyone in the ass before...feels good...ugnh...oh, yeah..." From what Jeff could see, Toby had about 7 inches in her ass, and it didn't look like she could handle any more. He pushed his hips forward again causing Lisa to scream and pass out cold.
Jeff watched as Toby hunched over the prone woman's ass, sliding his hands underneath her and grabbing hold of her squashed tits. He pumped his hips a few times, then howled as his ass muscles clenched and he released his juice deep into her ass.
Jeff watched in amazement as Toby pulled out of her and two other guys moved over to take his place. One lowered himself to the floor behind her and began sucking on her dripping pussy while the other crawled onto the bed and shoved his cock in her mouth. Lisa, who was so far gone by this point, accepted it and began blowing the guy in her mouth as she humped her hips back at the tongue in her pussy. Pretty soon, the guy at her ass had had enough and pushed his pants aside. He started plowing her pussy with his dark cock just as the guy in her mouth blew his nut. It didn't take long for him to be replaced another guy.
Jeff watched Lisa being bounced around for a while before turning to see what the commotion was behind him. Some of the guys were now crowded around the living room, watching the game of cards that was being played. Then he realized they were playing with new stakes and a new prize--Allison, who was already sitting one guy's lap. The skinny white guy was having the time of his lfe fondling her bare 36-C breasts.
Big Al, who weighed almost 300 pounds, won the hand being played and wanted to claim some pussy. "How about you come sit in my lap while I play this next hand, baby?"



One of the guys led Allison, who could barely walk she was so high and so fucked up, over to Al's seat. She sighed when Big Al grabbed her naked hips, turned her so that her back was to his front, and slowly lowered her onto his lap, lining her juicy cunt with his freed cock. The thing was short but fatter than fat, and Jeff shook his head when it slid inside the white bitch without any trouble. Big Al steadied her on his lap, just letting her sit there for a few seconds with his thick monster buried deep in her pussy. After he folded his hand, he grabbed her thighs and began to wiggle his cock around inside her. "I'd give you a good, hard pounding, but I don't want to distract the boys," he said with a laugh, moving his hips beneath her. He felt up her bare tits and slid his beefy fingers along her pussy folds from front, and Allison moaned and closed her eyes, obviously enjoying the way his thick meat rotated around inside her, hitting all her pleasure spots. Pretty soon, Big Al was moving with pretty fast strokes inside her, and when he grabbed her hips and bucked up, holding her tight, she felt her cunt being filled by yet more black cum.
"I won the next hand...My turn," yelled one of the only remaining white guys in the room. Quickly freeing his impressive cock--he was almost as big as Jeff--he guided Allison over his lap and moaned, feeling her wet muscles clamp around him as he sank deep into her body. Allison, who was once again facing the other players, each of whom had forgotten all about the game, licked her lips as the young stud began pumping his hips up into her. He didn't last nearly as long as the other men. He spewed into her after some furious pumping and only three minutes.
One by one, she was passed around to all the men at the table. One black guy said her cunt was too sloppy, so he held her still while he planted his long stick in her sloppy ass. Allison, wanting satisfaction for herself, rode him hard, finally crying out in release when he came hard inside her bowels.
After she was too exhausted to do more than flop around as they used her, Jeff decided to call a halt to her activities. He picked her up and carried her into the now empty bedroom, placed her in bed and tucked her in. When he returned he saw that the guys had decided to use Lisa as the prize instead, and now she was the pussy being slowly lowered onto Big Al's cock.
Jeff let most of the men take a turn at her sloppy white cunt and ass, then carried her into the bathroom, cleaned her up and fucked her one more time before lowering her into the bed beside Allison. He smiled, thinking that he would have to plan a threesome now so he could watch the two women go at it with each other, but right now, they were both too exhausted for more fun and games.
Glancing at his watch, he realized it was almost 3 in the morning. Damn. His girl would be wondering where he was. The party was clearing out now and just Toby and two more guys remained. Jeff was smart enough to ask the guy with the video camera if he could buy the only copy--he didn't want it to ever be able to be used against him--then asked Toby to make sure the two women got home.
"Hey, no problem," Toby told him. "If they're still too fucked up to drive in another hour or two, we'll take their cars and drive them home."
Jeff didn't really care, other than that his two students might decide to cry rape if they didn't get home soon, and that could jeopardize his career and upcoming marriage. Still, he had no choice but to trust the other men.
Once Jeff had left, Toby turned to his two friends and smiled. "You guys ready for one last taste of white pussy?"
Toby was clearly the leader of the other two, and after he'd rearranged the unconscious women on his bed the way he wanted them, he lowered his crotch between Allison's lewdly spread thighs and lowered his face to Lisa's sopping wet snatch. "Got the camera ready?" he asked. The other guy nodded, and Toby went to work, eating one pussy while he fucked another.
Just as dawn was breaking, Lisa and Allison were carried to their cars and driven to Allison's house. The three black guys were too exhausted to have a run-in with Lisa's jealous boyfriend and Jeff had explained that Allison's husband was away on vacation, so they felt it was safe to deliver them both at the one home. As the men walked away from the nice suburban house, Toby videotaped the sight of their used white bodies laying spread lewdly on the front seats of their cars, cum running down their thighs and soiling the clothe seats...
Toby chuckled. "Damn, Jeff is gonna love this tape. Just wait until he sees what he missed after he left..."
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"Damn bitch!"
Mitch gunned the engine and shot his now ex-girlfriend one last dirty look as he peeled away from the curb. He'd been seeing Tina for the last two months, ever since he'd moved back to town, and he'd thought she was something pretty special until tonight. Hell, he'd stayed celibate for two months because the bitch had wanted to wait until "they were really, truly in love" to have sex, and this was how she treated him?
It had all started when he'd picked her up tonight for a friend's party and she'd acted distant and cold as soon as she'd opened the door. Tina was a pretty redhead with a porcelain complexion and a curvy figure straight out of the fantasy edition of Playboy. When they'd met, he'd figured she was just like every other white girl, getting her kicks by slumming with a black brother and he'd been more than willing to oblige, but after a few hours, she'd actually seemed like somebody he wanted to get to know better. But after seeing her wrapped all around her white ex at the party tonight, he couldn't quite remember why he'd had so much faith in her. Looking back, he knew he should have fucked her good and hard that first night and been done with the issue.
For as long as he could remember, Mitch had found a lot of pleasure in the slow, easy seduction of white women, and that obsession had landed him in hot water more than once with their white husbands. The harder they resisted, the more he wanted them, and he couldn't remember one occasion where he hadn't succeeded in sliding his thick, black cock up their lily white cunts, even when they were lily white married cunts. Until now, he silently ammended, wondering if it would be worth it to try with Tina again, just long enough to get into her panties and prove a point.
When Mitch got home, the last thing he wanted to find on his answering machine was a message from his not-so-little sister anymore saying she needed him to come pick her up from a party because she was too wasted to drive. Since Mitch was supposed to be looking out for her while their parents were out of town, he swore long and loud and then drove to the address she gave on the message.
Glory was about to be a senior at the local university, and he couldn't scold her for sowing her wild oates this last summer before entering the real world. But he knew a lot of the guys she'd been hanging out with, and he knew any party they threw would mean trouble for his sister. The last thing he wanted was for her to be knocked up and then married to some ignorant kid with no future. As an after thought, Mitch remembered her best friend Ally was there too. Though Ally was a white girl--the daughter of a prominent judge, no less--she and Glory had been best friends since they were in diapers, it seemed. It had been at least a couple of years since he'd seen Ally, but he'd never forget the little tease. As soon as she'd hit puberty, she'd been something special to look at, and she knew it too. But she'd never given Mitch the time of day. He figured she was even hotter now, and probably fucking every boy at school.
Come to think of it, Mitch wouldn't mind seeing Ally tonight either. In fact, the more he remembered her luscious little body, he was actually looking forward to it. She was no longer jailbait, and he had two months of pent-up cum to release.
When Mitch arrived, he could tell the party was pretty much over. Drunk kids--both white and black--were passed out on the lawn and in the living room, but Glory and Ally were no where in sight.
Mitch knew the kid whose parents owned the place. They were a well-to-do black family with a stuck up punk for a son. The kid's name was Marvin, he was 23, and he had already failed his sophomore year three times because he liked to party too much. Looking around for the frat punk, Mitch realized there was a guest house out back, and there seemed to be a lot of commotion going on back there. Upon closer approach and looking through an open window, he saw a black boy pulling a black girl over to the back of a sofa. Loud music was blaring from an overpriced stereo, so Mitch couldn't hear what they were saying. The kid positioned the limp black girl so that her upper body was braced by the back of the cushions, her plump backside aimed just right for fucking from behind. Another black kid appeared--it was Marvin, he saw--dragging the limp body of a white girl, and he positioned her just the same. Laughing and boasting about what was gonna happen, the two boys undid their pants, shoved them down their hips and positioned each of themselves behind a girl, taking the time to fondle the females through their short skirts before preparing to slide home. One boy lifted a skirt and began rubbing his cockhead against the girl's pussy folds. Mitch might have let them have their fun, but he knew the girls had to be Glory and Ally, though he couldn't see their faces from here. He wanted to save his sister's honor and save Ally's piece of ass for himself. He hated sloppy seconds.
Taking his foot, Mitch waited a beat and then kicked in the door, startling both boys so much they each tripped over themselves scrambling to get away. Mitch was a well-built guy, having spent two years in the Marines, and he knew they'd take one look at his angry face and back off.
"We didn't do nothin', man!" one shouted.
"Get your fucking ass away from my sister!" Mitch warned.
The young men were so cowed by Mitch's presence they even helped him put the women in his car. Mitch told them he'd kill them if he caught them near his sister or Ally again and climbed into the car. Man, Glory was bombed. And Mitch suspected both girls had had something slipped in their drinks, knocking them out for the rest of the night. In the backseat, Ally moaned, capturing his attention. Her long blonde hair was sexily tousled around her face. And her face...! She could have been a model, that much hadn't changed, but he was glad to see she'd filled out her curves just as he'd always hoped she would. Her silk blouse was parted and exposing a glimpse of her silky white bra cupping firm, large breasts. He licked his lips, anticipating peeling that scrap of silk from her body. He felt his cock grow hard just looking at her.
Damn, he was horny, and he'd always wanted to plow into this little tease. Should he?
He remembered back to one time a couple of years ago, when he'd actually decided to make a play for her. She'd just turned 18 and he'd figured, so what if she'd been about 10 years younger than him? He'd wanted her too bad to care. But when he'd made his move, she'd acted shocked that he dare try anything with her. "I don't go for black guys," she'd said with scathing contempt. It didn't seem to matter that their fathers were friends and colleagues, or that Glory--her best friend--was black. She'd made it clear she was saving her precious pussy for the rich white boys in town.
A few weeks later, when Mitch had gotten into trouble for selling some weed, he'd gone before her father in court, and the judge had obviously wanted to put Mitch's ass in prison and throw away the key, but the fact that Mitch's dad was a respected attorney and a friend of the family had helped him get off. But the way the judge had looked down on Mitch--as if he were black scum--had stayed with him forever. Both father and daughter had made it obvious Mitch was beneath their contempt.
So Ally had argued she'd never let his black hands touch her white body...? Shit, she couldn't argue now, he thought with a smile, surveying her laid out body in the back seat. She couldn't argue against much at all tonight.
Hell, she was out, probably wouldn't notice a thing, he reasoned as he drove home. And her parents were expecting her to stay over with Glory anyway...why the hell shouldn't he slide his hard prick up her sweet cunt while he had the chance, get a piece of what all the rich, white boys in town were getting?
When they got to the house, he carried Glory inside first. He left her clothes on and slid her under her covers, then tried waking her to see how out of it she was. She didn't even flinch when he shook her. Just to be sure, he shut her door and propped a heavy trashcan up against it. If she opened the door and knocked the trashcan over, he'd hear it downstairs.
Mitch carried Ally inside and instead of putting her in the guest room took her to his basement apartment. Just like Glory, she didn't even flinch when he placed her on the bed and then tried waking her. He smiled and decided to take a shower before he undressed his gift to himself for the night.
When he re-entered the room, Ally was still fast asleep on her back, but Mitch noticed she'd changed positions. Her left leg had separated a little from her right and her short skirt rode up her thighs. Ally was around 5'5", blonde with green eyes, and a body that was even hotter than that bitch Tina's. Ally's skirt had risen to just below her panty covered pussy.
Mitch's cock hardened a little at the sight of the beautiful 21 year old girl's exposed thighs. He was trying to decide just how far he would go with her when he rationalized that no one would be hurt if he started by masturbating. He fisted his cock for a few seconds before deciding he'd like it even better to masterbate her instead.
Ally was lying on her back with her knees bent at the edge of the bed, and Mitch slowly spread her thighs, opening her crotch to his gaze. Lowering himself to his knees, he ran his hands up her thighs slowly, caressing her soft, smooth skin. This was the young woman he'd fantasized about so many times, and here she was, spread out, helpless to resist him. He could do whatever he pleased with her. Sliding his fingers into the edge of her panties, he felt the silk of her blonde pubic hair and kept searching until one finger slid into the damp folds of her pussy. Pushing her panties to one side, he slid his finger along the slick folds a few times before finding her cunt and sliding the finger inside her moist hole. She didn't even stir.
Licking his lips, Mitch began peeling her panties over her hips, wanting her bared to his gaze. Then he put his face between her thighs, wanting to get a taste of her sweet, young pussy.
Mitch gently licked the opening of her slit and Ally showed the first signs of life by letting out a soft sigh. When he touched her clit with the tip of his tongue, her hips bucked. Mitch grabbed her ass with both hands and drove his tongue deep into her cunthole. Her young pussy juices flowed over his probing tongue, and he knew that even if she weren't awake, she was enjoying the attention. Using the flat part of his tongue he licked all over the outside and inside of her cunt, knowing it would drive her crazy while providing him with the perfect taste of her sweet pussy. Ally began squirming around so much that he had to hold her tight ass with firm hands as he ate her moist hole with deep strokes of his tongue. Mitch slurped at her drenched pussy until her breathing became very choppy. She moaned deeply, lifted her legs over Mitch's shoulders and her belly began a jerking motion. All of a sudden his sister's friend tensed as she moaned and came like a waterfall all over his tongue and face.
As Ally's unconscious orgasm subsided, her legs once again fell limp to the bed. She was still out cold, even though her breathing was still somewhat erratic.
Raising himself, Mitch wanted to have her body naked when he made himself part of it, and decided to start with her black mini skirt, which was easily peeled away. Mmm-mmm, he thought as her lower half was completely bared. Sliding his hands up, he parted the red shirt she wore, liking the way her pale, white body looked with it spread open to the sides, exposing her bra and flat stomach. Licking his lips, he knew he'd like her even better out of it, and worked it off her arms and tossed it aside before moving his fingers to the latch on her bra. It came undone easily and Mitch felt his cock jerk when he peeled it away from a pair of firm, but plump breasts. Sliding his black fingers across her lily white skin, he cupped the mounds and gently squeezed, plucking at her nipples with his thumbs and forefingers. Ally squirmed and moaned, indicating that she liked the feeling. Mitch decided she'd like it even better if he sucked them, so he lowered his head and sucked one nipple between his thick lips, using his tongue to lick at the tip, which grew erect within seconds. Oh yeah, this bitch wanted it as much as he did. Moving to its twin, Mitch sucked and licked at her tit some more, then slid upwards to taste her mouth. Her shallow breathing caught in her throat when his thick lips settled over hers and his tongue slid inside her moist mouth. The position allowed Mitch to press his lower body against hers, and he moaned when his thick, hard cock actually slid between the wet folds of her pussy.
The feeling reminded Mitch that he hadn't bothered to find a condom, but he figured a hot girl like Ally was probably on the pill, especially if she'd dressed like this for the party tonight. Hell, even if she wasn't and he did knock her up, he wouldn't have to take responsibility because she wouldn't even know he'd done it. Withdrawing his tongue from her mouth, he raised up to make sure she was still out of it. Her eyes seemed to flutter for a moment or two, but then they remained tightly closed. Mitch began to rub his cock between her pussy lips figuring he'd shoot his first load outside of her pussy on her belly since he knew he would come quickly the first time. But the temptation was too great. Laying half on top of her, Mitch spread Ally's legs wide open and gazed down into her spread-eagled pussy. Shit, he'd just slid it between her folds, get it nice and wet, and shoot his first load between her thighs. He brought his hand to his cock and gripped it tightly. The tip of his black rod glistened with pre-cum as he slipped the head of his thick cock between Ally's pussy lips and slid forward. The groove between them was hot, wet, and it took all the control that he could muster to keep from exploding with the first slide forward. Damn, he didn't think he could wait. What harm if he went ahead and pumped inside her a few strokes before spewing?
Mitch aimed the head of his cock to the entrance of Ally's little opening. He felt a niggling of conscience as he told himself that maybe he'd just slide in and out of her until he got ready to cum, then pull out, fill her panties full of his cum, and no one would ever know what had happened. He felt the slide of her silky stomach against his and ate up the sight of her firm tits, nipples erect, and her red, juicy lips parted with shallow breaths, begging to be kissed and sucked on. Laying there like that, her blonde hair spread out on his bed, she was the epitome of a sex kitten, and she was all his for the night. It was too much. He pushed himself into Ally's tight opening. She was already so wet that the head slipped in easy. He wanted to bury the full nine inches to the hilt. Damn! She was so tight and hot inside. He felt the head of his cock expand her insides, then sliding in to meet resistance at around two inches deep. Shit! She was still a virgin. What the hell...?
Licking his lips, Mitch was past the point of no return, feeling her hot, snug channel suck him in. He rested the head of his cock against her hymen while trying to decide what to do. She was 21, old enough to lose her cherry, he reasoned. And the temptation to push a little harder against her cherry was too great. He couldn't think of anything but how great it would feel to be all the way inside of her, to be the first man--a black man--to slide inside her tight, white pussy.
Decision made, Mitch pushed Ally's legs down flat against the bed and climbed between her thighs in a traditional missionary position. He carefully laid the full weight of his upper body on her and reached down beneath her and took both cheeks of her ass in his hands. He pulled the head of his cock back until it was just barely inside of her opening. "Here we go, baby," he whispered, kissing her on the lips.
Mitch slowly, oh so slowly, began to push forward, feeling Ally's hymen give way as the width of his cock slid up her young virginal womb. He felt her flinch from the pain; she rolled her head from side to the side and softly groaned. He paused inside of her, about six inches in her cunt, for a moment waiting to see if she was still out cold enough to proceed with the fucking that he'd planned to give her.
Once her breathing returned to normal, he began a slow in and out motion. He could not believe how tight, hot and wet she was on the inside. He laughed as he began pumping into her, licking his lips and smiling at the thought that he'd taken the judge's daughter's precious virginity. This was not going to take long, not this first time.
He wanted desperately to relieve the pressure that had been building in his balls. He slowly and steadily increased the rhythym he was moving in and out of Ally's tight cunt until he felt his balls slap her ass. He was in the whole nine inches! Grinding against her, he felt his cock swell and his balls begin to churn. He pulled his cock out all the way, then rammed it back in to the hilt, groaning when he erupted, spewing his seed against the back of her womb.
Not bad for a quickie, he decided, holding his throbbing cock inside her sweet pussy until it stopped jerking. Leaning over, he pried her lips open with his and snaked his tongue inside her mouth, kissing her slow and deep. Damn, he almost wished she were awake. She was one hot, sexy bitch, and he'd bet she'd be a real tiger in his bed. As his kiss grew more demanding, his cock hardened again, readying him for the next fuck. Pulling back, he lowered his fingers to her dripping snatch and worked her clit some more, bringing her to the brink of another unconscious orgasm. He was actually hoping it woke her, and when her eyelids fluttered, he realized he'd better take care in case she did.
He found one of his work ties and wrapped it around her blonde head, blinfolding her eyes. He'd never done anything so kinky before, then decided he wanted their next fuck to be doggie style. Not easy to do with an unconscious partner, he decided when he flipped her onto her stomach and tried to move into position. Laying on top of her prone, naked body, he was able to slide inside her pussy, but not as deep as he wanted, not with her pressed flat into the mattress by his weight. He considered sliding her hips to the edge of the bed and fucking her from behind that way, but he so wanted to cover her body with his while he pounded that hot pussy. He grabbed some pillows and arranged them under her hips and stomach, propping her up so that her ass was aimed just right.
Slowly, with one hand fingering her tiny pussy, Mitch wriggled his way between her lewdly spread thighs and positioned his huge black cock at the entrance to her vagina. Then, very slowly, he sank his rock hard cock to the hilt in her tiny cunt. He moaned holding still inside of her and, sliding one hand beneath her, caressed her clit with his fingers. "God you're so tight." He gasped. "So tight baby, yeah…"
He pivoted his hips, grinding himself against her and Ally made odd sounds, her back arching as her hips bucked backward and forward with the movement. He laid his front over her back and slid his arms under her so he could fondle those delicious breasts as he began to pump his huge black cock in and out of her, slowly, savoring it. As his thick shaft disappeared into her tight pussy again and again, he started fucking her faster, his huge cock sliding in and out of her tight little snatch.
Ally was now making tiny, barely discernable whimpering sounds beneath him as he slid his dick in and out her, being sure to tease her clit every now and then with his fingers. His cock swelled and his breath grew ragged as he pumped in and out of her, slowly picking up speed. As the big black shaft began to pump in and out of her at an increasing rate of speed, Ally's body began trembling beneath him, her inner muscles squeezing his big, black cock as if it wanted to suck it dry.



For at least ten more minutes, Mitch pounded his cock in and out of her like a jackhammer. Man, it felt so good, feeling her tight, virgin walls clamp tight every time he surged deep. He groaned bucking still faster. "Oh yeah baby you're so tight, yeah, baby, cum for Mitch." Again, Ally's body spasmed, and her juices eased the way for his meat to slide as far in as possible. Damn, this bitch was good, and she wasn't even trying. He went faster inside of her, now pumping his cock into the hilt in a blur, his fingers playing a circular pattern relentlessly on her swollen nub while the others squeezed and fondled her left tit and nipple. Fuck, enough of this, he decided, and paused to flip her over again, settling his body over hers and sliding his hungry tongue inside her gasping mouth. He licked deep and wet as he slid his cock back inside her pussy, picking up where he left off. Ally's body arched up against him as he sank himself into her again and again. Mitch felt his cock swelling, felt the impending orgasm and his body strained as he worked to make it last. He slowed his strokes, barely humping her; instead he pressed his crotch tight against hers and slowly worked his cock around her pussy, grinding their sex together. Rotating his hips, digging his cock against her cervix, he used his tongue to suck on one of her sweet tits. Shit, he was too close to busting to keep this up. Savoring the moment of release, Mitch pumped himself harder into his sister's helpless white friend and Ally gasped, and he imagined her eyes rolling back into her head as he came, flooding her sweet snatch with his sperm. He would hump her for a moment then hold, hump and then hold, as a gallon of his hot baby-making semen assaulted her used vagina.
Mitch lay on top of Ally's petite body for a long time, every once in a while fondling her plump breasts or frigging her pussy until his cock regained its life and swelled back inside of her. He soon came to the conclusion that Ally was going to stay out, and decided to raise her legs up and rest the back of them on his shoulders. He wanted to be as deep in that flat little tummy as he possibly could get. Raising himself into position, he soon had Ally's naked white body right where he wanted her. This time he would go as slow as humanly possible, savoring his pleasure in her hot honeypot and forcing her to have orgasm after orgasm. Someday, when she slept with another man, she would subconsciously know she was missing out, and Mitch loved it. Loved that he could have this power over her.
He pumped his big, black cock into her white pussy for at least twenty more minutes before he realized the intensity and force he was using. He was pounding her little twat like a jackhammer. Chuckling, he felt her pussy contract around him, and once again he began squirting his seed, spurting jet after jet of hot baby making seed into the depth of her womanhood. Shit. As much as he wanted to fuck her again, maybe fuck that virgin ass too, he knew it would take a while to get it up again, and he wasn't at all sure he had the time.
He got some towels and cleaned her pussy as best he could, then gave her chest and thighs one last tongue bath before dressing her in the same clothes she'd had on. It would be obvious to her tomorrow that she'd been fucked tonight, and ficked hard, but she'd probably think it was some boy from the party she'd been at. Mitch would do what he could to promote the idea.
He settled her into the guest bedroom and went downstairs for some sleep of his own. The next afternoon when he woke up, Ally had already gone, and Glory was still hung over from the night before. She didn't say a word, other than thanks for picking them up.
A few weeks later Glory told him Ally was pregnant. He knew he couldn't claim the child as his own, but he felt a swell of pride knowing he'd done the one thing he'd never been able to do before. He'd knocked up his first white virgin, the judge's daughter no less.
And then he wondered if Glory had any other white friends she'd be bringing home soon...
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I will never forget the day that black bastard stole the love of my life and, to make matters worse, made sure I'd never be able to forget her betrayal.
It happened our sophmore year of college when we were both naive 20-year-olds. I had been dating Jeanie since high school...we had been high school sweethearts, each other's first and only love. I'd finally popped the question before we left for college. Jeanie was going to a private college while I was going to the nearby public university. Since we both wanted to graduate first, we decided to wait to get married, which was even harder because Jeanie had made a vow to save herself for marriage. She refused to let me in her pants no matter how hard I tried, and so we both remained virgins until our wedding night.
Looking back I realize I made my first mistake by joining a fraternity on campus. It was one of the more popular ones, and I figured it would be an easy way to score beer and make a few friends to hang out with at games. My roommate and I didn't exactly have a lot in common, since he happened to be gay and was always bringing guys back to our room to screw.
One of the close friends I made was Reggie, who was on the school's football team. In fact, he was pretty popular, and hanging out with him upgraded my social standing quite a bit. I spent a lot of time hanging out with other players from the team who were also in our fraternity, and started attending some pretty wild parties. I was a good-looking guy, with dark blonde hair and a good physique, so I almost always ended up making out with some anonymous chick, though I never managed to lose my virginity to any of them. As horny as I was, I also loved Jeanie and didn't want to do anything to hurt her. I looked at it as training, as a good way to practice learning ways to please her. I told myself a lot of things to excuse the behaviour, but I never said No when some pretty thing chatted me up.
Jeanie and I finished our freshman years and spent the summer mostly working and sneaking time together whenever we could. I lost contact with Reggie, but that was OK. He lived in another state and supposedly had his own girl back east. But I was glad to see him when school started back up, and we were as tight as ever. Besides, Reggie attracted a lot of girls--he claimed it was because they all craved his black dick, but I figured it was simply because he was big shot football player with a good car. And I got to make out with a lot of those girls whenever Reggie was finished with them, so I wasn't complaining.
I don't really know how Jeanie found out about the other girls, but she did. She threatened to call off the engagement and leave me for good, but I swore that nothing other than kissing had gone on, and thank god she believed me. But if I thought I was off the hook, I was wrong. She started spending a lot more time with me, driving the hour between our schools everyday after her classes to hang out with me. At first I didn't mind because I had missed spending time with her, but after a point, I realized she was keeping a close eye on me so I couldn't hang with Reggie and the other guys as much. Reggie kept calling and asking me to do stuff, and I finally had to tell him Jeanie wouldn't let me because she was jealous as hell about what had happened. I expected him to laugh his ass off that I was so whipped, but he was completely cool with it. In fact, he said I could bring her along anytime we did something if I wanted.
At first, Jeanie didn't even like Reggie. She seemed nervous around him, and she finally told me he'd tried to hit on her while I left them alone to get some popcorn at the movies. Jeanie was a gorgeous girl, petite with long blonde hair, a pretty face, and best of all, a fit and shapely body. I knew Reggie liked blondes, but he also knew how I felt about Jeanie. I figured she was just trying to get a little revenge by making me jealous, so I didn't put much stock into it. When Reggie invited us to go camping with him and his current girlfriend one weekend, I asked Jeanie, but she was hesitant. "If you don't want to go, I can go by myself. No big deal," I assured her, but she didn't like that idea one bit.
"No! We'll both go," she agreed, though she didn't look very happy about it.
When we arrived at the campsite, Reggie and I set up a couple of tents while Jeanie chatted with Diana, Reggie's gorgeous date. Diana was a leggy brunette who looked a lot like the actress Angelina Jolie. I had a hard time taking my eyes off her, and Jeanie noticed. When we got a campfire going and all gathered around it to tell stories and eat marshmellows, she sat in silence at my side, seething at me the whole time. She was really pissed when Reggie brought up the subject of sex and revealed that he knew we were both virgins. I laughed it off, especially when Reggie and Diana started promoting the merits of pre-marital sex in graphic detail. Diana ignored Jeanie's furious blush and asked, "So have you at least felt his cock yet? How big is it?" When Jeanie refused to answer, Diana slid her hand down Reggie's chest and gripped his denim-covered crotch. "Not as big as Reggie, I'll bet. Hell, I haven't seen many men as big as Reggie. Trust me, girl, you want to experience a big, black cock at least once before you die. There's nothing like it in the whole world."
When the conversation dwindled and Reggie and Diana started getting more and more friendly, Jeanie shifted uncomfortably beside me. Having an audience didn't seem to bother Reggie and Diana though. Soon their deep kissing turned passionate, and Reggie slid his hands under her sweater and shifted so that they were in a better position to grind their sexes together. Leaning over, Jeanie whispered, "We should leave."
I wasn't ready to leave yet though, so I shrugged and said, "We don't seem to be bothering them."
Jeanie tightened her lips in disapproval but didn't go anywhere. I leaned over and tried to kiss her, but she was too tense to react. It took several minutes of prying to get her to open her mouth so I could slide my tongue inside. I kissed her, feeling hornier than I'd ever felt in my life, but she couldn't relax enough to do any heavy petting like we normally did. Finally, I had to pull back and be content with watching Reggie score.
Reggie now had Diana's sweater and bra off and was gobbling up her lush tits with his thick, black lips. The contrast of his black fingers against her white skin was startling, yet arousing like nothing I had ever seen. When he slid down, kissing her stomach, Diana lifted her hips and helped him work her jeans over her hips, shoving her panties down along with them.
Reggie feasted his eyes on her hairless pussy before bending and gobbling on her juicy cunt like it were a feast laid out before him and he was a straving man. For several minutes Jeanie and I watched in stunned fascination as he ate Diana out and brought her to orgasm after orgasm. I felt Jeanie keep shifting beside me, and I realized her breathing had increased as if she'd just finished running a mile. Reggie's face was buried in Diana's crotch, his hands on her ass tilting her at an angle for easy access. When Diana's scream of delight pierced the night, Reggie finally reached down and freed his cock. His 10-inch glistening meat sprang out of his pants already hard as a rock. Lifting his face, Reggie slowly lowered Diana's hips until his cock was aimed at the center of her pussy. With one push, he slid inside, and beside me, Jeanie released a gasp and "Oh my god!"
"Oh, fuck me!" Diana panted over and over again as Reggie punded his thighs against her ass. After about fifteen minutes of hammering her slow, then fast, Reggie groaned and bucked, gripping Diana's hips tight and pulling her into his crotch as he shot his load deep inside her pussy.
They layed there for several minutes, catching their breaths, until finally Reggie glanced over at me and Jeanie and let out a soft laugh. "How's that for sex education, folks?"
Diana giggled and sent us both a sultry look. "You really want some sex education? Hmmm. I think I've got an idea. Why don't we switch partners for the night?"
My first reaction was "hell, yes!" but before I could say a word, Jeanie protested loudly, "No way! Now if you'll excuse me, I'm going to bed...alone," she added with a pointed look at me and then at Reggie.
I could tell from her look that I should wait a while before joining her in our tent. Reggie pulled away, sliding his long, limp cock out of Diana's pussy with a pop as he stood up and zipped his jeans. He eyed my tent for a few seconds, looking thoughtful, before saying, "Well, I think I'll follow her example and hit the sack." He leaned over and clapped me on the shoulder, pausing long enough to say, "But if you want to stay up and get a little education from Diana over there, I think she'd be more than willing to cooperate."
I looked at Diana, who was still lounging naked as a jaybird by the campfire, cum running out of her stretched pussy, her naughty, naughty lips sending me a come-hither smile, and debated on what to do. Jeanie was only a dozen or so feet away, but I sure as hell was tempted to sink into the promise of Diana's warm, soft pussy.
I hadn't even decided whether I was going to cut and run or stay and enjoy the prize when Diana made the decision for me. Standing up, she walked over to me and then sank to her knees in front of my splayed thighs. "Why don't I make it easy on you, cowboy. If she gets mad, you can just say I didn't give you a choice." With skillful hands, Diana reached for my belt and then lowered my zipper, freeing my large cock from its nesting place. "Pretty good for a white guy," she murmured with an appreciative smile. She licked her lips and took my 8-inch dick in her hands, then blew my mind when she leaned over and put my cock into her mouth. I had only let one girl before her give me a blow job because I'd felt so guilty after that one time. Jeanie had always refused, saying it was too dirty but maybe she'd try once we were married. I blew out my breath in little puffs to keep from groaning or screaming in ecstacy and kept my eyes on the fastening of our tent. I hoped like hell Jeanie didn't come out anytime soon. Diana was one hell of a cock sucker, and I was about to blow when she pulled her head away from my crotch and raised herself over me, guiding my prick toward her honeypot with steady hands. I wanted so bad to slide inside a pussy, any pussy at this point, but I knew as soon as I did Jeanie would see. A blow job was a lot easier to forgive, I reasoned, and pushed Diana away before she had a chance to sink onto my throbbing cock. Too late. The feeling of her hand wrapped tight around me was too much, and I began spraying my cum all over her thighs. At that same moment, Jeanie came out of the tent, wearing only the big tee shirt she always slept in, stopping in her tracks when she saw my cock, covered in cum, sliding out from between Diana's thighs, which were also covered in my cum.
I saw a tear coming down Jeanie's face and wished I could take it all back. Everything. If I could have undone it all, I would have, but she didn't give me a chance to explain. With a gasp of pain, she took off toward the lake, and I was going to follow, but Reggie came out and told me I'd better give her a chance to cool off. He promised to follow and make sure she was OK though.
I couldn't believe it when Diana leaned over and sucked my cock into her mouth again, trying to make me hard. Was she crazy? My fiance, the woman I loved, had just seen us together, and she still wanted more? Damn, what a slut! I was suddenly glad I had a pure, innocent woman like Jeanie in my life. If I had a woman like Diana, I wouldn't be able to trust her with anyone!
Freeing myself from her clutches, I pulled up my pants and decided to hell with giving Jeanie time to cool off. We needed to talk...I needed to make her understand. I set off in the direction I'd seen her run and soon heard Reggie's voice trying to calm her. When I came around the corner, I saw her sitting near the lakefront on a log, and Reggie was right beside her, his arm around her shoulder trying to comfort her. He hugged her and was saying it was OK. Jeanie sniffed, wiping away her tears, and I was shocked when Reggie pressed her closer against his side and she didn't protest. I knew he wasn't her favorite person in the world. She must really be mixed up to let him so close to her.
I heard a noise to my left--it sounded like growling--so I froze and glanced off into the woods. Damn, I hated nature. None of this would have happened if I'd listened to my home-bound instincts and stayed home.
When I looked back, I saw Reggie lean over and kiss Jeanie. I was in such a state of shock that all I could seem to do was watch and hope that Jeanie would slap the crap out of him and tell him to get lost. But she didn't. I watched them kissing passionately for a minute before they both began to slide down to the ground behind the log where I couldn't see them any more. What the hell!
I moved closer, wanting to scream and shout and beat the hell out of Reggie for what he was doing, but I had to know if Jeanie would stop him or not. I knew she would. I knew it. But I found a vantage point not even three feet from where they were laying, hidden behind some shrubbery where I could see the top of Reggie's back, though I knew they couldn't see me.
I heard something land on the shrubbery beside me and reached for it only to find a pair of panties hanging there. It took me a few seconds to realize that they were Jeanie's. I turned my head to see Jeanie's left foot now propped up on the log. Somehow Reggie's jeans had been pushed down because I saw his naked black ass resting between her parted white thighs. As I raised up I heard Jeanie moan, and when I stood completely to my feet, I saw Reggie fingering her naked breasts--he'd pushed her nightshirt up her chest-- and he was resting between her spread open legs. Shit! He was pushing his cock into Jeanie's tight virgin pussy. I yelled "NO!" but it was too late. Jeanie's eyes widened and she stared right at me as Reggie pushed his thick, black cock into her virgin cunt. I heard Reggie groan and gasp and say "Damn, Teddy, this sure is one tight pussy." I sat there dumbfounded as Reggie slowly wiggled his 10-inch cock in to the hilt and Jeanie gasped in pain, then pleasure, letting out a funny squeal as he speared her. Her thighs jerked, and she clutched at his back. Reggie lifted his head and sucked on Jeanie's quivering lips as he slowly slid out of her cunt and then sank back in again. His black body was covering hers from head to toe as she grunted like an animal in heat. I imagined his long cock was pressing against her cervix and digging into her womb.
Her womb! Shit! She wasn't on anything, and I knew Reggie sure as hell wasn't wearing a rubber. But what could I do? He'd already taken her virginity, and quite frankly, Jeanie seemed to be loving what he was doing. Her hands grabbed Reggie's ass and pulled him to her with each thrust he made and her eyes, which were no longer looking at me, had a drugged look to them. Reggie just kept fucking Jeanie, ignoring my presence and lifting his body now and then so I could see their coupling. I could see Reggie's long, black cock slide in and out of my ex-virgin fiance's pussy, and her juices were gushing around the meat with each thrust he made. Reggie kept saying, "Fuck, this is some good pussy," as he pumped in and out of her. Now, the only sound in the forest that night seemed to be the steady rhythm of skin slapping skin as one sweaty body pounded into another. His hips picked up speed, and Jeanie let out a mewling sound as he pounded her like a jackhammer. I watched helpless as Reggie groaned, pulled Jeanie's cunt tight against his crotch and he filled her up with his cum. At the same time, Jeanie squealed and I saw her eyes rolling back into her head in ecstacy.
I couldn't believe that Jeanie had allowed Reggie to fuck her and take her precious virginity, and very possibly, knock her up too.
They laid there for several minutes, and I was debating what to do when I saw Reggie lift his head from her neck and start kissing her long and deep again. His cock was still buried in her pussy, I saw, and when his hips started humping, up and down, slowly, I couldn't believe it! He'd already cum twice tonight! But it seemed Reggie had plenty of stamina, because he fucked Jeanie one more time before dumping another load of cum in her pussy. I heard him whisper something to her about fucking her ass, and was relieved to see a panicked look come over her as she shook her head vehemently no.
"Come on, baby. You'll love it. Why don't you let me...?" he said, teasing her clit with long, black fingers that knew just how to get a woman to say yes. Before I knew it, Jeanie was sending me a defiant look as Reggie rolled her over onto all fours. Damn. He wasn't going to leave me any virgin holes tonight, it seemed. I had no doubt he'd demand a blowjob from this deal too, ruthless bastard.
Reggie had worked about a third of his cock up her ass, and Jeanie was groaning in pain, her knuckles white from the strain, when Diana made her appearance. She seemed pleased to find her black lover with his dick shoved up another woman's ass, but seeing Diana there made Jeanie lose her nerve. She squealed in pain and shoved Reggie off, lowering her shirt and running back toward the campsite. I was glad that she heard Diana laugh and turn to me, saying, "I bet now you regret not losing your virginity tonight too."
Jeanie paused, looking confused. "But I saw you..."
"Oh, that!" Diana scoffed. "You saw your sweet, virgin boyfriend here trying his best to turn down the pussy I offered him. If you'd come out a minute sooner, you would have seen him push me away when I tried to fuck him. Isn't that right, Teddy?"
I refused to say a word, knowing I wasn't so sweet and innocent as all that, and shoved Diana's clinging body away. She fell into Reggie, and the two of them had a good laugh, knowing they'd ruined our lives tonight.
Jeanie cried the whole way back to town, repeatedly telling me how sorry she was. I don't think she realized she could be pregnant until the next day, and I swear she almost lost it then. I didn't know where we'd go from there. I loved her, but it was hard to get the image of Reggie's cock sliding in her cunt out of my mind.
For a few weeks I refused to return her calls until one day I came in and found a message from her on my answering machine. "Please, god, why won't you talk to me? I love you! You've got to talk to me. I'm pregnant!" she finished before breaking down in sobs.
I still didn't know what to do until I finally realized how empty my life was without her in it. I'd turned into a virtual recluse, dropping out of the fraternity and ignoring the few friends I had left. Two months after the night at the lake, I called Jeanie and she was so relieved to hear from me, she promised me anything if I came back to her. She told me I could have sex with her, she'd give me a blowjob, anything!
It took us a long time to get past that night, and I don't really think we ever have. Sure, she took my virginity on our wedding night, but I always suspected she was never quite satisfied with my cock or my technique. She gave birth to the baby, and he calls me daddy even though it's obvious to everyone that I'm not. We've been married for seven years now, but it just isn't the same.
I thought we were happy and were looking forward to the birth of "our" second child, but Reggie sure as hell screwed up my life good, even in that department. Jeanie had the baby today. A little girl. I know I'll love her as my own, but once again, it'll be obvious to everyone she's not. I can only wonder what black cock Jeanie's fucking now because the baby is obviously mixed. There's a guy--Derrick--that works with me. I figure it's probably his, because he's been hanging out at my house a lot lately. There's also a neighbor down the street--TJ--and it could be his. I've caught Jeanie checking him out before, but I never once suspected she was being unfaithful. I guess it doesn't matter whose baby it is because Jeanie obviously expects me to raise it as my own. Why, why, why couldn't it have been mine?



Damn that bastard for addicting my wife to black cock!
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Allison stared in horrified shock at the images flickering across her TV screen.
It had been a couple of days since the party. She couldn't remember all the details about what had happened--she'd actually been glad of that--but as she watched the video Jeff had hand-delivered to her half an hour ago, she didn't need the benefit of memories to know what exactly had happened to her and Lisa at Jeff's party.
She watched as the camera zoomed in on her, being fucked hard by two black guys at once. Her eyes were lifeless and her body limp as she was bounced between their long, hard cocks. A few scenes later, the camera had changed to Lisa, who was being hammered in the ass by a fat black guy. She too looked out of it, but she was obviously awake and participating.
Allison felt a tear slide down her cheek, but she was curiously numb to what this tape meant for her. For her future. If her husband ever saw this tape...
"Some good stuff, huh?"
She refused to look at the tall black man lounged across the sofa beside her. Damn him. Had Lisa seen this too? If so, what did her friend think? Did she hate Allison for dragging her into the middle of this ordeal? No wonder Lisa hadn't called her in days and hadn't shown up for work.
She was thinking so hard she didn't realize until it was too late that Jeff had picked up her hand and wrapped it around his long, thick cock, which was sticking obscenely out of his pants. "Come on, baby, just give me a hand job...ummm, yeah, that's right."
Allison felt sick to her stomach as she absently, slowly worked her hand up and down Jeff's cock. Her eyes were drawn to the TV. She couldn't take them off the screen. She was glad Michael wouldn't be home for a few more hours--that gave her time to destroy this copy of the tape at least. His shift at the magazine he worked for had changed, and he now worked most nights. This meant she saw even less of him now than she had before.
And unfortunately, Jeff had somehow found out about it.
She felt his hand slide beneath her arm and lift the hem on her tee shirt.. Then his warm fingers found her naked breast and was pinching the nipple and caressing the weight of it as his hips began to buck upwards beneath her fist. She felt no stimulation from his touch anymore. She was certain the gangbang she'd received the other night, along with the drugs she'd been given, had left her numb to any man's touch. She hadn't even been able to achieve orgasm when her husband had made love to her the night before. The thought shamed her to remember how hard she'd tried to respond to him but just couldn't.
She felt the warm, wet rush of Jeff's cum cover her hand and chest and was jolted back to reality. On the TV, Lisa was screaming in orgasm.
"Damn, baby, that felt good. Now why don't you climb onto my lap and make me feel even better?" Jeff asked, sliding his hand seductively up and down her chest while he still pumped her hand up and down his shaft. Allison couldn't believe he was still hard after that handjob, but he was.
Almost without thought, she stood, wiggled out of her jeans and panties and, turning so that her back was to him and so she could still watch the tape, she lowered herself onto his lap. She felt his thick, long cock slide up inside her cunt with no resistance and knew that she'd been stretched so much she would never have a tight pussy again. Jeff wiggled his hips, adjusting his cock so that it bumped against her cervix, and then began lifting her up and down on his cock. Still, Allison couldn't take her eyes off the TV. She saw herself now being passed around a group of card players. Oh, god, they were using her as the prize. Her eyes widened as she saw herself lowered onto probably the thickest, fattest cock she'd ever seen in her life. The fat black man ground her down on his cock for several minutes until she seemed to reach an orgasm. Allison figured his grinding technique must have done the trick because she certainly didn't seem to reach any substantial orgasm with any of the other men before or after that.
Jeff grunted beneath her and reached his hands around, pushing her shirt over her breasts and fondling them as he bucked his cock deeper into her with each thrust. He hooked his feet around hers and used his knees to nudge her thighs apart, spreading them out obscenely as he continued to push his black cock in and out of her married pink pussy. Anyone who dared to look in the window would have had one hell of a crewd view of her exposed cunt sucking up his black snake. Allison began to feel a stirring of liquid heat in her groin and actually made an effort to participate. She wanted to get off, dammit! He bucked and she ground down on his cock, trying hard to reach an orgasm.
"Oh, shit," Jeff groaned and began fucking into her with fast, hard jabs. Then she felt the warmth of his cum filling her womb and she almost cried in frustration that she hadn't reached orgasm too.
Jeff smiled, feeling satisfied as always after he'd just spilled his seed into this lovely white woman. She'd make him a good mistress after he was married, he had decided, and wondered if she were pregnant with his child yet. He hoped so, he thought, rubbing his hand across her flat tummy. He couldn't wait to see the look on her wimp husband's face when she popped out a black baby. Oh yeah. Then when she was kicked out, he would be able to rescue her, set her and his child up in an apartment somewhere and fuck her whenever he wanted. Of course, it would take money--lots of it--to have a kid and mistress.
Now that he was getting married, he was also going to have a wife to support, and he knew they wouldn't have her father's money to live off of for a while. He sure couldn't keep Tanya on the money he made from teaching acting, let alone keep Allison and a kid somewhere too. Even if he dumped his bad habit of gambling away what little he made, he wouldn't be able to afford half of it. He knew it was much better to keep sneaking into Allison's back door while the hubby was away...let the white man keep the bitch while she nestled Jeff's black cock in her cunt. If she weren't pregnant, he wouldn't have to worry about setting her up somewhere just yet. But he was almost certain she was, and damn it, he wanted this bitch knocked up by him!
Besides, now he knew there was a way to have his cake and eat to.
When the guys had first given him the video they'd made from the party, he'd been angry, first that they'd made it planning to pass it around to their friends--if the tape ever got into the wrong hands, it could probably mean jail time for half of the idiots--and second, because they'd made more footage while he wasn't even there. Didn't those knuckleheads know that if either Allison or Lisa cried rape, this could be used as evidence? They had drugged the bitches, after all. His first instinct had been to destroy the damn thing.
But then he'd watched it and realized something.
People would pay good money to see it. Especially because Lisa, and especially Allison, made good sluts for black cock. He knew he was sitting on a gold mine, and hell, the dumb bitches wanted to be in the movies anyway. He'd called up a friend who did black on white porn and made him an offer he couldn't refuse. Now he had to break the news to Allison that she was going to be a star very soon. A porn star, but a star nonetheless.
Leaning up, he licked the side of her neck as he watched her pussy getting eaten on the TV screen. With one hand, he traced the length of her thigh, still spread wide by his knees, and reached down and began massaging her cunt, tracing his long fingers up and down her slit before finding her clit and ringing a gasp from her.
"You know what will happen if I show this tape to your husband, don't you, baby?" Then he added, "Or if I send a copy to your parents back home on Caldecott Lane in Idaho?"
She gasped, shocked that he knew her parents street address. "Y-yes."
"So you're going to say yes to whatever I want you to do, right, babe?"
"I already have, haven't I?" she whispered almost on a sob, feeling his hot cock still throbbing inside her spread-wide pussy. She was so ashamed to be in this position, yet a part of her found it wildly exciting. It was a forbibben moment, something that could cost her everything, that was why it was so exciting. She didn't really want Jeff's cock inside her, she told herself. It was simply the taboo of him being black, and her being married. That's what got her so excited whenever he showed up, demanding sex, and why she always gave it to him with little struggle. Just like now, she thought as her cunt muscles involuntarily squeezed his cock as she fought against the arousing feeling of him still nestled deep in her belly. Jeff groaned.
"Yeah, well, seeing you up on that screen has given me an idea, and one I'm not so sure you're gonna like...oh, damn, I'm getting hard again. Feel that?" His cock was beginning to swell inside her moist cunt again. He wiggled beneath her as he added, "So I called a friend, and showed him the tape, and guess what? You're gonna be the star in his next movie."
"R-Really?"
"Oh, yeah," he said as he began to lift her up and down on his cock again. "You're gonna send his videos flying off the shelves with your sweet cunt sucking up all that black cock."
She tossed her head back and rode him until his words sank in."Whhaatt?" she cried in shock, and Jeff grabbed her hips and held her on his lap while he emptied his seed into her one more time. She felt a tremble of orgasm threaten to boil over as his hot seed splashed through her cervix, deep inside her fertile womb--oh, god, she prayed she wasn't pregnant--but the feeling of release was elusive.
With a plop as his now-spent cock slid out of her juicy pussy, Allison jumped off his lap and turned to face him, feeling flushed from frustration and yet trembling in the fear that she had no choice to follow his plan. Still, she argued, "I am not doing a porn movie!"
"Oh yes, you are," he assured her with a determined look. "Or else your sweet little husband is going to find out what a slut you are."
"He'll find out anyway if I do porn," she said, her voice trembling. Oh, god, how could she get herself out of this? "He has friends--co-workers who probably watch it. So what's the difference?'
"I'm way ahead of you, babe. I've already talked to the director, and told him you won't work unless you're in some sort of disguise. So, they're writing a script just to accomodate you."
"I wasn't aware most porn films required a script!"
He actually chuckled. "My friend Rodney wants to do features, so he tries to turn every fuck flick he does into a masterpiece. Don't worry. I'm gonna take care of you."
Allison tried to think of a way to say no and not have to worry about the consequences. But she couldn't. Jeff had her between a rock and a hard place, and he knew it.
He got dressed, scribbled something on a piece of paper and stuffed it into her hand as he leaned over to slip his tongue in her mouth for a parting kiss. "Be at this address tomorrow evening. If you don't show, a copy of that tape gets mailed."
***
When Allison walked into the warehouse the next night, she almost lost her lunch right then and there. There were about 10 people--all but one were men--wandering around, setting up cameras and lights and adjusting two sets--one looked like a jail cell and the other a bedroom. She wasn't even going to begin to guess what the hell that meant.
Out of nowhere, Jeff seemed to appear. "Hey, babe. Mmmm, you look good enough to eat."
He tugged her into his arms and forced her lips open beneath his. Thankfully it was a short kiss. "Come on, I'll introduce you to Marie. She's gonna help you with your makeup and wardrobe."
"What about the script?" she demanded.
He shook his head. "We'll give you cue cards whenever you have any lines. You won't have many though. Just go with the flow and follow your actor's lead." He ran a hand lightly down the inside of her covered thigh and smiled at her wickedly. "Just enjoy yourself. Oh yeah, and remember to make plenty of noise when you come."
Marie turned out to be a 40ish blonde who looked like she used to be pretty but who had since been chewed up and spit out by life. She said little as she put some makeup on Allison, told her to get undressed and handed her a slinky black catsuit to put on. "What, am I playing cat woman?" she tried to joke. After she slid into the material, which was nothing more than a second skin, the woman handed her a long, brownish-red wig and a black eyemask to put on.
Allison felt ridiculous when she walked back onto the set. She did look just like catwoman from the old Batman show, and she couldn't for the life of her figure out why. She knew this was just a porn movie--oh, god!--but where the hell was the script Jeff had said was being written for her?
A man who was introduced as Rodney the director explained that she was playing a cat burglar who was going to be caught and punished for her crime. Then he directed her to climb into the window of the fake bedroom and rifle through the drawers as he called for the tape to begin rolling. "Kent's gonna come in and just follow his lead, all right, sweet thing?" the older black man told her. "Your cue cards will be over to the right."
"What about my co-star?" she demanded, trying to sound strong and not as fragile as she felt. "Where is he?"
"He's getting ready in wardrobe. Don't worry about him. You'll meet him soon enough." he added with a slight smile and mischievous look in Jeff's direction.
The reality of the situation was beginning to weigh in on her, and she felt herself go pale at the thought of soon having willing sex with another stranger. Worse, knowing it would be filmed and seen by thousands. When everyone started to move away, she panicked and stopped them. She planned to tell them no way, she couldn't go through with it, but one look at Jeff's angry face and she found herself faltering. Finally, she said, "I-I have one request. And I have to insist on it. I want him--whoever he is--to use a condom. I don't want to get any diseases."
Jeff exchanged another look with Rodney. He knew exactly what the older man was thinking--she'd riden all those black cocks bareback the other night and now she was insisting on a condom? Jeff knew Rodney would not allow Kent to wear one during the scene--the money shot always involved gooey white cum shooting either in or on some white slut's mouth, ass or pussy--but he also knew Rodney would humor Allison until she realized this was his show and he called the shots.
"You don't have to worry about diseases, but no problem, honey. Jeff go tell Kent to get a rubber, will ya?"
Taking a deep breath, Allison tried to pretend she was someone else. Rodney called out to her to begin the scene, that everyone was ready and waiting on her. She tried to put her entire situation out of her mind as she slinked through the window as she imagined a cat burglar would and pretended to search the room. Oh, god, she hoped she could go through with this. She was still wondering why she hadn't been introduced to her co-star yet when she heard a sound behind her and turned to see a big, handsome black guy dressed as a cop watching her.
"Freeze!" he called out, pointing a gun at her, and she froze. "What have we got here? You trying to rip off the place, bitch?"
Allison stammered, "I-I-I was just--"
"Shut up. Over against the wall," he ordered. "I'm going to make sure you didn't hide any jewels anywhere."
Allison was pushed face-first against the wall. The black man pushed her hands up high, kicked her feet apart and began to pretend to search her, letting his hands linger on her breasts and between her legs. Allison glanced to her left and saw a young, black guy holding up a cue card. All it said was, Act like you're enjoying it. Allison licked her lips and figured that wouldn't be hard to do. His feel-up was agonizingly slow and thorough, and knowing so many people were watching the scene be filmed was having a strange effect on Allison. Was this really happening? She felt a rush of heat between her thighs and knew she was getting wet, not knowing what to expect next but having no choice but to participate anyway. The forbidden excitement of it all...oh, god!
The camera zoomed in as Kent licked his lips, staring at her tight ass as his hands squeezed her buttocks. Stepping back, he adjusted his growing cock in his pants and told her, "Looks like I'm gonna have to do a strip search."
Allison gasped in surprise when she felt his hands begin peeling away the bodysuit from behind her. Slowly, he peeled it past her breasts, letting her nipples peep out as he took a moment to slide his large, black hands over her milky white tits, and then he slid it all the way down her chest and stomach. He slid his hands inside the material bunched at her waist, caressing her skin as he worked it over her hips and down her legs. Along the way, his fingers brushed against her pussy lips, and she moaned, tossing her head back slightly. Oh god, that felt good.
Kent said nothing as he pressed up against her back, sliding his hands around her front and grabbing her tits again, squeezing them while his thick lips began nibbling on her earlobe. "I'm gonna have to do a thorough search. You realize you have the right to remain silent?"
Biting her lip, she nodded, feeling a thrill of excitement race through her body when this complete stranger's black hands slid down her stomach and found the curls at the juncture of her pale thighs. His fingers slid up and down her slit before finally sliding up inside her. She gasped then moaned, arching her hips into his hand, then bucking backwards and feeling her ass press against his huge bulge.
His fingers slid in and out of her wet pussy for several seconds until she felt him pull away, heard him taking off his clothes, and then felt him push her thighs even further apart from behind. A second or two later, the feel of his wet lips searching out her cunt made her squeal in surprise and then whimper in pleasure.
"You also have the right to scream as I eat this white pussy," she heard him say from below her. His strong black hands grabbed her thighs and held her still as he licked at her cunt and pushed his tongue up inside her.
Allison found she couldn't breathe as she realized his tongue was as long as her husband's cock. Slowly, she tried to exhale, but all that came out was a long scream of pleasure as his tongue flicked across her clit. When he found her clit and began working it over, she let out another soft scream and came hard, flooding his mouth with her juices.
His tongue was licking up and down her labia from her clit to her rectum and she was moving her hips back and forth to match each thrust of his tongue. Her belly was undulating as she writhed in pleasure, tossing her head backwards. When he slid his hands up, squeezing her ass, she gasped. Then he slid one meaty finger into the crack of her ass, pressing against her brown hole and she lost it.
Her eyes rolled to the whites, and her fists and toes clenched as he continued to suck on her clit while he fingered her other hole. Zings of excitement whizzed through her brain, sweat broke out on her forehead, and huge goosebumps rose on her arms and neck. Her traitorous body was reacting on its own, flooding her pussy with heat and liquid, preparing her for this man's ultimate invasion. Oh, god, she was actually gonna do this? Worse, she actually craved it and that scared her. She wiggled her hips, trying to get away from that deliciously wicked tongue, but the man's hands holding her thighs were persistent and his hungry lips knew exactly how to drive a woman crazy.
Allison felt her knees begin to buckle as he lapped and lapped at her juices. She felt the stirrings of another orgasm race up her body, spreading from that pleasure point deep in her belly up and down through her limbs as he worked his magic on her juicy cunt. She didn't want everyone to see her come, but she was powerless to stop it from happening again. The pleasure built and built until it escaped on a soft cry of pleasure, as Allison threw her head back again and trembled in helpless pleasure against the wall.



Kent licked his lips as he got one last taste of this sweet white woman's pussy. She was a looker all right, and Jeff hadn't lied about how responsive she was. Jeff had warned Rodney that Allison would need some loosening up before the main event, which is why Kent had been chosen as her co-star. He always worked with the new girls. He was very good at what he did, especially at eating pussy and getting the sluts primed for a fucking, and every woman he'd ever fucked always came back wanting more. He prided himself on his technique and staying power. The movies he made were also pretty popular because he had the thickest, longest dick of any of the men working for Rodney. He was at least four inches wide and almost 13 inches long hard, and the rumor was, all the white men and women who bought Rodney's movies just loved seeing sweet, innocent white pussies take on Kent's huge monster cock. The sight was just too damn fascinating.
Jeff had assured Kent that Allison could handle black cock by now, so Kent didn't plan to go easy on her. Oh, yeah, this bitch would have no trouble taking him, he saw, taking one last lick of her sweet, stretched hole. Now he was ready to get down to business and fuck that sweet cunt!
Allison sensed her anonymous lover--Kent, was that his name?--stand up behind her. He lowered his hands to her hips and pulled her slightly away from the wall, so that her back met his heavily-muscled chest.
"Get ready, baby," Kent whispered in her ear, and then she felt him shift behind her. For the camera, she heard him say, "You have the right to be fucked by a big, black cock."
Her eyes went wide as she felt something large and hard nudging at the entrance to her pussy. She glanced over and saw the cue card. She had a line! "Please...I can't. I'm married. You'll get me pregnant," she read, and then gasped, sending a startled look at Jeff standing by the camera. He smiled and gave her a thumbs up sign.
Behind her, Kent mock growled and said, "It's either take my black cock in that married white cunt or get a life sentence in prison, baby. What's it gonna be?"
Allison's eyes widened as she read her next lines. "Fuck me. Please fuck my married white pussy. Please give me a black babyyyy! Owwaahhhh!" He was suddenly sliding inside her, and he felt huge! Allison remembered feeling a few huge cocks enter her cunt when she was being gangbanged, but her mind had been too drugged then to truly appreciate the sensation. She wasn't even sure any had been equal to the size of this horse cock entering her now. Certainly he was bigger than Jeff, bigger than Derek too. Her mouth opened and stayed open in shocked pleasure as he slowly slid his huge meat up her pussy.
Kent slid one hand up her chest and leaned her back against him as he slid his cock in to the hilt on one easy, smooth thrust. "Ahhhh," Allison sighed, reaching one hand back to grab his hip for balance while the other grabbed his bicep, which held tight to her front. He lowered his hand to her flat stomach and began to rub it slowly, holding his cock still inside her for several seconds as they each savored the feeling of their union. Slowly, he began to rotate his cock inside her, stretching her insides and making her whimper in helpless pleasure.
But Kent knew that the tape was rolling, and there were more scenes to be shot, so he slowly began working his cock in and out of her pussy, feeling her inner muscles grip him each time he tried to pull out. After a few more moments of slow thrusting, her hips following the rhythm of his, Kent began to pound that big dick in and out of Allison's cunt with all of his energy. He lifted his hips away, until he was almost out, and then slammed back into her. Everyone on the set could hear her wet cunt slurping loudly as it succumbed to his onslaught. Allison was hanging on for dear life, one arm pulled up and back, holding onto his neck now while the other still laid claim to his strong, hard hip, which was hammering away at her from behind. Each time he thrust inside her, she felt him hit against her cervix, and she shuddered and moaned, "Oooohhhhh, Yeeeaaahhhhhhh!"
Allison swallowed hard as he began to really hammer his cock in and out of her. She could feel the power of another orgasm building, but she also felt his cock beginning to swell and worried that she would once again be left unsatisfied during intercourse. "Ooohhhh, ooohhhhaaa," she moaned out the same time as the huge black man was making grunting sounds as he picked up his thrusting pace. He slightly bent down getting more of his big fat cock in her tight hole. Belatedly, she remembered that he was supposed to be wearing a condom. Even though she hadn't seen him enter her from behind, she was pretty sure he wasn't wearing one. She hadn't heard him tear a packet or the stretching sounds it would have made as he put it on his oversized cock.
"Ahhhh, uhhhhh, don't cuum .....uhhh, in meeee," she wailed as his cock massaged her pussy walls. Allison was sweating and panting. When they weren't bouncing beneath the frantic thrusts from behind, her breasts were being mauled by his large fingers as he picked up speed. She threw her head back, "Oooohhhhhhh, please, oooohhhhaaahhh!" Her pussy exploded in orgasm over his huge cock pumping faster and faster inside her. Yes! Oh, god, yes! Her stomach trembled and her knees went weak as release stole all of her energy. She would have fallen to the ground if not for the steel arms and thighs bracing her up.
"Ah, fuck!" Kent continued his fast hard fucking, knowing he would spill his seed at any minute now. He savored the full sensation of his climax, feeling his toes curl and all the blood rush to his loins. He grabbed her hair and tilted her head back, not caring at this point if he ripped off the wig, and then thrust his hips forward, shaking her tits as she continued to moan and tremble in his arms.
He slowed his hard ramming pace, grunted loudly, held her tight around her waist and shot his load deep in her pussy. Allison's body still shook in ecstacy as his hot cum filled her slick cunt. At least two or three spurts flooded her hot womb before he remembered to pull out, letting the other spurts shoot his cum on her ass and the back of her thighs for the camera. After a few seconds, he began to slap his now half limp cock across her firm ass as more of his cum dropped onto the back of her thighs. He stepped away from her as Rodney yelled, "Cut! Great job, ladies and gentlemen."
Allison blinked and slowly returned to reality as she heard catcalls and clapping. Her limp, passion-drained body fell forward and she braced herself with the wall, closing her eyes and silently praying for forgiveness at the same time as thanking heaven above for the fuck she'd just experienced. Dear god, what was she becomming? Why did every new black cock make her feel better than the one before?
She felt someone brush something against her and turned to see Jeff standing there holding out a robe for her to step into. Thankfully, she did so, relieved that she could dress and go home now.
"You might want to take a break and go see Marie again before we do the next scene," Jeff said, crushing that hope.
"Next scene?" she stammered incoherently.
Jeff nodded. "Yeah, we have a few more, then you're done."
A few more! Certainly they didn't involve more sex, she reasoned. She didn't know if she'd be able to walk tomorrow as it was, after handling that monster cock up her pussy. Any more fucking like what she'd just experienced and she wouldn't even be able to stand up. Her pussy and thighs were still throbbing as it was.
Jeff led Allison back to the makeup area and smiled as her wig was fixed and fresh makeup was applied to her luscious body. He was very pleased with the way Allison was turning out. Even Rodney had taken a moment to lean over and whisper that she was the hottest fuck he'd filmed in ages, and he couldn't wait to get her in more movies. Jeff knew that Rodney had seen the video of Allison and Lisa and he also wanted them together in a scene. Jeff wouldn't mind seeing that himself, but so far, he hadn't been able to get his hooks into Lisa yet. She'd skipped town on a so-called family emergency the day after the party.
"You ready, baby?" Jeff asked once Marie had finished cleaning up all the cum from Allison's pussy and ass and Allison was looking a little less shaky. Damn. It was too bad there wasn't more time. He'd love a quick fuck to relieve the blue balls he'd gotten watching the show.
Allison let Jeff lead her back to the bedroom set, where Kent was waiting. Allison's eyes bulged when she saw that he was as naked as a jaybird and had a hard-on again. His long, thick cock stood proud against his stomach. Oh god, how had she ever handled that thing in her pussy? And would she have to again?
Rodney came over and began to slide Allison's robe off as he explained the scene, "This is a continuation of the last scene, only in a different position. This time I want you to be up against the wall, facing Kent."
Allison felt dizzy and out of control. Was it wrong to want to continue the scene? Because she did. Oh, god, did she ever. Without putting up an argument, she walked over to where she'd stood before and turned around, facing him and the camera. She lifted a hand, reassuring herself the mask was still in place. She'd gotten a look in the mirror, and she was pretty sure no one could recognize her, even on a close-up. The camera slid into position and Allison found she couldn't quite meet Kent's eyes and found herself staring at his smooth, bare chest instead. She distantly heard Rodney yell, "Action!"
Without any foreplay, Kent reached for Allison and lifted her off her feet, bracing her back against the wall as he stepped between her legs and slid his thick meat inside her still wet pussy. "Oh my god!" she gasped, feeling him stretch her insides in a long, deep stroke full of pleasure. He did hold himself still for a few seconds, letting her catch her breath, before he began sliding his cock in and out of her again. Allison tried one more time to say, "Please wear a-a condom."
Kent simply smiled and leaned down to take her panting mouth in a sexy, eating kiss, thrusting his long, thick tongue into her mouth and sucking on her tongue until she cried out in pleasure, no longer aware that she shouldn't be enjoying this. Allison felt his balls slapping against her ass and wrapped her legs around the back of his thighs, pulling his hips closer on each thrust. She cried out in heat. He started pumping his hips, rocking her up and down on top of him. She braced her hands on his muscular chest and rocked back and forth feeling every inch of that thick black pole clenched tight in her love cave. Oh god. She loved the feeling of him inside her.
Pulling his mouth off hers so they could each breathe, Kent grabbed a hold of her firm, white ass with his big hands and began pushing it up and down, impaling his cock harder into her cunt. Allison's tits shook as he continued pumping her up and down with his massive hips. Allison moaned out with each hard thrust, "Oohhh...oohhhh...aaaahhh."
A movement out of the corner of her eye caught her attention and she looked over Kent's shoulder to see another cue card ready to be read. "Ohhhhh, yeeeaaahh, your huge, black cock is splitting me in two!" she cried out, reading the words with passionate feeling.
She was so close to another climax, Allison began humping back at her black suitor. She felt him pull her away from the wall and slide her to her feet, keeping his cock inside her as they stood facing each other. He lowered his head and bent his knees so he could lick one firm breast, sucking the nipple into his mouth. Allison cried out, feeling a tiny orgasm rip through her belly. Kent lifted his head and sucked her bottom lip into his mouth, licking against her tongue as she moaned. Allison wanted better penetration and went wild, lifting her right leg and wrapping it around his thigh, opening herself to his thrusts. Kent used his hands on her hip to rock her back and forth on his cock until the strain of standing became too much. Lifting her, he picked her up, his throbbing cock still buried to the hilt in her greedy pussy, and carried her to the bed.
This wasn't part of the original "script," but he knew Rodney would have no problem with the direction the scene was taking. Kent would tell him to fuck off even if he did. This wasn't just "acting" anymore. He and Allison were really fucking, and damn if she weren't hot! Her pussy was clenching his cock, trying to keep him inside everytime he pulled out. And she made the sexiest grunts each time he pushed back in. He was having a hard time keeping control.
Kent lifted her thighs and pressed her knees to her chest, angling her cunt upwards so he could lean into her for better penetration. Her naked breasts were too tempting to ignore, so he lowered his head and licked one nipple into his mouth, then did the same to the other. He leaned back so the camera would be able to capture his black snake sliding in and out. She went wild, bucking her hips up into his crotch and grinding her ass against his pelvis. Oh yeah, this bitch was hot. He'd have to get some more of this, he thought as she began spasming beneath him in orgasm again.
Kent was ready to pound her pussy into oblivion and sped up his thrusts, then decided he might as well milk the opportunity for what it was worth. Rolling over, he pulled her on top of him. Allison's head grew dizzy as she grabbed his hard biceps for support . He pulled on her hair, causing her mouth to open, and slid his warm tongue inside for another taste.
Allison pushed away and sat upright, straddling his powerful black body. She felt his huge black hard-on throbbing deep inside her belly as she began to move her hips back and forth, riding him like a bronco. Kent lifted his black head to taste her milky white breasts as they jiggled in invitation above him. He held her tight around the rib cage as he licked her nipples and sucked her tits. Oh, god. Allison was in danger of having another wonderful orgasm. She grabbed the headboard and leaned into him as he continued to suck her tits into his mouth. Her pussy was now drenched as she slid up and down his large, black cock. She cried out in ecstasy, "yes, yes!" as she rode his bucking hips. With a powerful pull, he lowered her all the way down, pushing his cock past her cervix and making her cry out. Allison leaned back to take it all in, bracing her hands behind her as she ground her pussy down on his cock, trying to take as much as she could into her belly. Kent released his hold on her ribcage and put his arms back, griping the head board as he fought to control the churning in his balls. He knew she was his as she frantically started to ride his big black cock as hard and fast as she could.
She could tell he was about to blow his wad when his cock began to jerk uncontrollably against her pussy walls. He grabbed her and rolled her over, fucking her hard. He slammed his cock in deep and fast, sending her body into convulsions once more. Allison dug her nails deep into his back as she experienced the biggest orgasm of her life. "Mmmmmm...oooohhhhh yeaaahhhh....mmmmm." Her screams were too much for Kent; and with one final thrust, he exploded inside of her, releasing a gallon of his thick, hot cum into her womb.
"Ahhhhhh, ohhhuhhhh!!" Allison grunted, feeling his hot seed splash against her womb again. He slumped on top of her and they rested, each trying to control their breathing. She drifted back to earth, lifting her heavy eyelids and shared a kiss of gratitude with her newest black lover as he once again licked his tongue into her mouth.
She heard Rodney yell, "Cut!" and then slowly turned her head to see every man in the room masturbating wildly, their cocks sticking out of their pants while their fists pumped up and down. With a jolt of shock, she saw Marie on her knees giving head to one of the black men standing at the camera. The man's pants were bunched at his feet, and he was holding Marie's head tight to his crotch as he threw his head back and his eyes rolled to the whites.
"Great job," Rodney said, his voice husky with desire. "Let's get ready for the next scene, everybody. Move it!...Hey, Allison, great job!"
Allison felt Kent pull away from her, his slimy cock sliding out of her cunt with a pop, his strong hands caressing her tight breasts fondly as he pulled back and smiled down at her lewd body. When he was gone, she looked over and then Jeff was there with her robe again. Allison lay panting for several seconds, not wanting to move. She could feel Kent's wet cum running out of her pussy and down her ass crack, soaking the sheets beneath her. Her pussy was still spasming. Jeff stared down at her, wanting to fuck her so bad he couldn't stand it. He had every intention of sneaking her into a back room during this next break. They were waiting for Kent to regain his erection anyway. It wouldn't take the hunk long to recover for the last scene, but Allison had really wrung him out this time. Jeff figured he could take a few extra minutes if he wanted.
Jeff wasn't the only one with that thought in mind though. Before he could lead her away, Rodney came over and pushed Jeff out of the way. "Baby, that was great...hey, Jeff, do me a favor and go get me a soda, will ya? Thanks." Jeff knew exactly what was on the old bastard's mind but couldn't say anything. He was getting paid a pretty penny for Allison's work today, so he reluctantly stepped back. But he didn't leave. Not when he saw Rodney as bold as hell, sit on the edge of the bed and start rubbing his hand across Allison's naked stomach as he talked shit about the next scene.
Allison tried to focus on what the older man was saying, but her mind just wasn't in it. She'd just had the fuck of her life, and her eyes kept straying in search of the man who'd given it to her. Kent was no where to be seen, and she wasn't sure if she was relieved or disappointed.
"...So I think I can probably give you a couple of pointers for this next scene," Rodney was saying, and she realized it was his fingers that were sliding into the cum-drenched curls between her thighs. She moaned softly and tried to push her legs together. She glanced around to realize most of the crew was still standing around watching.
"R-Rehearse?"
"Yeah, that way we won't have any problems. I'm thinking of a couple of different ways to shoot this next scene, and I want to try out a couple of ideas." She turned her head and saw that he was unbuckling his pants, and Allison was beginning to come out of the fuck-induced fog she had been in. This dirty old man wanted to fuck her.
"In this next scene, you've been put in jail, but you're given the chance to make a deal. I'm not sure what position I want you in. Not sure if I like you in this position or not," he was saying, crawling between her legs on top of her. She saw that he hadn't taken his pants off, just unbuckled and unzipped them. "I think we'll just try this position and see."
Rodney reached down and pulled his cock out, aiming it for her love hole. "Just keep in mind, baby...oh yeah, that feels good...your cunt's all nice and juicy," he said as he slid his cock along the folds of her slick pussy. "Just keep in mind, you'll do anything not to go to jail. You'll suck and fuck as many black cocks as you have to to be free....oh, shit, yeah, feel that cock?"
Rodney looked down at her hairy snatch with lust-filled eyes, rubbing his cock on her pussy about to take her. He began to push the big head of his smaller, yet respectable cock into her wet pussy. She let out a long sigh as the head slipped inside easy, almost without feeling because he was so much smaller than Kent or even Jeff. The black man jerked his hips forward and pushed his skinny 8-inch black shaft further into her pussy, saying, "Oh, yeah, that's some good shit." Lifting her legs into the air, spreading them wide apart, he started pumping his black cock deep into her hole, smacking her ass checks hard against his pelvis. He stroked inside her ten or eleven times before deciding it was too sloppy to feel anything and began slowing and pulling out, all the while talking to her, saying, "That's good, but I think in this next scene, we're gonna do something different. I know this sweet pussy handled Kent's big cock just fine, but I need to prepare you for this next scene, so..."



"I think you'll be told to turn around and bend over," he instructed, ordering her to do so now. He rolled her over beneath him, and she held her hips up while he stuffed some pillows under her stomach. Allison didn't put up a fight. A part of her was scared not to do as he said now that she realized what he was doing. She was also excited to have another stranger preparing to fuck her. Not knowing what to expect...what would happen...was turning her on. Oh god, what kind of slut was she?
"Yeah, I think we'll do the scene like this," he was saying, and Allison heard the sound of his clothes being pushed out of the way again. Then his hands were on her hips and she could feel the old man as he started rubbing his black cock in between her ass cheeks and across the slick lips of her wet pussy. He reached under her waist and pulled hard on her erect nipples. Allison let out a small whimpering moan as her swollen nipples were fondled erotically.
Allison felt his knees nudge her thighs further apart, and his hands began kneading her ass cheeks. He slid the tip of a finger into her ass hole. He slid it in until it reached his second knuckle and then he moved it slowly back and forth while the other finger slowly fucked her married pussy. Allison dropped her arched body down and started cuming on his finger. "Ooohhhhh...oooohhhhh," she moaned out as his finger fucked her faster.
He slowly stopped fingering her ass and then removed his black cock from her pussy. "Gotta loosen you up for Kent," he warned and started to insert the head of his cock into her tight butt hole.
He held it there waiting for her opening to adjust to its size. Allison was biting her bottom lip and whimpered seductively as the head of his cock was pushed further in her butt hole. She still wasn't used to being butt-fucked, though it wasn't as painful as the first time. Her hands reached for and clutched at the head board above her head, waiting for him to start pounding, but he didn't.
The rest of his thick black pole slid further until his black, course pubic hair brushed the inner sides of her ass checks and she let out a loud, erotic cry, "Aahhhhh." His smaller cock was still tight in her back passage, and the feeling of it sliding in and out was nothing short of erotic. He slid it halfway out and reached around and rubbed his thumb hard on top of her clit. Allison's hips started to jerk up and down as he fed his cock back in her butt hole. He then adjusted his hips and began rotating them in a slow rhythm. "Fuck that black dick, baby....take it. Oh, yeah, fuck it," he was saying in a low, seductive voice.
Something about his tone must have set her off, because as Allison felt his balls rub against her pussy as his cock slid inside her butt, she lost it. She rocked forward and spasmed, and Rodney cried out, "oh, shit!" and began pumping his hips harder. Pretty soon, he was taking her ass for all it was worth. But he'd only come over here for a quick fuck, so soon he held tight on to her thighs, moaned out, and exploded his cum inside of her ass. He then pulled his spent cock from her ass and pushed into her pussy, adding the last couple of spurts to the gallon of cum already inside her. "Mmm, yeah, that was good, baby. You did real good," he continued to murmur, reaching under her and rubbing a soothing hand across her belly. "Yeah, I think we'll do the scene like that."
She felt him pull out of her ass and move away, changing the tone of his voice as he yelled,. "Marie! Get over here and clean her up!"
Allison sighed in relief when she felt Rodney get off the bed and leave her. Distantly, she wondered where Jeff was, but then she turned and saw him standing there, rubbing his exposed cock, looking as though he were considering taking Rodney's place. Marie then appeared, blocking Allison's view of him and she knew the older woman had inadvertantly saved her from another fuck.
"Come on, let's get you into the bathroom," Marie said, and led a naked Allison into the toilet. As Allison sat dow on the commode, she felt at least a quart of cum pour out of her stretched cunt. Marie helped her up--her thighs already felt bruised from the poundings she'd received--and led her back to the makeup area, settling her in the makeup chair. Then Marie was there with a towel, and she slowly began rubbing it between Allison's thighs, soping up the gooey fluid that was still left. Allison had always hated the feeling of a gooey cunt, and she sighed, relieved to be one step closer to clean. She was so focused on her relief that she belatedly realized that Marie seemed to be taking her time rubbing the soft clothe between Allison's legs. Allison opened her eyes and glanced down to see that Marie was licking her lips, her eyes filled with lust as she stared at her hand rubbing against Allison's pussy.
Allison had never had any lesbian tendencies and out of fear quickly pushed Marie away, taking the towel and covering her naked cunt as she said, "I'm not like that. Please don't..."
"Loosen up, sweet cheeks. Besides, you'd better get used to it if you plan to stay in this business," Marie said, shrugging it off. "Here, you'd better get dressed in this. Then we'll fix your hair and face again."
Allison tensed up, but took the black catsuit Marie had tossed her. She slid it on, relieved to be covered again, then she adjusted her wig and made sure the eyemask was in place. She was putting on more makeup when Jeff appeared. "It's time for the last scene."
"Thank god," she whispered to herself and followed him out. Truth be told, Allison didn't want to fuck Kent again--he was probably the best lover she'd ever had, though it shamed her to say so--and she was afraid of the way he'd made her feel and act. She just wanted to put this whole day and mess behind her and get back to her husband. The sooner the better.
Allison felt her face turn red when she saw Rodney, who sent her an evil grin as he gave her a once over when she entered. Her eyes were immediately drawn to Kent, who was once again dressed as a cop. He was standing next to another man, also dressed as a cop.
"OK, Kent, you know what to do....Allison, just follow Kent's lead, OK, baby?"
Allison was glad to do just that. She said nothing when Kent came over, smiled at her and turned her around. A second later, she felt him clamp metal around each of her wrists. 'Don't worry," he whispered in her ear. "Just all part of the act."
Kent let his hand slide down and squeeze her firm ass, smiling as he thought about the ass fucking she was about to receive. "Come on," he said and guided her onto the set that looked like a jail. She obediently followed his every lead as he took her into the cell, sat her down on a bench, and waited for Rodney to yell, "Action." He did, and Kent leaned down and started to take off Allison's eyemask. "Let's see who you really are, baby."
She gasped and tried to squirm away, crying, "No!"
On cue, the other black guy dressed as a cop entered the scene. "Hey, Steel, you catch that burglar?"
Kent backed away and nodded. "Yeah, caught her real good, if you know what I mean," he chuckled, making a crewd gesture by grabbing his crotch. "In fact, I've got her right here. I think she wants to offer me another deal to 'get off'. How about it, baby? You want to get off?"
Allison knew what they expected her to say. This time there were no ciue cards, so she ad-libbed, "I-I'll do anything."
"You hear that, Rock? She said she'll do anything to get off."
"Anything, hmmm? Don't worry baby. We got two hard cocks here, just ready and willing to help you get off."
The guy called Rock stepped over and stood in front of Allison, rubbing his black hand on the side of her face, tilting her head up. Allison swallowed hard as she watched him use his other hand to unzip his pants and free his cock. He reached inside and pulled the hard meat out and though it wasn't as thick or as long as Kent's, it was still impressive, almost 10-inches long and a couple of inches thick.
She felt his hand press against the back of her head, guiding it forward until his dick was aimed straight at her lips. She struggled, wishing he were Kent. She hadn't realized she would have to perform with another man! Slowly, he pushed against her lips until they reluctantly opened. With a sigh of resignation, she started to suck on it, wanting to bring him off fast. He grabbed the back of her head and pushed his cock slowly down her throat. He wasn't as gentle or considerate a lover as Kent had been and kept forcing his cock deeper down her throat until his balls were slapping on her chin. With her hands cuffed helplessly behind her back, Allison had no choice but to participate. She heard sounds and realized she was moaning as she sucked him hard.
"Yeah, that's it, honey, suck my black cock...take it down that throat." He was fucking her mouth in and out as if her mouth were a pussy. Allison was having a hard time breathing, her mouth was so stuffed. Rock was grunting, holding her head to his crotch as he humped her face, then she felt him jerk and start shooting his cum down her throat. Allison gagged as she tried to swallow it all.
Slowly, he slid his dick out of her mouth, leaving a trail of spittle and cum between it and her chin. "You like sucking cock, don't you, baby?" He said fondly, stroking his hand over her hair again. "But now I want to see some pussy."
Allison felt Kent move behind her, then she heard a snipping sound as if he were cutting something with scissors. When Rock pulled at the front of her catsuit and it ripped off easily, leaving her naked, she knew why. He was cutting her clothes off!
"Oh yeah, look at that rack. Baby, you're built like a fucking brick house. Shit," he swore as he ripped the suit off her completely, leaving her dressed in nothing but a wig and the eyemask. "A natural blonde," he observed with happy surprise, leaning over to stroke his fingers in the tuft of hair surrounding her womanhood. The feel of this stranger's intrusive fingers there sent a bolt of excitement through her loins as she squirmed on her seat.
Rock lowered himself to his knees and spread Allison's thighs apart where she sat on the bench. Grabbing her ribcage, he pulled her upper body forward, so he could suck on her large tits. The feel of his thick lips on her milky white breasts drove her crazy. She arched her back and threw back her head, moaning in wicked delight.
Meanwhile, Kent had been standing behind her, waiting patiently for his turn. When Allison threw her head back, he was there to brace her. He slid his hand down her front, squeezing the breast Rock wasn't paying attention to at the moment. Allison's eyes widened when she realized Kent was now naked. She moaned, wiggling her ass forward when Rock began munching his way down her body, leaning her further back so he could have easier access to her pussy. She was almost laying back with nothing to hold her up except Kent's strong arm as he positioned her so that his cock was right at her lips. Allison looked up at the great, big, sexy black man and wanted to thank him for the pleasure he'd given her earlier. She'd never liked sucking cock, but now she wanted to...she wanted to take Kent's big monster in her mouth and milk it dry. Kent, sensing her complete submission, reached down and freed her from her handcuffs.
He placed his fat dick at the entrance to her lips and Allison slid her tongue around the head. She grabbed the base of his big black cock and started to lovingly lick down his long shaft. Reaching below his shaft, she cupped his balls. Lifting them, she sucked on his huge black balls and started the long journey back up his long staff. She got to the top and started to give him the blow job of his life. She swallowed his cock as far as she could down her throat and sucked and tongued him as if his cock were a popsickle. Down below, she felt Rock finger her hungry pussy before lowering his mouth to her drenched fur trap. She moaned in pleasure, wiggling her ass and pushing her hips into Rock's face.
Rock slid his tongue up her pussy and tasted leftover cum. He kept licking at her, trying to clean her out, but was so turned on, he had to reach down and fist his own cock. When he was so hard he couldn't stand it, he pushed his pants down his hips and lifted his shirt out of the way as he lifted up and pushed his proud shaft against her juicy cunt. "Oh yeah," he groaned as he felt himself slide inside her easy. In no time, he was buried to his balls deep inside her.
"Mmmmm....mmmmmm," Allison moaned. "Ahhhh, mmmmm," she cried around the cock in her mouth, feeling the black man between her legs ram himself into her pussy. He used no finesse, gripping her hips and pounding her hard, straining for his own release. Allison tried to hump back at him, but Kent's dick in her mouth was swelling, and she knew he was about to dump a load of cum in her belly. She concentrated on swallowing it when she felt his hips jerk and his hands held her face at his crotch. "Oh baby, get ready," he warned, just as he erupted. Her throat fought to gulp it all down, and she was relieved when he began to pull out until he popped free and began shooting semen all over her face and breasts, coating her in his seed.
"Ahhh, shit!" Rock groaned, pounding her pussy even harder. Allison felt him swell too and knew he was about to shoot his seed into her love nest. Again, she was surprised when he pulled out and began stroking himself with his fist as spurts of his white cum shot out and landed on her chest and stomach, leaving her a complete mess. "Unngghh," he groaned, his fist slowing as the last cum spewed from the head and his cock began to soften.
"Ohhh, mmmm!" she cried when Kent reached down to smear the gooey liquid across her breasts, his fingers brushing against her hard, sensitive nipples.
She kept waiting to hear Rodney yell, "Cut!" but he didn't. When Kent and Rock switched positions, she realized the scene wasn't over yet. Kent wiped the cum from her stomach and chest and stroked it over his fat 13 inch cock and then slowly...oh, so slowly pushed it in to her pink pussy. He inched that big cock deeper into her as she cried in delight. She reached her hand around and grabbed his thigh, trying to help pull him into her completely. The huge cock slid all the way in. "Uhmmmm," she moaned, tossing her head back.
Her head was quickly pulled back by her hair as Rock's long tongue started licking her neck and face, finding her opened mouth and slipping his tongue inside to tangle with hers.. Her hands were moved across her stomach rubbing the cum all around. Her hands were then moved up to her swaying breasts, spreading more of that sticky goo onto her tits.
The 13 inch cock between her firm thighs continued to pound away at her pussy. Allison moaned louder as she started to cum, crying, "Oohhh, oooohhhh gawd, yes!.....ooohhhhh."
Rock pulled his mouth off hers and shoved his cock at her lips again. Allison began sucking hard on the stranger's cock. He lifted her hand up to his balls and she rolled them around in her hand. "Oh, yeah, girl, work that sack." He was fucking her mouth in and out. She pulled away to suck his balls, then took his cock back into her mouth, her hand sliding around to grab his ass and pull him deeper into her mouth. Her finger accidentally slipped into his asshole, and he jerked and moaned in delight and then shot his cum down her throat.
Kent continued to pound every inch of his fat pole into her. Even with Rock's cock still in her mouth, Allison was panting and moaning and she was cuming over and over. "Ooohhh, ooohhh, oooohhhhaaa, yeeeaaahh," she cried out with every pump he gave her pussy. It was too much. Kent grabbed her hips and rocked them, holding his thick member in place. He groaned out and pumped his steaming seed into her throbbing pussy. He withdrew his now semi-hard cock and wiped it in between her slick thighs.
Rock began humping her face again, trying to get hard again. It took a few minutes, but when he was, Allison was lifted and lowered onto her hands and knees on the floor. Rock knelt down behind her and she cried out in surprise when he pressed his thick cock against her asshole. She had been fucked so much today, she was starting to feel numb again. She wanted Kent's cock again...it alone seemed to have the power to pleasure her to no end.
Kent was resting, sitting on the bench as he watched his friend drill his meat into her tight ass. Allison was positioned facing him and she reached up, grabbing his cock and stroking it. He couldn't believe she wanted more of his love meat, but she apparently did. Well, hell, he was glad to accomodate her. He lowered himself to his knees in front of her so she could get to him easier, and she greedily sucked his fat cock back into her mouth, slurping at it as she licked the head and tongued the length of the shaft. Damn, she was getting good at this, he thought, grunting as she reached around and grabbed his asscheeks, pulling him even closer until her nose was buried in his pubes. Damn, this bitch had taken him all the way into her throat!
Behind her, Rock picked up his pace, certain she was adjusted to him in her ass, and started hammering his cock in and out of her brown hole. She was so tight and hot, like a vise around his cock, that he knew he would blow his load soon. But Allison hardly seemed to notice he was even inside her, she was so determined to have her way with Kent again. Everyone on the set was surprised as she pulled her mouth free of his cock, panting, and tried to crawl up Kent to put his cock back in her cunt. She was like a woman possessed as she wiggled away from Rock, dislodging him from her ass, and climbed up Kent's body.
She stroked his huge black member until it was standing straight up. Allison lifted herself to almost standing and lowered herself down onto the hardened cock. She was sitting on his lap, facing him, as his tremendous manhood ravaged her love nest. Kent guided her movements, holding his thick pole as her wet, steaming pussy slid right down on the wide shaft until it was buried deep inside her honeypot. Allison cried out in heat and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, searching for his thick, black lips with her panting mouth. Kissing her deep and hot with his mouth and tongue, Kent started pumping his hips, rocking her up and down as she tried to ground her pussy down on him. Pulling her mouth from his, she braced her hands on his muscular biceps and rocked back and forth feeling every inch of that thick black pole.
"What the hell..?" Rock swore, staring in awe as the white bitch sank up and down on his friend's bigger shaft. His cock was hard and throbbing, aching for the release she'd just denied him. Then he realized she was offering them a prime shot at a double team. She and Kent were grunting, rutting away like animals when Rock positioned himself behind her again. Kent saw what he was trying to do and lowered himself until he was laying flat, pulling Allison with him, her butt now angled just right for penetration from behind. With a groan, Rock slowly sank his meat deep in her ass. He pulled out and his big black hand started to slap across her ass as she rocked up and down on the black cock in her pussy. She moaned out with each hard slap, "Oohhh...oohhhh...aaaahhh."
Soon, Kent grabbed a hold of her firm, white hips with his big hands and began pushing her up and down, impaling his cock harder into her cunt as Rock speared her ass. Her tits shook as the two men continued pumping her up and down with their massive hips.
Allison moaned out with each orgasm as she fucked away on the intruding cocks. Cum slid down her firm round tits and her stomach as she was lifted from that big cock inside her pussy. Kent grunted a warning just before he buried his cock in between her pussy lips, squeezing them around his black pole, and pumped his cock until he came, shooting loads of his cum all around her firm ass and back and all over Rock's thighs and chest.



Rock stroked his big black cock in and out of her ass, feeling himself ready to spew. Allison's eyes rolled back in her head, and she alternately ground down on the now softening cock still in her pussy and pushed back at the rock hard cock in her ass. "Ooohhhhh...oooohhhhh," she moaned out as the cock fucked her ass faster. She was panting and moaning in heat. "Ohhhhaaa, yeeaaahh." she moaned out as her ass swallowed the whole of his big cock. He then grabbed her slick thighs and spread her legs way out and pushed his slick pole all the way in to her.
Rock held tight on to her thighs, moaned out, and exploded his cum inside of her ass. He then pulled his cum spent cock from her well-fucked ass and rubbed it against her slick thighs. Allison felt a small orgasm ripple through her belly and fell on top of Kent as she trembled and tried to hang onto the feeling. But it was gone too fast.
She barely heard Rodney yell "cut!" as Kent rolled her over and pulled his huge cock out of her. His cock had been acting as a plug, and a quart of cum spilled out to the floor between her thighs as he leaned over and gave her a deep kiss in appreciation. "Mmmm, baby, that was great. You've got a bright future in this business. Feel free to drop by anytime for a fuck, even when you're not working."
Allison smiled, glad that she'd pleased him. She was lost in that total fuck-induced haze of pleasure again as she realized a line was forming above her. Every man on the crew was standing over her, fisting their naked cocks. She didn't evcen realize she was lazily rubbing the cum on her body all over her ample breasts and stomach, looking like she was eager for more fucking.
"Mmmmm," she moaned as the first man crawled between her thighs and quickly slipped his average sized cock inside her soaked pussy. She almost didn't realize what was happening, almost as if she'd been drugged again. But she knew, even as yet another stranger emptied his seed inside her womb, that she wasn't drugged. She was just high on passiona nd desire. She lifted lust-filled eyes and watched as a fat man crawled between her thighs, pushed her legs back against her chest and sank his long cock in her well-fucked ass.
Nearby, Jeff stood and watched, awaiting his turn. He figured it was too damn bad the camera wasn't turned on right now because this would surely sell quickly. Not to worry, he thought with a smile. He had a feeling this sweet, married white pussy would be making a lot more films soon. A whole lot more...
****
The conclusion to The Casting Couch coming soon....thanks to everyone for all the input and feedback.
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"Ah, Ah, Uh, Uhh, Uhhhhh, Uhhh, Yes, Uh, Uhhhhh..."
Allison bit her lip and prayed to god the person on the other end of the phone couldn't hear her moaning. She squirmed in her chair and using her free hand, tried to push Jeff's head between her thighs away. Oh god, his tongue was--"Oh god!"
She still couldn't believe his nerve! She was at work of all places! Two days ago she had been transferred from the main reception desk in the front lobby to an agent's private office. Her employers had complimented her on the great job she'd been doing and promoted her to secretary of one of the agency's newer agents. She'd been glad of the privacy the new office gave her until Jeff had walked in half an hour ago to take her out to lunch....or bed, whichever came first.
"I can't," she'd told him firmly. "My new boss is out to lunch, so I have to man the phones until he gets back. He's expecting a very important call."
Besides, she was still too unsettled after what had happened last week--making the porn movie with Kent--to want to encourage Jeff's attention in any way now. What was she saying? She'd NEVER wanted to encourage his attentions! Dammit. She'd been working overtime to avoid him since that day on the "movie set," and had actually managed to put him off completely yesterday. If she stood firm, maybe he would leave her alone altogether!
Just then, the phone rang, and turning her back firmly on Jeff, she answered, "Jerry Colton's office."
Jeff had clenched his jaw and made a decision to teach this bitch a lesson. She thought she could run hot and cold with him, did she? Turning, he shut and locked the door behind him. Allison's eyes grew wide with apprehension as she watched him approach her like a cat stalking its prey. Jeff leaned over her, rolled her chair backwards away from her desk and then slowly, casually shrugged out of his jacket until it fell to the floor behind his feet. She tried to roll her chair away as he took his time getting down on his knees in front of her. Allison looked at him sternly warningly, but Jeff simply smiled and lowered his hands to her knees. With a shove, he pushed her knees apart and slid one hand beneath the hem of her skirt, exploring her bare thighs.
Allison stammered into the phone, "Y-yes, m'am, that's correct" as she tried to push her knees back together.
As seductively as possible, Jeff lifted one of her legs and began slipping her heels off, then started kissing her ankle, shin, knee... gradually making his way up from her knee to the juncture of her thighs. Allison's voice started wavering and her free hand dropped to Jeff's head, holding him still. For long seconds, she held his head there, safely only a few inches from her moist cunt. Smiling, thinking he could have her in a matter of seconds if he wanted--did she really think she could resist him?-- Jeff turned his head and continued to lick her bare thigh, reaching as close as he could to her pussy.
"Yes, of course. I-I will take a note of th-that, Mrs. Hoffman," Allison said and after an obvious mental struggle, had no choice but to release her hold on his head to reach for a pen and paper. Jeff moved in for the kill, reaching up and grabbing her panties and ripping them off in one move even as he spread her pussy lips wide with his fingers. One long finger slid inside her love hole, discovering her slick arousal. Jeff licked his lips and lowered his head, sliding his tongue in slowly. Allison squirmed with unwanted delight and, as his tongue found her clit, she tossed her head back and let out a little scream. As his tongue explored her pussy, she began squirming in her seat, trying her best to hold the phone without embarassing herself.
"Ah, Ah, Uh, Uhh, Uhhhhh, Uhhh, Yes, Uh, Uhhhhh..." Allison struggled to remember what the woman on the other end had said, then realized the woman had to know something was going on here. "I'm soo sorry, Mrs. Hoffman. I'm coming down...with a terrible cold. Please..ah, .excuse me. Ah, god," she gasped, and lay back in her chair, thinking how desperately she needed to get the woman off the phone, or stop Jeff before he gave her away. She couldn't believe she was doing this, letting Jeff eat her out at work, knowing her new boss could walk in at any time.
She struggled to take notes, feeling his long, thick tongue snake into her pussy, and repeatedly lick against her sensitive clit. She barely managed the task before cumming, biting her lip hard as she bit back her moan of pleasure. Leaning forward, pressing the phone tight to her ear with one hand while clutching at the pen and sheets of paper with the other, she felt her hips bucking into Jeff's face as his tongue picked up the pace a little inside her juicy cunt. "Yes, m'am. Ahhhh ha. I will give him the message," she barely managed to say clearly as she struggled to get a grip on the fiery feelings racing through her loins. Reaching down one last time, she tried again to push Jeff's face away from her privates.
Her struggling was only turning Jeff on more, and out of pure meanness, he munched down harder, moving his tongue back and forth from her clit to her pussy, trying to make her scream. The look of concentration on her face was becoming more and more intense as his tongue explored the inside of her vagina. "No, m'am, I'm not sure when he'll be back in the OFFICE!" Her voice raised as she managed to get the last word out. Putting her hand over the mouthpiece, she moaned, "Ahhhhhh, Ahhhhhh, Ahhhhhhh, Ahhhhhhhhhhhh, god, Jeff, that feels so good!"
Allison realized her hips were moving in rhythm with Jeff's tongue now. She was just to the point where she didn't think she could hold back any longer; her face red with lust and strain, her teeth clenched, and her knuckles turning white gripping the phone so hard, when she felt Jeff pull his tongue out of her pussy. With a sigh of mingled relief and dismay, Allison heard the older woman rambling about contracts and a need to speak to Jerry as soon as possible.
Jeff, who had long since freed his cock from his jeans, suddenly reared up and placed his thick, black cock right at the entrance to her exposed white cunt. He gently pressed it against her pussy lips, smiling as she frantically shook her head NO. Lowering himself onto her, pressing his lips firmly against her free ear, not yet entering her with his cock, Jeff whispered, "I am going to fuck you now, baby. I am going to fuck you harder than anyone ever has before, and I'm gonna slip this thick cock in your married pussy while you're talking to a client on the phone!"
Shaking her head no, Allison felt his hands grip her hips, pull her ass to the edge of the chair, and then his cock easily slide into her drenched hole. His balls pushed against her opening a second later, and her hips, betraying her thoughts, began slowly moving back and forth against his pelvis.
"Ummm-hmmm," she murmured into the phone, then covered it with her hand long enough to pant and gasp and say, "Oh god!" before pushing it back under her mouth and lying, "I've...got to...go, Mrs. Hoffman. There's another call."
With a naughty smile, Jeff leaned close to her other ear and suggested, "Why don't you tell her someone's cumming?"
"Ahhh, yes, ah, I'll give him the, ah, message," Allison managed, then barely managed to disconnect the call. Dropping the receiver on the desk, Allison grabbed at Jeff's arms, lying back in the chair and guiltily enjoying his big, black cock inside her. Desperately hoping noone was listening, she released all her pent up screams and moans at once. "Ah, Ah, Yes, fuck me!! That feels so good!! Ah, Ah, Ahhhh, Ahhhhhh, Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!! Oh god, Jeff!"
She wrapped her legs around his hips as he grabbed her blouse and tore it open and then practically ripped off her bra too. Leaning down, his cock pumping in and out of her juicy cunt, he almost swallowed one breast whole between his hungry lips, causing her back to arch and push up into him. Grabbing her hands, he pinned them, palms up, at her sides and began to ride her hard, feeling the chair scoot back on each thrust until it was bumping against the wall with constant thuds. "Ah, Ah, Uh, Uhh, Uhhhhh, Uhhh, YES, YES, Uh, Uhhhhh!" Her moans continued to increase as Jeff's cock pounded in and out of her pussy. He half hoped someone in the next office was listening. The thought thrilled and spurred him on, and with a few more frantic lunges, he flooded her thirsty cunt with long, deep squirts of his potent cum.
He held himself tight to her for a few minutes, letting her trembling muscles milk his cock of every last drop of cum. When he finally pulled back, his cock slid out of her cunt with a sloppy pop, and he smiled wickedly as he pushed his now-limp cock back into his pants. Allison really looked like a white slut, laying there in her chair, her legs spread out, her skirt pushed up to her hips, cum leaking out of her pussy, and her bare breasts heaving as she tried to catch her breath.
He licked his lips, considering another fuck before he left, but she was beginning to realize what she'd done and straighten her clothes. Jeff smiled and laughed, then reached into his jacket and pulled out a small box. He tossed it on her lap and watched the horror spread across her face as she realized what it was.
"A-a home pregnancy test?"
"Shit yeah. Don't you think it's time we celebrated the fact you're nestling my black baby in this fine belly here," he taunted, leaning over to caress her bare midriff lovingly. Allison gasped and immediately pushed him away.
With a laugh, he picked up her ripped panties and bra, considered offering them to her, but on second thought stuffed them into his pocket. "Hope you enjoyed your lunch, baby," he told her, and without another word, he opened the door and left.
Allison watched him leave and felt tears prick her eyes, even as she struggled to pick herself up and redo her blouse. She stared at the pregnancy kit in horror, then quickly pushed it into her purse so no one would see it. But out of sight wasn't out of mind, and she counted the minutes until quitting time with a new apprehension now...
***
Allison hadn't been home from work long when the doorbell rang. She was sure it was Jeff, come to demand another quick blowjob or fuck before he rushed off to teach his latest class. Hell, maybe he just wanted to brag about the pregnancy test he'd given her, and which she'd been too afraid to use yet. Remembering the repercussions this afternoon of denying him, she didn't dare not answer the door. She was surprised to find Lisa standing there instead, looking fit and healthy and slightly tan.
"Oh my god!" Allison cried, and broke down into sobs before Lisa could say one word. The redhead simply closed the door and gathered her fragile friend in her arms, offering a hug for comfort and support.
Once Allison was calmed down, Lisa guided her to the couch, and sat down beside her. "Well, I guess that answers my first question. You've already seen the tape too, huh?"
Allison blinked in shock. The tape? It had been over a week since Jeff had shown her the tape of their gangbang. Since then, she'd starred in a porn movie and been ganged again. And Lisa was only worried about that one tape! God...
"Where have you been?" Allison demanded. "I thought you hated me!"
"You won't believe what happened," Lisa told her. "When I made it home the morning after...well you know...after the party, my boyfriend had been waiting up. He took one look at me, then realized I had another guy's cum in my pussy and went crazy. We had an awful fight and he kicked me out, and the only place I knew I could go was my cousin's in San Francisco. I called in my vacation time while I went there and figured out what I was going to do."
"You could've stayed here," Allison cried, feeling awful for her friend. "Michael wouldn't have minded."
"Yeah, and risk breaking up your marriage when he found out what had happened? I don't think so. You're my friend, Allison. I didn't want to cause any more trouble for you."
She was grateful, despite wishing she could have helped Lisa in return. "Well, how did you see the tape then?"
"Are you kidding? Jeff mailed a copy to my old place. My boyfriend forwarded it to my cousin's, and thank god she didn't open it. There was a nasty note attached from Jeff, saying that he expected me to be 'extra nice' to him so the tape wouldn't 'accidentally' get sent to my bosses. Geez, what a sleeze. I take it he did the same to you?"
Allison nodded, then decided to come clean with her friend. She told Lisa everything, from that first night when Jeff had first seduced her to every dirty experience since. She figured Lisa would get angry and accuse her of dragging her into the mess for no reason. But thankfully, Lisa only looked shocked.
"And I used to think Jeff was a good guy. I am sooooo sorry Allison. If I'd never gotten you to join his class, none of this would have happened."
"I was stupid to fall for his act. But it gets even worse," Allison added. "I think...well, I could be pregnant. I haven't had my period since that first time with Jeff. Oh, god, Lisa, what am I going to do?"
Again, Lisa looked shocked, then rallied around her, trying to look on the bright side. "Are you sure it wouldn't be Michael's?"
"That's just it. If I am pregnant, I suppose there's a slight chance it could be Michael's. I don't know. I just know I can't have an abortion. I can't take that chance."
"Well, you'll have to think of a way to tell him the truth then. After all, we were both drugged that night. There's a good argument for rape there. Surely Michael will understand that. He doesn't have to know about the other times."
"No! He would never understand. Please, Lisa, there's got to be another way. I just want to get Jeff out of my life. Then I'll handle dealing with my husband."
Lisa stared in sympathy at her friend. There was no getting around telling him the truth eventually, especially since the baby Allison was probably carrying was also probably black, but Lisa knew her friend was too emotionally unstable to handle that fact right now. Lisa felt a stab of anger everytime she thought of Jeff taking advantage of Allison's naiveté. He would have never been able to pull any of that shit with Lisa. He sure as hell better not try either.
"Well, when I was in San Francisco, I spent a lot of time reading the papers, trying to find a new apartment and maybe a new job. Anyway, I came across something interesting. Thought you might like to see it." She pulled out a folded cut-out article from the society section and handed it to Allison. "The sick bastard is getting married. Even worse, he's getting married to Tanya Hamilton. You know, the singer? Her dad is loaded too. He owns that huge recording label."
Allison read the piece on the page about Jeff's engagement and felt sick. She'd never even realized he had a girlfriend, the bastard.
"You know what this means, don't you?"
Allison shook her head. Lisa stood up and began pacing. "If he wants to fuck with us, fine. We'll fuck right back. We'll just send that tape to Tanya what's-her-name and see how long she stays engaged to a bastard like him. If that doesn't work, we'll take it to a TV station. I'm sure one of those tabloid news shows would love a piece about her perverted, blackmailing fiancé."
Allison loved the idea of getting revenge, only there was one major problem. "Yeah, but you never see Jeff's face on the tape. You just see his body, and he'll be able to argue his way out of it, I'm sure. Besides, you see OUR faces. I don't want to risk it getting in the hands of people I know."
"Are you sure it doesn't show Jeff's face?" Allison felt her cheeks flush as she nodded. She'd devoured every detail, every scene in the video and knew for certain Jeff was never seen. "Damn," Lisa murmured. "Well, there's got to be another way. What about the, um, you know...the porn flick you made. Is Jeff in it too?"
Allison shook her head, mortified to be admitting she'd had to fuck yet another man. She'd even been expressed a rough cut of the movie yesterday...it was called The Masked Fuck. She had been credited simply as the same (not her real name, thank goodness), and her costars had been listed as Rock Hard and Kent Steele. She hadn't watched it. She'd tossed it in the garbage down an alley, so afraid of what the tape would show.
"Damn!" Lisa continued to pace. She knew there had to be a way to get Jeff out of both of their lives. She was tempted to press rape charges, but Lisa had seen the video, and she knew, even though she'd been drugged, she'd enjoyed what had happened to her. So had Allison. They could hardly cry rape. Going to the police would only cause them both a lot of embarrassment. If only Jeff had been on that video....if only they had some incriminating evidence on him, just as he did on them. And then to think the sick bastard had blackmailed Allison into doing an actual porn flick? To add insult to injury he was now probably going to make a fortune off her, when she did all the work!
Lisa stopped pacing as an idea began to form in her mind. Really, how hard would it be for them to get incriminating evidence on Jeff, and maybe, just maybe, make a little money off of him? He kept tormenting poor Allison with his sexual appetite, so all they'd have to do is set up a secret camera the next time he came over. One last fuck and bam, he'd be gone for good! And maybe they could sell the video--maybe to a porn site or something--and earn a little cash for themselves.
Lisa opened her mouth to tell Allison her idea and then thought better of it. Allison was already on the edge. Asking her to willingly fuck Jeff one more time, and for a camera at that, wasn't something Lisa thought she could do.
Then the idea began to take a turn in her mind. Hell, Lisa was no longer attached, thanks to Jeff, and the truth was, she'd always been sexually attracted to the black man. Under other circumstances, she might have been eager to fuck him, so why not now? Why not in front of a camera? Hmmm, turnabout was fair play, after all, and Lisa could handle the situation much better than Allison could. And she was a much better actress than most people gave her credit for...
"What?" Allison demanded, seeing the wicked smile stretch across Lisa's face. "What are you thinking?"
Lisa smiled and sat down beside Allison. Leaning over, she patted her friend on the shoulder and reassured her, "Everything's gonna be fine. Now let me tell you what we're gonna do..."
***
"Looks like you were right, Jeff. The old man's screwing around on her."
Jeff stared in appreciation at the photos he held in his hand. Allison's husband wasn't as well-hung as he was, but he seemed to know all the right moves, at least this stacked brunette in the photo seemed to think so. Jeff had called in a favor from one of his students who moonlighted for a detective agency, and oh yeah, he'd gotten some dirt on Allison's dear, sweet devoted husband. Jeff had always thought it was damn strange any man would leave a piece of ass as sexy as that one at home alone too much, and he'd figured the guy was playing around. He'd been right. Jeff's friend had caught him fucking some stupid brunette in a motel down by the freeway. They hadn't even closed the blinds, they'd been so eager to rip each other's clothes off. And while the bitch was fine, she was no where as sexy as Allison. Allison's husband must have been blind.
"These will come in handy," Jeff said. "Thanks, man. I owe you one."
Jeff smiled as he filed the photos away in a safe place. He'd started thinking...if Allison was pregnant with his baby and she did get kicked out by her husband, she might as well take the creep for everything he was worth. That way Jeff wouldn't have to worry about setting her up in a love nest somewhere. The key now would be to show her the pictures and get her to divorce the hubby before it was obvious the child wasn't the creep's. Even Jeff doubted a judge would rule in her favor if it was obvious she'd been cheating too, and with a black man at that.



He chuckled as he thought about the phone calls he'd been receiving all week from his friends. Anyone who'd fucked Allison wanted to know when they could have another shot at that married white pussy. Even Kent had called Jeff wanting her details, and that was one fucker who'd had thousands of women. It seemed he was hooked on Allison as much as Jeff was and wanted a shot at her ass this time. Jeff had put them all off though, but he was really considering pimping the bitch on the side. The money she'd earned him from the porn flick had paid for his fiance's engagement ring and would help pay for their honeymoon. Allison's sweet cunt was pure gold, he'd decided, and best of all, he owned it.
He was just about to leave and make a stop by her house for another quick fuck when the phone rang again.
"Hey, Jeff. Bet you'll never guess who this is."
"Lisa! Where the hell have you been?" All his attempts to find her had been unsuccessful. He'd been about to resign himself to only having Allison in his bed and quite frankly was delighted to know he might have another chance at Lisa too. Especially since his fiancé was out of town for a few days.
"You shit...my boyfriend was pissed when I got home after that damn party you threw. I got kicked out and had to go stay with someone for a while. But now I'm back, and I got your tape. I only have one question...what the hell do you want? I can't let anyone see that tape, Jeff."
Jeff chuckled evilly. "You know what I want. I want some more of that sweet pussy. But this time I want you sober and enjoying it...not that I think you didn't enjoy it last time," he added cruelly.
"You fucker," she swore. "All right, fine. What choice do I have? When are we supposed to do this then?"
"So eager already?" he taunted. "All right, baby. Here's the game plan. Tonight...you can come to my class and we'll seal the deal afterwards. Sound good?"
There was a slight pause, and then she said, "I was hoping we could do this at my place. I don't want to risk anyone finding out about it at the theater. Besides, you're whacked if you think I'm coming to your class again."
"You got a new place already?" he thought about it. "OK. Give me the address." She did, and he said, "All right, I'll stop by tonight after my class. Why don't you put on something sexy for me while you wait. Oh yeah, and make sure Allison is there too." He blew her a kiss and then laughed when she let out a string of swear words.
He disconnected the call, feeling like the king of the world.
***
"Everything is set up then," Lisa concluded, checking out the apartment one last time.
Her friend was out of town for a couple of weeks, so Lisa was housesitting until she found another place to live. She'd figured the apartment would be perfect for their plan. Her friend, Rick, was a real playboy, a musician with loads of money and kinky too, which meant she would have everything she needed at her disposal. Rick was also loyal and still half in love with Lisa after a brief fling a few years ago.
Across the room, Allison worked the controls on the hidden cameras and zoomed in on the most likely places Lisa and Jeff would do it. She had been surprised when Lisa had showed this apartment to her--aparrently this Rick person was into kink and had hidden cameras already set up in his bedroom, bathroom and living room, and then had a private screening room that monitored the action. The equipment wasn't your typical home video equipment either. Lisa had said Rick had once dabbled in independent film making before becomming a musician, and these cameras were top of the line, high quality. Good, Allison thought. She'd checked and every possible angle was covered, and the picture was as clear as a bell. By the end of the day, there would be no doubt that Jeff was fucking other women when they confronted his fiancé with the video they were about to make.
"How do I look?" Lisa demanded, striking a pose. She was dressed like a slut, in the sexiest white lingerie she'd been able to find. A see-through lace bra and panty set was nothing next to the stockings and high heels she wore. But the real shock was seeing Lisa wearing the dark wig and sexy white eyemask. She looked eerily like Allison had in her costume for the porn movie.
Allison's eyes were wide as she considered her friend. "Uh, you look great. But are you sure about this? Are you sure you wanna do this?"
Lisa was positive. She secretly wanted Jeff's big, black cock again and didn't mind the opportunity to exact some revenge at the same time. But she told her friend, "Trust me, I'm fine. After today you won't have to worry about Jeff. Neither of us will."
Allison breathed a sigh of relief and glanced at her watch. "I hope he gets here soon. I've got to be at the party in a little over an hour." Her new boss had invited her to a company party tonight as a favor to keep his wife company while he networked. Allison was looking forward to going to a big, Hollywood party and possibly mingling with some big stars. She wished Jeff would hurry so she could explain she couldn't stay.
It wasn't too much longer when the doorbell rang.
Jeff's eyes about popped out of his head when Lisa opened the door and leaned against the doorjamb while he took in his fill of her. Holy shit! His eyes went straight to her tits, pushed up high in a sexy white bra before traveling down her bare midriff to the brief bit of lace covering her sweet pussy. He felt himself get hard just looking at her.
"Well?" she asked, sounding pissed off. "Is this sexy enough for you?"
He remembered his offhand comment about her wearing something sexy while she waited on him and smiled. He hadn't expected her to actually do it. When he looked at her to make some smart ass comment in return, he got something of a shock, seeing her wearing a similar getup to what Allison had used while making the movie. The mask, the wig..."What the fuck?"
She shrugged. "Come on in." She moved over to the kitchen and opened a bottle of wine, waiting for him to follow. Jeff was checking out the expensive penthouse when he spotted Allison, sitting nervously on the sofa, looking as fine as he'd ever seen her. Shit. She was dressed to impress in a sexy red slip dress, her lips painted red, and her hair curled and falling past her shoulders. Damn, he was already hard just looking at these two sexy bitches.
As he walked over to join Allison, Lisa was explaining the outfit she wore, "Allison told me about the movie she made and what she wore for it. I figured you would get a thrill if I dressed like that too." It was weak, Lisa knew, but she figured Jeff wouldn't pry too hard into the explanation. As long as he didn't realize she didn't want her face to be recognizable on the video, she didn't care what he believed. Moving to join them, she handed him a glass of wine, and added, "Besides, I'm up for a role and I thought I'd use this opportunity to practice for it. I figured you wouldn't care, being the pervert that you are."
Jeff considered her and figured he didn't mind the mask and wig. It was sort of exciting. It reminded him of Allison getting fucked hard by Kent and how much he'd wished he could fuck her too that day. Here was his chance, in a weird, kinky sort of way.
"That's cool. What's the role you're up for that you need a mask like that?"
She'd made up a lie with Allison's help and told him, "It's a TV show about a group of female super heroes. Sort of The X-Men meets Wonder Woman. What do you think?" she asked and struck a pose.
He smiled. "It's doable. Very doable," he stressed, and without any more preamble reached for his belt buckle. "Now why don't you get over here and do me, Wonder Woman?"
Lisa watched him undo his pants and decided she'd better get the show on the road. After all, the videos were recording already. But Allison should have been long gone by now...
Looking panicked, Allison sprang to her feet. "I have to go! I have a party I have to be at for work. I just wanted to stay and tell you myself in case you didn't believe Lisa...hey!" she gasped when he grabbed her wrist, refusing to let her get more than a few feet away.
"Hold on, sweetcheeks," he said, automatically pulling her to him and guiding her hand to his zipper. "What's the rush? Surely you can spend a little time with us before you have to leave. Besides, haven't you ever heard of being fashionably late? It's all the rage in Hollywood."
"I--uh," Allison shot an anxious look toward Lisa, who also looked uncomfortable with the way things were shaping up. Jeff's hand over hers was slowly guiding her fingers to lower his zipper, even as his other hand groped for her breast beneath the silky material of her dress.
"It's for work, Jeff," Lisa rushed to defend. "If she shows up late, she could lose her job."
"Relax, I promise I won't make a mess," Jeff drawled with a smile, looking the two women over as if trying to decide which morsel to enjoy first. Slowly, he sat on the sofa, leaving his cock standing out of his loosened pants, and told Allison, "Come here, baby." With a tug, she landed on top of him, her knees finding the edge of the sofa on either side of his. "Lisa, get on your knees and suck this black cock."
Before Allison could react and remove herself from his lap, Jeff had tugged the straps of her dress over her shoulders, baring her naked breasts to his gaze. Grabbing her by the waist, he tugged her forward, latching onto one breast with lips that were eager to devour her milky white flesh. "Oh my--uhhhh!" she moaned at the unexpected assault on her senses.
Lisa realized things were quickly getting out of their control. Allison's face would be clearly recognizable on the video--Lisa figured they'd just have to edit out certain parts--and Jeff seemed in no hurry to let her leave. He was a sick bastard if he thought he could manipulate them into a quick threesome before she did leave, but what could they do..?
When he realized Lisa had made no move to participate, he pulled back long enough to warn her in a threatening tone, "On your knees..."
Lisa figured she didn't have much choice. With a resigned sigh, she lowered herself to her knees in front of his spread legs and reached for the long, black cock resting against his stomach, between Allison's spread thighs. Grabbing it with both hands, Lisa pulled it toward her mouth, telling herself the sooner she got him off, the sooner he might let Allison go.
She'd only been sucking him for a few minutes, long enough to get him as hard as a rock, when he said, "Ah, yeah, that's good, baby. Do me a favor and move Allison's panties out of the way, will ya?"
Allison gasped and began squirming, and Lisa didn't know what the hell to do. Without thinking, she reached up and helped Jeff push and tug Allison's brief bikini bottoms until they were halfway down her thighs. "Thanks, baby," Jeff said, then shocked Lisa even more by saying, "Now why don't you get that pussy nice and ready for my big cock with that sweet tongue of yours."
That was it! Allison had every intention of jumping off of his lap and leaving, with or without his permission, but his hands gripped her hips even harder and pulled her so close to his front that she was helpless to move. Then Jeff's thick lips were on hers, his tongue pushing past her lips and tangling with her own, leaving her momentarily bewildered. One of Jeff's hands slid down Allison's delicious backside and held tight to the back of her thigh, keeping her spread open and pressed tight to his front.

Lisa had never gone down on a woman before, and she sure as hell wasn't a lesbian, but she knew what Jeff wanted. She was trying to think of a way to distract him from the idea--maybe if she sucked his cock again?--when his hand left Allison's thigh to grab hold of Lisa's hair, tugging her forward. Before she knew what she was doing, her nose was pressed hard against the damp folds of Allison's pussy. She gasped, and the movement caused her lips and hot breath to brush against Allison's engorged clit. Oh, god, Lisa thought, detecting a new taste on the tip of her tongue. She licked her lips and considered the difference between pussy juice and cum, wondering what she could do to get them out of this one. Nothing, she realized, suddenly defeated and yet curiously aroused. They were screwed, she thought, deciding to go ahead and try it and see what happened. Slowly, she darted out her tongue and started licking up and down Allison's exposed slit.
"Ohhhhhh myyyyy godddd!" Allison screamed, tearing her lips from Jeff's, coming hard beneath the taboo feel of her friend's tongue on her slit. She couldn't believe another woman was...Oh god! This wasn't right. This was soooo not right, she told herself, squirming as Lisa's tongue teased her clit with tiny nibbles. But oh lord, it felt sooooo good!
Jeff was also squirming, hard to the point of pain. He reached around and grabbed for his throbbing cock between Allison's thighs, trying to guide it to her honeypot. Pulling back, Lisa watched in drugged fascination as his massive cock grew even bigger. Something primitive overcame her, and almost in a trance, she found her hand reaching out to help push Allison's dress up out of the way and aim the rigid, black pole straight at Allison's hole. She continued to watch in awe as Allison's pussy lips spread out and swallowed Jeff's black cock whole. She'd never seen anything like it in her life.
Allison felt Jeff's cock enter her and cried out, still squirming, wiggling her hips, and trying to dislodge him all at once. Instead, her movements had the opposite effect, sending bolts of pleasure shooting up her loins and through her tummy while easing his entrance into her body. She heard herself moaning, even as Jeff tried to thrust his tongue down her throat again. With one shove, he slid all the way inside her warm sheath, groaning in sweet pleasure as his cockhead poked against her cervix. Slowly, he pumped his hips up into hers, leaning forward to take one pouty nipple between his thick lips. He ran his tongue around the tip and sucked on it as he picked up speed pumping his black meat in her white pussy. All too soon, he felt himself grow bigger and jerk and throb, and warned Lisa, "Get ready, baby. We don't want Allison to have a mess between her legs, so your mouth is gonna have to take this load for her."
Allison threw her head back and cried out when Lisa's lips and tongue sought the spot where she and Jeff were joined. Jeff, too, cried out at the unexpected pleasure, and barely managed to pull out in time for Lisa to swallow his cock. Lisa took him deep even as he began to spew his hot seed into her mouth. He bucked his hips up, fucking her face as she managed to swallow his cum without spilling a drop.
"Mmmm, mmmm, yeah, baby, suck that cock," he moaned as she swallowed it all. Allison was draped across his front, drained, and stunned more than anything he suspected. Slowly, he pushed her away from him and said, "OK, you can go now. We'll just plan for you to return the favor to Lisa next time."
"But I--I...oh god," she moaned and quickly fixed her clothing. Grabbing her purse, she rushed out of the apartment, unable to look her friend in the face.
Lisa heard the door slam behind her friend and felt all color drain from her face. She couldn't believe what she'd done. Worse, she couldn't believe she'd liked it. She couldn't help but wonder if it would feel good if Allison ate her out too. Dammit, what was Jeff turning them into? She wasn't a lesbian. She would never..!
Jumping to her feet, Lisa decided she needed a drink. Something hard and heavy, something that could chase such thoughts from her mind. Jeff watched her get up and walk away toward the kitchen and told her, "I've got to piss. Where's the bathroom, baby?"
"Over there," she told him, downing a shot of whiskey in one gulp. She fixed herself another one, then another, as Jeff disappeared from the room. When he returned, she was beginning to feel no pain. She turned and stared at him, surprised to see he was fully dressed again. This time she poured herself a fresh glass of wine and drank from it. Jeff watched her, realizing she was getting herself drunk. Good. He liked a pliant woman.
He took a minute to glance over the place, wondering how she'd managed to find such an expensive place on such short notice. Hell, she was probably shacking up with some poor, unsuspecting fool again, he figured. "Nice place you got here," he said sociably. Then shrugging, he turned and smiled at her. "Now why don't you stop fucking around and show me the bedroom?"
"Bedroom?" she repeated, looking dazed.
"Yeah, you know--the bedroom? The place people usually fuck?" he taunted, and with a gloating smile moved his hands to undo his pants again. Hell, he should have undressed in bathroom, he realized.
"Fuck?" Lisa repeated, both looking and sounding drugged. Then it began to sink in. She remembered the video cameras and why she was doing this. Showtime! she thought somewhat sarcastically and studied Jeff as he unsnapped his jeans.
With a sexy swagger befitting of any super vixen, Lisa lowered her glass of wine and strutted over to Jeff. Gripping his hands, she pushed them aside and slowly lowered his zipper the rest of the way herself. Keeping her eyes on his, she slid her hand down inside his briefs until they found the hard steel of his manhood. Lovingly, she cupped his balls, then stroked his cock, saying, "Well, well, you're already hard again? Hmm, well you've got me where you want me.. Is this what you want me to do?"
"More," he said simply, then groaned when her fingers found his sack again and gently squeezed it. "More?" she repeated, smiling sexily, knowing she both literally and figuratively had him by the balls. "You mean like this?"
Lisa slowly tugged him forward by his cock, again guiding him over to the sofa facing one of the secret cameras. Pushing him backward onto the cushions, she lowered herself to her knees between his legs. "Bet I can make you cum faster than a speeding bullet this time," she taunted seductively, working his pants over his hips to give her more freedom to work.
"Now, now," he chided, lifting his hips to help her get rid of his pants. "You must have a short-term memory, sweetheart. I've got incredible staying power, or don't you remember how long and hard I fucked you?"
"Oh, yes, I remember." With a secret smile, thinking of the payback she would soon get, Lisa slid her fingers around the thickness of Jeff's cock and pulled it away from his stomach. She lowered her lips and licked around the helmet head, not taking her eyes off of his. "And I'm remembering when Allison was here. I remember how good this cock felt in my mouth just before you slid it in her pussy."
Jeff groaned when Lisa's wet lips slid around his cock, sucking him into her mouth again. She licked her tongue along the length, then swallowed it and began bobbing her head up and down on it, sliding her tongue and lips along the velvet pole.
Jeff leaned back against the cushions and moaned, loving the feel of her blowing him. Allison was a good cocksucker; hell, so was Tanya, his fiancé. But Lisa was something else altogether. This bitch was probably born with a cock in her mouth.
Her mouth opened wide and enveloped his large cock head, then she started moving it in and out of her mouth. She pumped its shaft with her hand as she licked its tip with her tongue and lips. Slowly, oh so slowly, she removed her hand and pressed her face to the very root, letting it slide all the way down her throat. Then she reached up and held onto his hips and fucked her lovely face back and forth onto the rigid pole.
She brought him to the brink in no time and he bucked his hips up when she worked him close to orgasm. His whole cock was in her mouth and down her throat and he thought he'd died and gone to heaven. But just before he was about to shoot his load, she pulled back and asked, "Like that?"



"Oh yeah, baby. Finish me off. Suck that black dick. Ummm, oh yeah."
"So I suck cock good?" she asked, teasing him by licking and sucking the head again before pulling away and then doing the same again.
"Mmmm, oh yeah, baby."
"Better than Allison?"
"Oh yeah."
"Better than your fiancé? What's her name? Tanya?"
"Mmmmm. Way better than Tanya," he groaned, bucking up as she engulfed him one more time. He was about to shoot when she suddenly pulled away completely and stood up. He watched in a combination of disbelief, frustration and anger as she simply walked away from him, saying, "I need another drink. I'll be right back."
What the hell? Jeff felt his throbbing cock jerk in need and couldn't believe she hadn't finished him off. He was so close to shooting though, he fisted himself and groaned in frustration. Lisa had walked over to the breakfast bar separating the kitchen and living room and lifted another glass of wine to her lips, smiling like the tease she was as she watched him stroke his cock himself. Screw that, Jeff thought. He moved to his feet, determined to have her finish him off. As he walked to where she was, he tugged his shirt over his head, leaving him completely naked now.
Lisa began to squirm at the way Jeff was looking at her. She had a feeling she'd teased him too far, but really, she'd gotten all she needed on tape to go to his fiancé, and somewhere between helping him fuck Allison and giving him a blowjob, she'd lost her nerve to take this any farther. She slid backwards onto one of the bar stools at the counter and watched Jeff approach her like a panther stalking his prey, his hard cock sticking straight up, proud and aggressive. Then she gasped when Jeff suddenly reached out and pulled down hard on the white straps on her bra, letting her modest breasts pop free as he dragged the material down, eventually tugging it so hard, the clasp broke and it fell free from her body completely. Then he reached down and did the same to her panties.
Then Jeff pushed Lisa back on the bar stool and slid his hand in between her thighs.
"Open them up wider, slut," he instructed. Knowing she no choice but to see this through now, she leaned back, spread her thighs open and hooked her ankles around on the bottom of the bar stool. Her sweet, pink love hole was now totally exposed as Jeff started rubbing his fingers over her pussy lips, spreading them open and teasing her clit. Lisa jerked as a finger was pushed into her hot, tight pussy. "Ahhhhhh!"
Jeff took his free hand and stroked his cock, groaning with the need for release even as he took his wet fingers and rubbed his pre-cum across her tits and all over her chest. His fingers in Lisa's wet pussy moved faster until he pulled them out and spread her own juices across her chest, mixing their juices. She trembled, on the brink of orgasm herself.
She laid herself back against the front of the wooden bar and moved her hand to finish what he'd started. She spread her legs wider, and pushed her hips up, seeking her familiar fingers to ease the ache in her belly. But Jeff brushed them aside. Her legs were still spread. She was panting and breathing heavy, straining for release, just as he was. Jeff knelt down and ran his tongue along her soaking pussy. Damn, he realized. Giving him head and watching him fuck Allison had made her just as wet as it had made him. Or maybe it had been eating another woman that had gotten her so wet? He reached down and stroked his cock one more time before standing and pointing it at her gaping hole. He needed to cum. He desperately needed to cum, but he'd be damned if he did it all over himself. He'd do it in one of her holes, and since her pussy was the most available...
Slowly, he pushed the head of his big eleven-inch cock into her, feeling himself begin to spurt as soon as he pushed the head into her channel. Lisa moaned out as her cunt lips spread open, wrapping around the head of his cock. He grabbed her silky thighs and spread her legs way out as he began to slide his slick pole all the way in to her. Lisa felt his cum shooting into her and lost it. She threw her head back and moaned loudly, the wet, erotic feeling triggering her orgasm and adding her own juices to his.
"Ahhhhh," moaned Jeff as he kept pushing into her, feeling her muscles milk his cock for all it was worth. He didn't stop until his spewing cock was pushed all the way inside her womb, where it continued to jerk and spasm as it emptied his seed in her belly. Holding her hips, he ground his crotch against hers, moving his hips in a circular rhythm even as his toes curled and his body strained for that second of final release. When it came, he collapsed on top of her, leaning over her trembling body against the counter. For long minutes, the only sound in the apartment was their heavy breathing as they struggled to regain their composure.
Finally, Jeff asked, "Are you on the pill, baby?"
Lisa remembered what Allison had told her and figured that he got a thrill from trying to impregnate white women. She didn't lie. "Of course I am."
"Too bad," he said, pulling back into a standing position between her thighs, his softening cock still throbbing inside her pussy. Now that he'd found release, Jeff was ready to enjoy her body to his heart's content. Licking his lips, he stared down at her half naked form. He lifted his hands to her breasts and began kneading them, tweaking her nipples and making her cry out in pleasure. For a long time, he just played with her breasts, even feasting on them with his mouth every once in a while. Finally he decided he wanted her as naked as he was. He leaned back and lifted one silky, white leg over his shoulder. He began rolling down the stocking in a display that was incredibly erotic to the woman beneath him. He did the same to the other leg and Lisa moaned, watching his black fingers clash with her milky white skin as he undressed her.
Finally, he had her as naked as he was. He'd briefly pulled his cock out of her to remove what was left of her panties, but he slowly lifted his hardening cock to her hole and pressed the head back inside her.
"Ohhhh, yeeaaahh." Lisa moaned out as she took him in. No doubt about it, she was as horny as hell, after being stripped and still feeling him tight and warm inside her the whole time. Her eyes grew wide as she felt every inch of his big cock go in again. Jeff would push so far before stopping and rotating his hips, letting her feel every inch in her pussy as it explored places no man ever had before.
This went on for almost twenty minutes until he picked up speed. His pelvis slapped up against her inner thighs as he began ramming her with his meat. Lisa whimpered and cried out as she held on tight to the sides of the bar stool as he fucked her harder. "Ooohhh, ooohhh, fuck, yeeaahh," she cried out with every pump he gave her pussy.
Jeff started pumping his cock hard into her causing the front legs of her bar stool to rise off the ground. He realized she was so drugged by the pleasure of his black cock that she would let him do anything now. He slid his throbbing manhood out of her sopping, wet pussy, pulled her up from the bar stool and kicked it out of the way. He whipped her around, placing her hands on top of the bar.
Before she realized what was happening, Jeff grabbed her by her waist and pulled her hips back, sticking her ass up in the air. He slid the head of his cock up in between her tight ass checks. Lisa cried out as the size of his cock began to stretch her ass hole open. "Awww, fuck," she cried, tossing her head back and moving her legs further apart so he could shove all of his cock up her ass. She knew she'd been fucked there in the video, but she hadn't remembered how uncomfortable it could be when you first got going. She cried out in moans and swear words as he slowly drilled into the hole of her round, tight ass. She bit her lower lip as he pushed most of the way inside, then began slowly pumping his hips back and forth against her. She moaned, startled by the growing pleasure she was feeling. It was starting to feel good now, oh so good.
"Yeah, slut. You like that big, black cock up your ass, don't ya?" Jeff murmured, grabbing hold of her hair and pumping her harder from behind. She bent herself further down to take him all in. Reaching between her legs, her fingers sought her clit and slid across her soaking wet cunt. Then her pussy burst in orgasm and she pushed herself back from the rim of the bar and starting fucking him back. He held on tight to her hips as she began pushing back on his thick black cock. "Oh, fuck yeah, Lisa," he groaned, feeling himself approach orgasm again. She proved to be too much for him. When he came, he ground his pelvis against the cheeks of her ass making sure she felt him spew inside her bowels. Lisa cried out and began trembling, her own orgasm wracking her body in waves.
A few minutes later, when he pulled out of her, she fell to her knees, panting like a bitch in heat. Finally, she turned lustful, devoted eyes up toward him, lifted herself, and grabbed hold of his cock, stroking it lovingly. There was an unholy gleam in her eyes as she met his gaze, tugged him away from the bar, and said, "Come on, big boy. Let me introduce you to my hot tub."
***
For about the hundredth time, Allison glanced down at the wristwatch on her hand, wondering if Lisa had gotten what she needed from Jeff yet. Sighing, she glanced around the room, figuring she might as well focus on something else for a while. Her boss had disappeared some time ago with a budding starlet, and the newly jaded Allison had her suspicions they weren't exactly going off to discuss a new project. Not to mention, she was beginning to understand why Jerry had invited Allison along. Not just to keep the woman company, but to keep her distracted as well.
She glanced around the room, noting that she'd never set foot in such a house her entire life. It belonged to one of the richest producers in Hollywood. She turned to Helen--her boss's unfortunate, much younger wife--and forced a smile. "Are you hungry? I couldn't believe it, but I saw what looked like a restaurant in that big room when we came in, in case you'd like something to eat."
Helen, a very pretty, very petite blonde herself, sighed and said, "I suppose so. These parties are so boring, not to mention completely outrageous. I mean, why would someone have a restaurant in their home? It's stupid and wasteful. Jerry's such a prick to think this guy is such a philanthropist."
Allison wasn't about to pry into Jerry and Helen's relationship. She was hardly a paragon for marital virtue these days, after all, but she did feel an ounce of sympathy for the other woman. She and Helen had hit it off right away, just as Jerry had said they would. Helen had briefly explained that she'd told Jerry she'd accompany him to these parties on one condition--that he didn't leave her alone the entire time like he always did. And since Helen didn't have any close, or even casual friends in the business, Jerry had thought to invite Allison to keep Helen company and help him promote the agency while he networked.
Allison thought the arrangement very odd but didn't say so. She was just happy to be here, stargazing, and more importantly, away from Jeff.
They hadn't been sitting long, eating a nicely prepared dinner in a large room that had indeed been set up to resemble a restaurant--waiters and all--when Allison realized Helen was getting a bit tipsy from the wine she was drinking. The other woman was freely giving away secrets about how she and Jerry had met. Helen hadn't been the least bit impressed by his wealth, job or status, and so that of course had made him want her all the more. Eventually she let herself give in and had fallen for the guy.
"You'd think that would have been it, but no, oh no, the bastard wanted me as his trophy wife. He loves bringing me here to show me off, but he's also secure knowing I won't screw anyone else, no matter how handsome, how rich or how famous they are, because I actually have morals and meant it when we said our vows. What's worse is he must think I'm an idiot if he thinks I don't know what he gets up to at these parties," Helen began to slur as she grew more passionate in her speech. "Let me ask you, Allison. Have you fucked my husband? It's OK if you have, I just want to know."
Allison blinked and said, "Of course not. I just work for him, that's all."
"S'OK, then. I like you. You and I could be good friends. Someday maybe I'll take the bastard for all he's worth and then make you his boss, what do you think of that?"
"I think you've had too much to drink," Allison said pointedly, grabbing the almost empty wine bottle before Helen could pour herself more. "Let me go get you some coffee to clear your head. OK?"
Helen said nothing, just frowned as Allison got up and went in search of someone to serve her coffee. She hadn't taken more than ten steps when she heard a familiar voice call out her name. Oh, god! She turned and looked at the tall, devilishly handsome black man with a wild, shocked look in her eyes.
"Hey Allison, what a coincidence!" Kent Steele greeted, moving up close--too close, she thought--and sliding his hand along her waist until it rested on the small of her back. "Are you here with your agent too? Trying to get some recognition, huh?" He laughed in delight at seeing her again. "This is so awesome! I've been wanting to see you again, but I never thought we'd meet here of all places."
"I--I, uh, need to find some coffee," she murmured, before brushing his hand away and demanding, "What are you doing here?"
"Relax, baby. You know how it is. I'm here just like you, trying to get a decent role in a real movie."
"You were invited? Here?" She couldn't believe it. She didn't want to believe it, even as she saw the black guy he was with step up and offer her a wolfish smile.
"Hey, aren't you that bitch in--?" he began, but Kent's elbow in his stomach cut him off. Then, Kent said, "Allison, this is my friend, Charles Aims. We're both up for a role in Allistar Star's newest action flick. Allison is a friend of Jeff's."
Allison looked nervously at the other black man. Whereas Kent was big and handsome, Charles looked rough and dangerous, and she might go so far as to say he was quite ugly. He had a bald head, crooked nose and a thick neck, and she could easily picture him as a member of a rough gang. In fact, she could picture him in a biker outfit quite well and wouldn't be surprised if he were a Hell's Angel. She knew one thing for certain. If she'd met him in a dark alley at night, she would have instantly run the other way.
"Jeff?" A flicker sparked in Charles' eyes as he surveyed Allison from head to toe, his smile getting bigger every second. "All right, baby. Any friend of Jeff's is a friend of mine....if you know what I mean?"
Allison didn't know what to do. What if anyone here found out she'd been in a porno? She'd lose her job, her husband... Before she could think of anything, she heard Helen calling for her across the room. Helen had obviously finished the one wine bottle and was quickly on her way to finishing another.
"Don't be rude, Allison," Kent said. "Introduce us to your friend."
What choice did she have? Allison walked back to the table she was sharing with Helen and meekly introduced them to the other woman. Helen frowned, seeing Kent's hand settled possessively on Allison's back, then a spark lit her eyes and she smiled, telling Kent and Charles, "Well, why don't you two join us at this table. There's enough room for everyone."
"Don't mind if we do," Charles agreed, delighted. Charles slid into the chair beside Helen, trapping her between his big body and the wall. Allison quickly slid into the chair across from Helen, not realizing her mistake until she was seated. Too late Allison realized she was trapped beside Kent's strong, hard, familiar body, no escape possible. Oh god....
"So are you an actress, Helen?" Charles asked, pouring the woman yet another glass of wine. She giggled and sent him a scathing look. "Hell no. I'm just married to a guy who loves screwing them."
"Uh, Helen's husband is my boss. He's a talent agent," Allison explained quickly, reaching for the wine glass and removing it from Helen's reach.
For the next several minutes, Charles and Kent drew Helen into a simple discussion about movies and Hollywood, and Allison was beginning to relax, thinking they would keep her secret after all. Then she almost jumped a foot in the air when she felt Kent's hand settle on her knee, stroking her bare thigh beneath the table.
She squirmed in her seat, trying to move his hand away, trying hard not to remember how he'd made her feel when they'd made that video. Charles was sitting awfully close to Helen, Allison saw, afraid he was doing something very similar to the other woman. Helen was giggling like a schoolgirl, talking to the rough-looking black actor. Compared to the big black man, Helen looked like an innocent schoolgirl! Allison was not relieved when Charles tried to steer the conversation to sex and black men; Helen also tensed and reminded him she was married.
Kent's hand grew bolder, sliding higher up Allison's leg until her dress was pushed almost up to her pantied crotch. Allison meant to grab his hand and jerk it away, but when his fingers brushed against her silk-covered pussy, she jerked and her hand braced against his thigh instead. Before she could pull it away, Kent grabbed her hand and guided it toward his zipper, even as other his fingers were burrowing beneath the elastic of her panties.
"...isn't that right, Allison?"
She blinked, trying to focus on what Charles had asked. She was squirming and trying to dislodge Kent's fingers from her pussy as she answered, "Uh, I, uh....yeah, that's right."
Charles smiled and turned back to Helen. Helen, too, was squirming in her seat now and breathing heavier. Allison knew that Charles was fondling Helen's pussy just as Kent was fondling hers. Kent had lowered the zip on his pants and placed Allison's hand inside his pants. She instantly felt that he wasn't wearing underwear, and his cock--that massive, monster cock--was quickly growing beneath her fingers as she tried to wrest it free from its covering. She was glad Helen was drunk enough not to know what Allison was doing beneath the table, but Allison was well aware there were others in the room. Other very important people. She braced herself when Kent's fingers really went to work on her pussy, trying hard not to scream out at the pleasure of his touch there. She was also stroking his cock, but doing a lousy job because she was so preoccupied with what he was doing between her legs.
She was on the verge of orgasm when Kent suddenly pulled his fingers out of her throbbing pussy. She didn't know whether to be relieved or disappointed, but she wasted no time in freeing his hard cock from her grasp. She was sweating, breathing heavy, when she felt Kent brush something against her thigh beneath the table. She sent him a sideways look in reproach, but took the item anyway. At first, Allison thought he'd handed her a napkin to soak up her juices, but after a closer feel, she realized she was holding a slightly damp, silk thong panty.
Helen's!
"Why don't we take a look around this old mansion?" Charles said suddenly, and Allison looked to see that Helen was visibly trembling in orgasm. "I've always wondered what the rich and famous live like."
Under normal circumstances, Allison wouldn't have agreed. But now all she wanted was to get out of the situation she was in, to get away from Kent's hand between her legs, his large body trapping her at the table, the ache between her thighs. Not to mention rescue Helen from the man who'd managed to get her out of her panties in a crowded room!



"Yes, Helen, why don't we?" she asked the other woman, trying to reach for her purse as a signal that they should go.
Helen simply giggled and slurred, "Why not?"
With a sigh of relief, Allison slid out of her seat, intending to couple up with Helen for safety's sake, but as soon as the other woman was on her feet, Charles was wrapped around her like a leech, one arm banded around her waist, pressing her tiny body so close to his big, black bulk. Anyone watching them would naturally assume they were lovers.
"Uh, Helen...?" Allison knew she had to do something to preserve the other woman's honor, especially in case her husband were to make an appearance, but the same that happened to Helen happened to her as well. As soon as Allison was on her feet, Kent pulled her to his side, sliding his arm across her back and gripping her hip with his big, beefy black hand. She was trapped at his side too.
"Relax, baby," he whispered in her ear, his thick lips nibbling at her earlobe as he guided her to follow the other couple. "We're just gonna have a little fun is all."
If Allison didn't know any better, she would have sworn Charles knew exactly where he was going. He guided them up the winding staircase, away from the crowd, and down a long hallway. He paused at every door to open and see what was behind each one, as if he were searching for something specific. They bypassed two small bedrooms and another they didn't check that was obviously being occupied (Allison half wondered if Helen's husband was in there fucking his starlet). They also discovered a bathroom and a storage closet--good lord, this house was HUGE. When they were stopped by two men who were obviously security guards and told to rejoin the party, Allison was relieved.
At least, she was until Kent and Charles manuevered them past the guards and into a room off to the side. Both Allison and Helen gasped at the sight of the large, elegant den they had found. The walls were lined with books--thousands of them--and there was a large fireplace in the corner. On closer inspection, Allison determined that this was the producer's working study. There was a large desk in front of a bay window, and a leather sofa facing the desk.
"Perfect," she heard Charles say. "Plenty of room and privacy in here."
Allison was relieved when Kent released his grip on her until she realized he had moved only to close and lock the door behind them. "Don't want to get caught snooping, do we?" he explained.
Allison swallowed nervously and moved away to inspect the room. She hadn't noticed the row of TVs in the corner and wondered out loud what they were for. Charles laughed and said, "They're security cameras, baby. Hell, why don't we turn them on and see what's going on?"
"If this is the security room, where are the security guards?" Allison asked suspiciously, and Charles laughed and said, "Don't be naive, baby. This rich prick probably uses this setup for his own pleasure, if you know what I mean."
Glad to have something to do, Allison helped Kent switch on the monitors and blinked in pleasant surprise when they were able to see the party going on downstairs. Charles played with the controls and switched from room to room, and they all laughed in startled surprise when he switched to what must have been the pantry and they saw one of the waiters being screwed in the ass by one of the male guests. Allison could hardly believe what she was seeing and was relieved when Charles switched to another scene.
Oh, hell, she thought and cringed when the camera picked up part of the garden. A few guests were mingling on the patio, but just behind some bushes and in the corner frame of the TV was obviously Helen's husband, bent over a scantily clad woman, his cock sliding in and out of her cunt from behind.
"Damn, look at that mother fucker go!" Charles laughed, unaware of Helen's shocked, furious gaze on the TV screen. "He's gettin' him some pussy tonight. I bet you ten to one that bitch isn't his wife either."
"She's not," Helen said tautly. "I am."
"Aw, damn," Charles swore, quickly changing the screen to another room. But the damage was done, and Allison ached for the other woman. She moved to comfort her, saying, "Helen, I'm sorry. I can only imagine how you must feel. If my husband ever--" she swallowed. "Well, I'd be devastated."
"That bastard," Helen spat. "He thinks he can fuck around?" Then she erupted into sobs, covering her face with her hands as she cried like a beaten child. Allison quickly tried to comfort her, pulling her into her arms and murmuring words of reassurance. They only seemed to make Helen worse though, so Allison didn't protest when Charles stepped up to try his hand. "Let me," he told Allison, and she moved away so he could pull Helen into an embrace.
"There, there, baby, he don't deserve your tears," Charles crooned, and Helen started to calm a little. "Yeah, that's right. Save 'em for a real man."
Helen's sobs calmed to sniffles as she cried on Charles shoulder. Allison was feeling relieved that he was there to help support Helen until she realized one of his hands was fondling Helen's breast, and his hand on her back had moved noticeably lower, squeezing her ass. He bent his head and murmured something soothing in Helen's ear, and Allison realized the black bastard was trying to take advantage of the situation.
"Uh, Helen, maybe we should--" Allison gasped when she felt Kent step up behind her, his hard cock pressing against her ass. His bare arms closed around her waist, pulling her back against him, and she realized he wasn't wearing a shirt anymore.
"I've missed you, baby," he whispered, his thick lips nibbling at her ear again. "My cock's been craving that sweet, white pussy of yours like a drug."
Allison squeezed her eyes shut, praying for the strength to deny him. The truth was, her pussy had been craving his black cock just the same.
"We can't," she told him, reaching back and trying to push him away. "I'm married."
"So what?" he reasoned. "You were married last time we fucked, weren't you?"
"I--" she tried to think of a reasonable argument but couldn't. Instead she focused on what was happening to Helen across the room.
Charles had taken Helen's hand, placing it on his groin. "Feel how large that is? Larger than his, isn't it?" Allison heard him ask.
"Yes.. of course, but.. Charles... stop that... I'm... married..." Helen stammered, but her hand remained on Charles' obscenely huge crotch.
"I bet you'd love to see it, touch it, wouldn't you?" Charles murmured. His hand slid down to the short hem of Helen's dress, tugging it upwards. Helen's hand began to grope Charle's crotch through his slacks. Charles slowly lifted the hem of her skirt, exposing the tops of her stockings then the soft white skin of her trim thighs. Charles continued lifting the dress higher until her crotch, naked without the thong panties he'd removed at the table, was visible to anyone who cared to look.
"Please...I need to go talk to my husband... Oh...Ahhh!" Helen squealed when Charles' fingers began to massage her pussy.
"Don't tell me you don't want it, slut. Your white pussy is dripping wet. Feel that?" Charles asked as he fingered Helen's cunt. Allison could see the lust-filled expression on the other woman's face and knew her torment. She wanted to give in to the black bastard, to experience his big, black cock, but she was married and loved her husband. Allison started to move to help her and gasped, feeling Kent's hand slid up her thigh, pushing her dress up until his fingers found the elastic of her panties. Sliding inside, he began fingering her pussy, whispering from behind, "Shhhhh, baby. Just watch. Just watch."
Allison was so engrossed in what Kent was doing to her cunt, she didn't notice what Helen's hands were doing until she heard the other woman say, "Oh god... it's so big!"
Helen had undone Charle's pants and was holding one monstrous black cock in her tiny white hands. It hung at least a foot long, and as thick as a coke can. Helen's tiny white body looked dwarfed next to Charles' and her hand looked positively miniature as it grasped his enormous black rod, slowly pulling on it as it grew even bigger. "Yeah, that's it, pull on my cock, slut. Let's see how big you can make it."
Charles's fingers continued to work their magic on Helen's cunt, drawing frantic gasps and moans from her lips. Allison watched, gasping as Kent's fingers did the same to her pussy. Charles gently began guiding Helen backwards to the sofa. She almost fell over the arm, but it was obvious this was just where Charles wanted her. She laid backwards, her ass raised over the arm, her legs dangling, knees spread wide, exposing her bare pussy to the black man. Charles wedged his legs between hers, forcing her to spread her knees even further apart. Helen's eyes were closed, lips slightly parted, as her breath came in short, rapid pants. She still had one hand clutching at Charle's black cock, her body trembling, no doubt due to his frantic fingering of her cunt.
"Oh, yeah, slut, give me those juices!" he groaned as he frigged her gushing pussy. Charles removed his sticky fingers to grab hold of his growing cock. He jerked on it a couple of times and aimed it right at Helen's engorged cunt.
Allison watched in shocked fascination as he ran the large, dark head of his cock up and down Helen's pussy lips, obviously coating the tip of his cock with her juices.
"Charles... please... stop... I. can't...my husband..." was all Helen was able to moan as he continued to rub his cock along her cunt, teasing her unmercifully.
"Shhhh, baby. Just enjoy and let this black cock slide inside you," Charles murmured, as his ugly, black face took on a look of concentration as he slowly began to press the massive head of his cock between her puffy pussy lips. Grabbing her hips, he scooted her forward, her sweet pussy sliding right around the massive plum-colored head of his hard cock.
"Please... Charles... I've got... to... stay.. Oh, god I'm.. married.. OHH MYYY!!" Helen exclaimed as he pushed the entire head of his cock inside her tight pussy. Allison also cried out, feeling incredibly aroused by the taboo sight. An orgasm ripped through her body, and she felt her hips bucking against Kent's seeking fingers.
"Oh...oh...it's so HUGE!" Helen shouted, as Charles paused, allowing Helen's snug pussy to become accustomed to the massive intruder. "It'll never, uh, uh, fit in...me!"
"Slut, that's just the tip..." he murmured as he reached for her ass with both hands. He gently worked her forward, sinking the entire bulk of his cock deep inside her pussy. "Get ready to feel your first cock, bitch."
"Ahhhhh... Ohhh...Ahhhhh," Helen moaned.
Kent's fingers picked up speed, and Allison realized he was dry humping her ass from behind. Even worse, her hips were moving back and forth along with his, milking his fingers as she watched Helen getting fucked by the big, ugly black man. She couldn't tear her eyes away from the contrast of Charles' black bulk hunched over Helen's tiny white body. Whereas Charles was as ugly as sin, Helen looked so dainty, so beautiful, and so pure-bred white, you would never expect to see such a woman letting such a man rut against her.
"Ughhhhh... " Helen suddenly groaned. "Please stop, you can't go any further. You're just too big!" Charles had stuck about half his cock up her cunt.
Charles groaned and murmured, "Damn, this sure is one tight pussy, slut. Hold on, baby, while I get it all the way in...oh yeaahhh!" He began to wiggle even more of his monster deep inside of her. Helen suddenly cried out and arched her back, her eyes rolling back in her head as he sank deeper than anyone had ever been before.
"Ohhh.... myyy Goddddd!! Noooo... you can't... ohhhh... "
"Yeah baby. Take that big, black cock!" He grunted as he shoved the rest of his thick, ebony rod deep inside Helen's white pussy. Helen reached up and pressed a hand against her stomach, and Allison wondered if the other woman had felt the black cock push inside her belly.
Charles then slowly leaned over, leaving his cock buried to the hilt inside her cunt as he paused to lick at Helen's panting lips. Allison realized this was the first time they'd even kissed. Helen had let the man--a stranger--fuck her before they'd even shared their first kiss. Helen opened her mouth wide and let Charles eat at her mouth, and the two thrashed and moaned and practically ate each other's mouth off until Charles pulled back, poised himself between her legs again and slowly slid his cock out of her dripping pussy.
"Nooo.. put that huge cock of yours back in me...Please!" Helen whimpered, actually pushing her hips forward, trying to impale herself on his cock.
"Uh-huh, you slut. You want this black cock, don'tcha?" Charles teased her, holding just the head of his cock inside her pussy.
Helen screamed in pleasure as he sank his cock back inside her, this time his balls slapping against her ass. Charles began to fuck her hard, his black hands grasping her shapely ass as the force of his thrusts literally lifted her off the sofa arm. Helen grunted each time he impaled her, and Allison closed her eyes, letting herself concentrate on the erotic sound of skin smacking skin and Helen moaning and Charles grunting. And of course, there was the dirty, erotic sound of Helen's pussy slurping every time his cock pulled out of her.
Then she heard Charles moan and say, "Oh fuck, slut... I'm gonna... gonna.. cum." Allison opened her eyes to see Charles violently pull Helen's pussy against his groin, burying his cock deep within her womb.
"Ohh... noooo... noooo, don't...." Helen whimpered but she ground her pussy against his thrusting cock anyway.
"Ahhh..." Charles groaned loudly. Allison watched in amazement as his hairy balls tightened and seemed to crawl upwards. Charles shouted, "Yeah baby. Oh yeah, slut!" and continued to grunt and grind into her crotch with his cock. Helen screamed suddenly and pushed at his hips, her legs jerking and twitching and sticking straight out around his hips. Allison knew the black man was shooting his cum deep in Helen's pussy. Helen finally gave up and released a deep, earthly moan as another huge orgasm washed over her body. She stopped trying to push him away and instead grabbed his hips, pulling him against her instead.
Charles finally fell on top of Helen, panting and gasping heavily. His lips found hers and they shared a slow, almost sweet kiss.
"Damn, that was hot. I've got to fuck you now, baby," Kent murmured in Allison's ear. She gasped, feeling him push her skirt up over her hips from behind. With a rip, he tore her panties down, then pressed against her backside, walking her over to the desk. He slid one hand around her stomach and up, grasping her breast and playing with it, squeezing the nipple until she cried out in delight.
She half expected him to simply push her face down on the desk and fuck her from behind, fast and hard--especially when he bent her over it, her ass thrust up at him--but she was surprised when instead of his cock thrusting into her pussy, she felt something wet and skinny lick at her slit. "Ahhhhhh," she cried as his tongue delved into her moist hole bringing her to an almost instant orgasm. She thrashed and moaned as he sucked and nibbled at her clit for several minutes before she felt him pull away and stand up behind her. Instead of ramming her though, he grasped one thigh and spun her until she was on her side laying on the desk, able to watch his every move. Lifting her right leg, he placed it on his shoulder. Her other leg was bent out flat against the desk,, held down by one big, black hand so that she was facing him on her side in a L-shape with one leg straight up flat against his chest.
"Mmmm, ohhh yeaaaahhhhh, ahhhhh," she cried as she felt his huge cock press inside her. With one powerful thrust Kent slammed his entire cock inside her. Allison felt her pussy gobble up his cock and then her inner muscles squeezed tight against it as if not wanting to let it go. Her pussy spasmed instantly and wave after wave of pleasure traveled up her body as yet another orgasm sent her body into convulsions. It was just the first of many. Kent leaned forward and braced himself on the desk, pumping his cock in and out of her as she continued to writhe and tremble beneath and against him.
"Ahhhhh, ahhhhh, nobody fucks me like you do," Allison moaned, and heard herself say, "I love your cock!"
After a while, Kent slowed down, keeping his cock buried in her and just moving it a little. Allison didn't care about anything other than his cock inside her...oh, god, this one man was like a drug to her. She slid one hand up and around his neck, urging his head down until her lips could suck on his lower lip. With a groan, his thrusts grew deeper, more powerful, until Allison was screaming in pleasure again. With piston-like thrusts, he knew he had her right where he wanted. In that moment she felt no guilt for cheating on her husband. She only felt pleasure, the pleasure only Kent's big, black cock could give her, and she would likely do whatever he asked her to do.
Allison's dazed eyes opened and over Kent's shoulders, she saw Charles picking Helen's limp body up in his arms, then watched as he undressed the woman, undressed himself and layed her down on the floor, lowering himself on top of her. A second later, she heard Helen moaning and yelling, "Yes, yes, ohhh yessss!!!"
The erotic sound, along with the thrill of Kent's thick cock hitting her g-spot, sent Allison spiraling into her biggest climax yet. She was so high on pleasure she didn't realize until it was too late to stop him that Kent had withdrawn from her soaked pussy and had pressed his huge cock into her anus. "Nooo, god no. You're too big. Ahhhh, fuck!"
Allison tried to turn and crawl away, feeling a stabbing, burning sensation as he pressed his huge cock into her ass. But he wouldn't let her get away. Grabbing her hips, he pulled her back onto his cock, and she wondered how much he had stuck up her ass. Half? Three-thirds? Or all of it? After a while, she got used to the feeling and actually started to feel pleasure as he pistoned in and out with gentler strokes. She pushed her hips back against him, wiggling her ass as he began to pick up speed, then grind his cock against her.
Kent groaned and fell on top of her, pressing her breasts flat against the top of the desk, as he suddenly began to empty his seed inside her bowels. Allison, who was panting and gasping for her breath, turned her head to see Helen spread out on the floor face down with a naked Charles flat on top of her, his hips humping up and down on her writhing white body. Distantly, Allison wondered if he was in Helen's pussy or ass.
When Kent finally lifted himself off of her and rolled Allison to her back, Allison looked down and gasped at how totally fucked she looked. Her pretty dress was bunched up around her waist and her soaked panties were hanging by one ankle. Her pussy was swollen and red and her pubic hair was matted and soaked with cum. She glanced at Kent and realized he was still mostly dressed--he'd simply pushed his pants over his hips to fuck her.
"That was great, baby. You're one great fuck, you know that?"
With a half smile because she'd pleased him, Allison closed her eyes and realized she no longer heard Helen's moaning or the slurping sounds of a woman being well fucked. She figured Charles had finally given out and the other couple was recovering. She also felt bad for the other woman. Kent could last much longer than Charles apparently. When she felt Kent's big, beefy hand close around her ankles and spread her legs wide again, Allison sighed and opened her eyes so she could meet his eyes as he entered her. Instead, she was shocked to see Charles standing naked between her thighs, tugging on his hard, bull cock as he prepared to stick it in her exposed pussy.



"Hey, wait a minute...but I.....ahhhhhhh!" she squealed as Charles ignored her protests and slowly began to penetrate her pussy. He felt even bigger, thicker than Kent, if that was possible, and she felt the pressure spread as he speared her.
"Damn, slut, you're hot. I've wanted to fuck this prime pussy ever since I saw that movie. Oh yeahhhh, ohhhhh fuck!" he groaned and continued to sink his shaft inside her.
Allison tried to struggle, hating letting such an ugly, black man near her, let alone fuck her, but he proved too much for her. She screamed when he hit rock bottom, pressing his cock all the way inside her. Then she grunted as he hammered her with quick, hard thrusts, his hands squeezing her breasts as he pumped his cock between her lewdly spread thighs. Allison realized Kent was doing the same to Helen, who looked like she was in sheer heaven to be on the floor, her legs wrapped tightly around Kent's naked waist as he thrust his tongue in her mouth, mimicking the action of his black cock in her pussy.
Allison didn't know how long Charles managed to fuck her, or how many more orgasms she had, before he suddenly pulled out and moved round to her head, thrusting his soaked cock into her panting mouth. She could barely get her lips around his girth and was trying to take more of him in when he suddenly cut loose with jet after jet of cum. Reaching down to finger her swollen cunt, seeking one last orgasm, she swallowed what seemed like a gallon of his seed before groaning as she came hard herself.
In a daze she began to recover, realizing that she once again had been fucked hard by two more black men, and worse, had allowed the same to happen to the wife of her new boss! Oh god, she'd be lucky if she got out of this with her marriage intact, nevermind her job.
Numbly, she straightened her clothes and used her ripped panties to soak up the over abundance of cum leaking down her thighs. She saw that Helen was doing the same, suddenly looking pale and withdrawn as the guilt of breaking her marriage vows began to sink in. Charles and Kent were looking pleased with themselves as they watched the two women try and compose themselves.
Silently, she and Helen excused themselves and made their way back to the party. Halfway down the stairs, Helen grabbed Allison's arm, staying her. "Allison, I..."
Sighing, Allison squeezed the other woman's hand reassuringly and said, "Don't worry. I know how you feel. I won't say a word."
The other woman looked relieved until Helen's husband found them, saying, "I've been looking everywhere for you two. You weren't off getting in trouble, were you?" he teased, reaching down to kiss Helen's cheek. Allison saw Helen's face turn red, and neither woman could quite meet Jerry's eyes as he led them to their cars.
****
Allison felt her eyes captivated by the TV screen. "Ahhhhh, ahhhhh, fuck me. Yes! Yes!" Lisa screamed as Jeff thrust into her from behind, water from the hot tub splashing over the sides on each thrust.
Lisa hadn't wanted Allison to see the tape, but she'd insisted, mainly to make sure the parts with her had been edited out. They had, thank goodness, but Allison was startled by the depth of pleasure Lisa seemed to enjoy as Jeff fucked her every way imaginable.
Lisa cleared her throat again and hit the STOP then REWIND button as her screams became louder and louder. "Well, as you can see, you're nowhere on the tape."
Allison still had trouble meeting Lisa's gaze after what had happened that night, but they'd done an admirable job of pretending it had never happened. Maybe someday Allison would be able to forget it had.
"What now?" Allison demanded.
"Now, we wait for Jeff to come over."
They didn't have to wait long. When Allison showed him into her living room half an hour later, he looked surprised to see Lisa there too. Then he smiled. "Ah, I knew you two enjoyed what happened yesterday. Been enjoying a little nookie without me, huh?"

"Jackass," Lisa swore at him. "If you're smart, you'll never mention that again."
"Baby, I'm not only going to mention it, I'm going to enjoy it and a lot more. What are you waiting for, sluts? Get undressed."
Lisa smiled. "I don't think so. We're calling the shots now." Then she pressed the PLAY button and watched Jeff's surprise turn to anger as the images on the TV screen clearly showed his face but not hers.
"What the fuck is this?"
"Blackmail," Allison answered firmly. "If you don't leave us both the fuck alone, a copy of this tape will conveniently be mailed to your fiancé, her father and every entertainment news show this side of the Mississippi."
"Shit!" he swore, knowing he was stuck between a rock and a hard place. If he lost Tanya, any shot of becomming a star someday went down the drain. Then he said, "Are you forgetting the tape I have of you two sexy sluts taking more black cocks than Debbie Does Detroit?"
"Of course not," Lisa said angrily. "So what I say we have here is a stalemate. You use that tape against us, and we use our tape against you. Nobody wins."
Jeff remembered the other ace up his sleeve. Reaching into his inside jacket pocket, he pulled out the photographs the PI had taken of Allison's husband. "You think you're gonna save your marriage now, bitch? How do you like these then? And how the hell do you plan to explain my black baby when it pops out eight months from now, huh, bitch?"
Pale-faced, Allison took the envelope he tossed at her and looked inside. She studied the pictures, then with a frown asked, "What are these for?"
"What the fuck do you think they are for? They're of your husband, fucking around on you."
Suddenly Allison began to laugh. Jeff demanded, "What's so funny?"
"This isn't my husband." She laughed even harder. "This is his boss though. I bet I could get Michael a promotion with these." Lisa laughed at that suggestion and smiled smugly at Jeff.
"Shit," Jeff swore. He should have known better than to hire a low-rate detective.
"What's it going to be? You turn over the copy of your tape--and any copies you may have made--and we'll turn over this one and call us even," Lisa told him.
"Oh yeah," Allison added. "If you even think about telling my husband about us, don't bother. I plan to have a long talk with him myself tonight. If he leaves me--" her voice trembled until she squared her shoulders and finished "--if he leaves me, I'll deal with it. And if I'm pregnant, I'll deal with it too. Besides, thanks to you, any number of men could be the father. What makes you think you're the lucky one?"
Jeff realized she was right; any one of his black brothers could have knocked her up. But some deep instinct had told him he'd planted his seed deep in her belly their first night at the theater. If she had a black baby, it would be his.
"You think I'd let your white prick of a husband raise my baby?" He shot her a dirty look. "I'll make your life miserable if you even try, slut."
Allison paled again, but Lisa stepped in to bat. "Oh yeah? And I bet your fiance would love to know about your fathering a child with another woman, huh? That might just do the trick if this tape here doesn't."
Shit. Jeff knew when he was screwed. He could lose Allison and Lisa and their sweet pussy, not to mention his son or daughter, or he could loose everything else. Tanya's father would destroy him if this got out. His career, his home, his money...everything would be gone.
"Dammit, give me the tape." It was over. He had no choice, he realized.
Smiling, Lisa handed him the copy that was in the VCR. She took delight in telling him, "But don't think this is the only copy. In fact, I think we'll hold on to the original in case you get any ideas. Oh, and Jeff? If you even think about distributing the tape you have of me and Allison at that party--if we hear even one word that anyone else has seen it--we won't hesitate to send this video to dear, sweet Tanya."
***
Allison told her husband everything, and he did leave her...for a few weeks, that is. Eventually he decided to get counseling with her, and when they decided they could make the marriage work, they realized they needed to put LA as far behind them as they could. Allison knew, deep down, that if she ever ran into Kent Steele on the street again, his cock would be in her pussy within a matter of minutes. They moved to a small town in Arizona instead, where the black population was at a minimum. Allison was relieved to know she wouldn't have to fight temptation.
Just as predicted, eight months later, Allison gave birth to a healthy baby girl. It was, of course, half black, and while Michael had struggled to forgive her, he wasn't willing to accept another man's child as his own. Allison gave the baby up for adoption, though it was much harder to do than she'd ever imagined.
She kept in close touch with Lisa, who finally landed the role that made her into a household name and one of Hollywood's highest paid stars. Allison also tried to keep in touch with Helen, but it was too hard on the other woman to be reminded of what had happened and she soon stopped answering Allison's calls and letters. Oddly enough though, Allison heard through the grapevine that Helen also ended up pregnant, and when the baby was born, it was black. Fortunately, this happened after Helen divorced her husband for infidelity and took him for practically everything he was worth.
***
Jeff was still teaching classes out of a local theater in LA when he heard about Allison giving the baby up for adoption. He supposed he should be more upset than he was, but after all, he'd come to realize there was plenty of fresh, white pussy out there for the taking. In fact, he had a few gorgeous white, and married, women in his classes now. He knew he'd always remember Allison fondly--not to mention with a hard-on--but he knew someday he'd find the perfect married white woman to seduce, knock up and keep on the side.
It was only a matter of time....
***
(Special thanks to everyone who sent me feedback about this series. Your support and criticism means more to me than I can ever say!)
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Have you ever loved someone so much that loving them nearly destroyed you?
My name is Jake and I met my wife, Heather, in college. I know it sounds stereotypical, but I was the dumb jock, and she was the mousy brain. Our chemistry professor paired us together in lab, and I guess you could say we mixed a little chemistry of our own. Truth be told, Heather always hates it when I joke around and call myself a "dumb jock." Sure, I was on the football team and liked to party with my teammates, but I had been raised in a big Christian family - I had four older brothers and two younger sisters. Our parents had raised us to be respectful and old-fashioned in a lot of ways, so I was usually the one guy on the team who made sure no one did anything they shouldn't be doing. All I know is, I was taught a solid foundation of what was right from wrong, and as long as I stayed out of trouble and kept my grades up, I was on the right path. As far as my attitude toward women, I might have played around with a lot of gorgeous co-eds in college, but I was always on the lookout for that one special girl who would capture my heart and challenge my mind. I knew when I found her, I would treat her the way my father had always treated my mother - with absolute respect and total fidelity.
It's corny, really, but I still remember the first moment I laid eyes on that woman. It wasn't that she was all that pretty or even attractive. Hell, she wasn't even my type, which usually leaned toward the petite blonde. Heather was tall and had glasses, she wore her dark hair pulled back, no makeup, and wore the most god-awful, unflattering clothes. I can't explain it any other way than to say that I just felt this...tug whenever I looked at her. She'd felt it too, or so she later said.
I was a couple of years older than her, a junior to her freshman, and we couldn't have been more different, really. I'd been on the football team, popular, living large until the day my heart was captured by those innocent, luscious baby blue eyes of hers. Heather hadn't had a clue how gorgeous she was either. I found out later that her mother had died from cancer when Heather was only nine, and she'd been left with just her father and older sister Cassie, who had each worked all the time just to pay off medical bills, credit card debt and to save for Heather's college tuition. Basically, Heather had had to practically raise herself as a result and hadn't ever really been shown how to act and dress like most of her peers.
She'd hid herself behind those baggy clothes, no makeup and wild, unstyled hair. But her smile had been more genuine than any of those on the cheerleaders I'd dated before her, and when she spoke, I could hear how much more mature she was than others our age. When we talked, we talked about things we both really cared about, like family and friends and hobbies. I found myself telling her things I'd never told anyone before. And as cheesy as it might sound, yeah, she'd made me want to be a better man; Heather had been so damn naive and innocent, so needy for someone to love and love her in return. It had been a real chore to convince her I was really interested in her and not playing some cruel joke. The more I'd gotten to know her, the harder I'd fallen. I've thanked God every day since that she felt the same way about me.
All in all, I think it took me a year to convince her I was interested in her as more than just a friend. When I graduated, I enrolled in the Marines because my athletic scholarships hadn't covered my entire tuition, and my family was too dirt poor to be able to help me out. I figured joining the Marines would be a good way to pay off my tuition and, hell, I have to admit I was trying to impress Heather. We both cried the day I shipped off, and I knew then she was the woman I would spend the rest of my life with. We kept in touch through letters and talking on the phone, and even though the Marines damned near killed me at first, I doubt I'd be the man I am today if it hadn't been for that experience. It taught me discipline, patience, integrity, and most of all, not to take things for granted. One day while on leave, I drove three hours in the middle of the night just to propose to Heather in her dorm room. She couldn't hide the love in her eyes until she seemed to rethink and decided I had to be joking. It took me two damned months after that to convince her I was serious, only when I finally had enough money saved to buy her a decent ring and pulled a few favors with my old football coach. During halftime of the homecoming game, I joined the team on the field and in front of God and everyone else asked the woman to marry me over the loud speaker. I suppose such a public proposal had convinced her I was serious because she'd finally said yes with no more doubts in her eyes.
She came to our wedding bed a virgin, two months after she graduated college. Like most young couples, we struggled to make ends meet for a couple of years, but even though we were pretty much dirt poor, I don't think either of us had ever been so happy. Heather slowly worked her way up the corporate ladder as an accountant while I found a medium of success working with computer systems. I could have continued with a lucrative career in the military my record was so good, but Heather had been so damned worried about me all the time that I ended my career with the Marines after my two-year obligation and became an IT specialist. We didn't have much at first, but at least she didn't worry so much. At night, we would curl up together in our lumpy, tired old bed and make love until neither of us could keep our eyes open anymore. Sometimes when we thought we were too tired to make out, we would simply rent a movie and curl up together on the sofa to relax. Even so, it never took us long to start caressing each other, and we shared some pretty passionate nights frolicking on whichever piece of furniture we happened to be closest to.
I landed a pretty lucrative job about three years ago, and we were able to finally move into a fairly large house with nicer furniture. Heather really came out of her shell then, and I'd been petrified I'd lose her to someone else. She'd undergone a dramatic makeover...not that I'd cared, of course. I'd loved her just as she was, but I'd been proud to see her confidence grow as she'd developed a new style. The shy bookworm had metamorphosed into a sexy, sleek professional woman. She'd started turning heads, and I had gotten worried other men would try to take her away from me. But Heather...my dear, sweet wife...had smiled sweetly and sworn I had nothing to worry about. It was me she loved. She would never, ever think of being unfaithful to me, she'd sworn, and she'd even seemed quite shocked and angry that I would even think it was possible. She'd insisted she was making herself over for me, but I sensed she was also trying to prove something to herself and to her co-workers.
We both became in greater demand, career-wise, and even though we led busier lives, it didn't mean we loved each other any less. In fact, we were finally thinking of starting a family around this time last year. We'd never wanted to share each other with a child before, we'd both been so greedy for each other, but we knew we were reaching the point of no return. Heather was almost 30, and we wanted to be young enough to enjoy raising a child if we decided to have one.
Seemingly, our life together was perfect. Then, eight months ago, my wife came home one day with a sort of pole-axed expression on her beautiful face.
"Sweetheart, do you remember my old friend, Ty?"
Sure I did. He'd been on the basketball team in college and had gone on to play professionally for the Lakers. I knew she'd tutored him and had become friends with him before I'd even met her. I told her as much.
As I urged her to lay her tired feet in my lap for a massage, she said, "Well, he came into the office today. He's just moved to the area to start up a business, and he's hired Cox, Smith and Franklin to handle all of his accounting."
"Really? What kind of business?" I wondered aloud, quickly getting distracted by the feel and look of her long, sexy legs across my lap.
"Believe it or not, he's co-owner of that chain of gyms - you know, the one that just opened off Washington Street? Mmmm, honey, that feels wonderful. Don't stop," she moaned before adding, "Anyway, he's got at least 20 gyms across the nation, and they're all doing extremely well. It's going to be a pretty lucrative account, and Mr. Smith put me in charge of it today."
"That's great, honey, " I said, changing the tone of my foot massage by letting my hands travel further up her legs. My teasing had the desired effect. Heather's eyes became very dark, almost drugged, as she looked at me and moaned.
"You have very naughty hands, Mr. Devlin," she purred huskily. "You're about to make me forget to ask you if we can have dinner with Ty tomorrow night. He invited us, but I said I'd have to get back to him."
"Sure, whatever you want, Mrs. Devlin," I told her, pulling my hands away as if I were done. I knew it would drag a response out of her and it did. Slowly, she slid herself onto my lap, grabbed hold of my tie, pulled me forward and devoured my mouth with her lips and tongue. It didn't take me long to work her out of her skirt and panties and for her to wiggle me out of my pants. Grasping my thick, hard cock in her sweet, loving hands, she caressed me tenderly while her tongue did wicked things down my throat. Pulling back, she positioned herself to bend and capture my cock in her mouth, wringing a tortured moan from my chest. "Oooh, yeah, you're so good at that," I told her softly, leaning back and enjoying the sensations. She lured me to the brink and then pulled back, only to reposition herself on my lap. With one hand, she sheathed me and then guided my cock between her legs. We both groaned when I slid inside her wet warmth with the ease of someone who'd been there many times.
She rode me fast and hard and it didn't take either one of us long to reach our climax. When she reached the edge, I toppled along after her, flooding the condom with my potent seed. As we both struggled to recapture our breath, Heather clasped me tight, stringing small, loving kisses along my jaw and mouth.
"I love you, Jake. So very much."
"Not as much as I love you," I told her, as I always did.
She smiled and buried her face in my neck, saying dreamily, "Maybe next time, we can do it without a condom. I'm off the pill, you know."
I smiled. She'd been off the pill for a couple of weeks, but we still used a condom. I suppose subconsciously neither of us had made the final committment to having a child yet. It was as if we wanted one, but we refused to give each other up to have it.
The ringing of the telephone interrupted that train of thought, and Heather wiggled off my lap to answer it. I could tell from her side of the conversation that it was her friend Ty, and he wanted to know if we'd made a decision about dinner. I watched as she glanced at me, looking almost nervous, and answered, "Yes, we'd love to. When and where?"
A few nights later, we met Ty at a fancy restaurant downtown. Heather was almost dressed down, I noticed, considering I'd grown used to seeing her go all out for business dinners and social events. Instead of wearing her long, dark hair sexily curled, she left it straight and pulled back at her nape. Instead of her favorite red dress, she pulled on a black slip dress that flattered her none-the-less. I figured she considered Ty an old enough friend that she didn't feel the need to overly impress him.
I can't say I was even bothered by the way I caught the black man looking at my wife when he didn't think I was watching that night. I felt secure enough in our love, and remembered Ty well enough to consider him a good guy, to be bothered by it. Besides, I knew Ty and Heather had been pretty good friends until I'd come along and she'd started spending all of her time with me. I suppose I still felt a little guilty about ruining their friendship, so when Ty asked Heather if she minded helping him decorate his new home, I encouraged her to do it, wanting to make ammends.
She glanced at me nervously, as if she wanted to say something, but then just shook it off and told Ty, "Of course I'd be glad to help. After all, what are friends for?"
Later that night though, as we lay entwined in our comfortable bed, Heather asked, "Are you sure you don't mind me spending so much time with Ty? Between my doing his books and helping with his house, you and I might lose our evenings together."
I squashed back the sudden urge to say, "In that case, forget it," and just shrugged, admitting, "I would love to keep you all to myself, but I also know Ty was a good friend of yours a long time ago. I don't want to stand in the way of you rediscovering that friendship any more than I already have." Then I playfully added, "Just make sure he knows to keep his grubby hands off my woman, and I'll be fine."
She smiled and kissed me. "I love you, you know."
"I know," I smiled back.
Over the next few weeks, Heather's time seemed to be taken up more and more by the other man, and yeah, I did get jealous, but I never said anything, not wanting to upset my wife. Like I said, I trusted her completely, and each night, she showed me how much she still loved me when she took me inside of her with a passion that still left me breathless just remembering it. I had no complaints in that department at all.
When Ty's house was finished, he decided to throw a party and invited us to attend. Heather reverted back to type and donned her sexiest red dress, curled her long, dark hair and spent over an hour putting on makeup. The result was absolutely stunning. She was easily the sexiest woman in the room. I teased her after we arrived that every man in the room was going to hit on her.
"They can hit on me all they want. You're the one I'm going home with," she pointed out.
Throughout the night, we mingled with Ty's newest friends, many of whom were employees or customers at his gym, and I was deep in discussion with one man about the Braves when Ty appeared at Heather's other side. He said there were some friends of his who wanted to meet the person who helped make his home look so lovely, so I nodded and told Heather to go have fun. With hindsight, I'd say she almost looked as though she wanted to protest, but her polite manners forced her to smile and agree to be whisked away. I watched Ty lead her up the stairway where a couple stood discussing a painting, before once again losing myself in conversation.
I lost track of time as I found myself enjoying the party. When I realized Heather had been gone for over half an hour, I decided I'd better go rescue her in case she was trapped in a dull conversation somewhere. I started to worry when I couldn't find her, and was wondering what to do when I spotted her coming down the stairs. Reaching her side, I let her know I'd been looking for her. I wasn't certain, but I think she turned a little pale at that.
"I was in the bathroom," she confessed, and I realized suddenly that she didn't look well. The skin at her neck looked flushed, and her hair had come undone in a few places, the way it did when she fidgeted with it. My suspicions were confirmed when she whispered, "Can we please leave? I really don't feel well and would like to lie down."
When we got home, she went straight into the bathroom and showered. She emerged almost an hour later still looking quite pitiful, almost as if she'd been crying. I urged her to get some rest, and she curled up at my side like a lost little kitten seeking protection. I smiled, wishing I were strong enough to protect her from whatever illness she had.
In a small, weak voice, she suddenly asked, "Do you really have to go out of town for a week?"
So that was what was bothering her, I realized. I'd found out yesterday I was scheduled to fly to Seattle for a week on business in a few days. Caressing her hair, I sighed regretfully. "I'm afraid so. There's no one else available, and if I don't go, I'm likely to lose my job."
She clutched at me, pouting, "I don't want you to go. Not now. Oh god, especially not now."
Puzzled at what she meant by that, I started to ask when she suddenly lifted up and kissed me like there was no tomorrow. "Make love to me," she begged. "I need you to show me you still love me."
"Of course I love you," I reassured her. Our lovemaking was tender and passionate, and for the first time I realized neither one of us had used protection. Good lord, had we done it? Had we finally made a baby?
It was that thought that kept me giddy the entire week I was gone, and I found I couldn't wait to get back home to Heather to confirm my suspicions. I completed a few shortcuts and managed to get the job done faster than anyone had anticipated. I tried calling Heather, but when she didn't answer her office phone that afternoon, I made the decision to surprise her with my early arrival.
If I'd only known then that I was the one who would get the surprise of his life, I probably would have never come home at all...
(To be continued)
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As it turned out, I was the one who was surprised that Heather wasn't home when I made it back early from the airport. It was Saturday, and she had the day off, and she'd playfully told me yesterday that she simply planned to mope around the house today, missing me. Disappointed she wasn't doing just that, I tossed my keys onto the sofa and saw the message light flashing on the answering machine. I hit PLAY as I began to tug my tie and jacket off, then stilled when I heard my wife's sweet voice talking.
"...give it a second and the machine will cut off," she was saying, then there was a slight pause. "OK, it beeped. What do you want, Ty?"
"Just wondered if you'd heard from Jake yet, baby."
"Of course I have. He'll be home tomorrow," she said, sounding almost defensive, desperate.
I realized she and Ty had been recorded, thinking the machine had cut off when she'd picked up. Curious, I walked over to the machine, a frown on my face as I listened to the unexpected conversation.
"So why don't you come over tonight?" the black man asked in a voice I didn't care for at all.
"I told you, Ty, that can never happen again. It's been a nice week, but it's over. It was a mistake. I love my husband."
What the hell? I leaned over the machine, my jaw clenching with the strain of holding back my shock. What the hell did Heather mean, it could never happen again?
"Once is a mistake, baby. We've fucked each other, what?, three, four times now? It's a little too late to be having an attack of conscience, sweetheart. You're hooked on my black cock and can't get enough. Admit it."
"Shut up."
"Why don't I come over there instead then. I'll even cook you dinner before taking you to bed this time."
The machine suddenly stopped recording, and I wasn't sure if she'd hung up on Ty or what. All I knew was that my beloved wife, the woman I'd loved faithfully, hopelessly for the past nine years, was cheating on me. And with a black man!
I fell heavily back onto the sofa and realized I was shaking. With anger. From shock. From...everything. It wasn't that I was necessarily a racist, not anymore than the average person. I had played college football and most of my best friends on the team had been black, for crying out loud. Truth was, I would have been pretty pissed off if my wife was fucking a white guy too.
I simply couldn't believe I'd heard what I had. Then again, I tried to reason, I could have misinterpreted what I'd heard. Yeah, right. I got up, hit rewind and replayed the message until I heard Ty's words again: "We've fucked each other, what?, three, four times now?" There was no misinterpreting that statement.
Anger grabbed hold of me and wouldn't let go. That bitch! Almost without thought, I bounded up the stairs and began packing the rest of my bags. Then I thought better of that decision and began packing hers instead. This was my home, dammit. I wouldn't be driven out. She'd made her bed somewhere else. Let her go lie in it like the whore she apparently was.
Disbelief erased the anger as I wondered if I'd ever known her at all. I realized my hands were shaking as I fumbled through the clothes in the closet, thinking about the years after we were first married. She'd seemed so innocent...so untouched. Then she'd gotten the job at Cox, Jordan and Franklin and Heather had really come out of her shell then. Maybe she'd been cheating even then? Lord knows I'd been petrified I'd lose her to someone else. But Heather had always smiled and sworn I had nothing to worry about. It was me she loved. She would never, ever think of being unfaithful to me, she'd sworn.
Had she been lying even then? How many times had she cuckolded me, I wondered. How many men? Heather had been a virgin when we'd met, that much I knew. But she was such a passionate creature, so loving in bed, that I could almost credit that I hadn't been enough to satisfy her. But why the hell hadn't she come to me, I wondered. Why hadn't she wanted a divorce? Marriage counseling? Why did she have to go and drag my heart through the mud while she played around on the side? We'd had discussions on infidelity before, and we'd agreed wholeheartedly that cheating was just one of those things neither of us would ever be able to forgive. We'd sworn it would never be an issue between us. Then again, I suppose that's what most couples think until it actually happens to them.
Grief was the next emotion to overwhelm me. I felt tears threatening to escape and found I couldn't hold them back. Dammit! Heather was my entire life. What would I do without her? God, I was so miserable! I lifted my head and my eyes fell on the photo of me and Heather that she insisted on keeping on her side of the bed, always. I stared at the image of the lovely brunette kneeling behind me, her arms wrapped lovingly around my shoulders, and felt the tears flow.
Almost half an hour and three shots of whiskey later, I began to wonder where Heather was now. Probably with Ty, I figured, then decided I needed to see for myself. I wiped away the tears - god, I hadn't cried in years, not since my father's funeral - and began to pick myself up. I was stronger than this, dammit! I grabbed my keys and drove over to Ty's new house. Sure enough, Heather's grey BMW sat in the driveway.
I sat in the car, trying to decide what to do. I'm not proud to admit it, but if I'd had my gun with me, I would have used it...on Ty, then Heather probably, and most definitely on myself. Infidelity, I've learned, can do crazy things to a person's mind, if you really love the one who has been unfaithful to you. As it was, I had plans to use my fists on Ty, even if the black man outweighed me by at least thirty pounds and a few inches. He might be a big sonofabitch, but I had years of military training on my side. I knew how to take a man down with a simple press of my thumb on the right nerve. Simmering with anger again, I climbed out of the car and walked to the front of the house. Glancing around, I saw that hardly any neighbors cars were home, so I carefully walked to the back of the house where I knew the bedroom was.
Instead I got a surpise as I rounded the corner and pulled back behind some bushes, spying my wife and the black man together in the pool. Heather had her back to Ty, who was rubbing her shoulders and murmuring something in her ear, as if he were trying to convince her of something. I stared in disbelief as Heather slowly turned to face Ty... and kissed him passionately!
From that point, it was like watching a bad car wreck. I didn't want to watch, but neither could I look away. I needed to see with my own eyes just how far she was letting another man go. Heather wrapped her arms around the black man's shoulders and didn't protest when Ty lifted her by her ass and sat her on the edge of the pool. Ty's hands were everywhere, and Heather wasn't stopping him. She arched her back and moaned when he removed her bikini top, then leaned over to taste her large breasts with his thick, black lips.
Still licking around her nipples, Ty tilted Heather back and tugged off her bikini bottoms, then fidgeted beneath the water with one hand as he removed his own swimming trunks. I watched, half aroused, half horrified, as a completely naked, fully erect Ty climbed out of the pool and guided Heather to lay on a towel. My god! I realized. Ty's cock was huge! I was pretty big, almost nine inches, but he had to be at least ten and a half, and thicker. With barely no prompting from the black man, Heather soon had the head of Ty's monstrous, hard cock in her mouth, sucking it with all her might as Ty maneuvered himself around to noisily slurp at her cunt.
After a few minutes of sixty-nining, Ty got up and collected cushions off the lawn furniture, which he tossed onto the deck. He then rolled Heather onto her stomach, then shifted some pillows around behind her. I thought he was going to fuck her doggystyle, but I was wrong. Turning her over onto her back again, he propped her hips up with the extra cushions and then knelt right up against her ass. I knew what was coming next, and as much as I wanted to stop it, I couldn't. Heather was obviously enjoying what Ty was doing, but I was still praying that she would come to her senses and turn the other man away before he actually penetrated what, until now, had been mine and mine alone.
But that didn't happen. Instead, Heather reached up for Ty and pulled him down to her in a sexy, eating kind of kiss that made me sick as I watched. By now, Heather's legs were wide-spread and Ty was in position with his monster-cock poised at the entrance to my wife's obviously wet cunt. I gasped for my wife, watching Ty slowly work the giant rod into her stretched-open pussy. Heather was moaning and grunting, clawing at Ty's back with her tiny hands. Steady, oh, so steady, Ty kept up his invasion of her hungry cunt. Please, I begged silently, please tell him to stop. Please scream in pain, or yell for help!
But she didn't. Sooner than I thought possible, it looked like Ty had his entire length buried in my wife. She had taken it all! They laid still together for a few minutes, then Ty began a rhythm of slow thrusting before he began to pound that big cock in and out of Heather's cunt with all of his energy. He lifted his hips away until he was almost out and then slammed back down into her. Even from so far away, I could hear her wet cunt slurping loudly as it surrendered to Ty's assault. Then, his tempo and power increased and Heather went completely wild. She was delirious with lust and passion, scraping his back with her nails, pulling his ass deeper between her legs. She was fucking him like a bitch in heat, and I was hurt beyond belief because, in the six years we'd been married, she'd never once reacted that way with me.
I couldn't watch anymore, but I wanted Heather to know I knew the truth. There were some gardening tools where I stood, and I wrapped my hands around the shovel leaning against the house. I was so angry it took little effort to step on the end, breaking the scooper off until I held a large, broken stick in my hand. I stepped out from behind my hiding place just as they both started to come. It wasn't slow or gentle either. Heather came with a scream and almost-pained moans and gasps. Again and again, she clenched her arms and legs around Ty's pistoning black body. Finally, with a deep grunt, Ty tightened his asscheeks and curled his toes as he shot his cum into my wife's womb. My god. She wasn't on the pill, and Ty sure as hell hadn't used a condom!
Heather saw me first, and screamed, trying to pull away and seek covering. Ty scrambled away, his cock pulling out of her pussy with a loud plop even as he swore, "What the fu--Jake! What are you doing here, man?"
"Oh Jake!" Heather sobbed, crying uncontrollably as she begged me to give her a chance to explain. I completely ignored her as I reared up toward Ty and swung the stick hard into the black man's gut. Not enough to do serious damage, but enough to leave a bruise and make me feel better at least. Heather screamed as Ty fell to the ground, winded more than anything. She shrank back in fear as I turned toward her, but I had no plans to harm her. No matter how much of a whore she was to me at that moment, I would never lay a finger on any woman. Tossing the ruined shovel to the ground, I lifted my hand and twisted my wedding ring off my finger. Throwing it at her as if were a piece of grabage that needed to be taken out, I told her in a calm, flat voice, "I want you out of the house when I get home tomorrow. Don't wait on me and try to explain. Don't ever try to call either. I don't want to see or hear from you again."
It was the hardest, and yet the easiest, thing I'd ever done in my life. Without another word, I turned and walked away, the sound of Heather's hysterical sobbing in my ears as I climbed into my car and drove away.
***
The next few days were a blur. I spent the night at a motel, giving Heather enough time to gather her things and leave before I returned to the house. I half expected, half hoped, that she'd still be there, waiting to talk to me and try to work things out, but she wasn't. Her things were gone as if she'd never even lived there at all. I wondered how long it had taken her to run to Ty, and if they were in bed together right now, even as my life fell apart around me.
The images that sprang to mind were enough to haunt me over the next week. I tried to work, but I couldn't. I tried to sleep but stayed awake most nights, remembering the look on Heather's face as Ty pounded into her with his huge cock. I started drinking a lot more than was advisable, just to dull the pain. And then six nights after she'd moved out, I checked my e-mail and saw that I had a message from my wife. I almost deleted it, but perverse curiosity got the better of me. I opened the e-mail and read:
Dear Jake,
I know you said you never wanted to hear from me again, but you have to let me explain. I love you! I have always loved you, and only you, though I know you must find that hard to believe right now. No matter what you think, you mustn't forget that.
I know you must be wondering how long I've been sleeping with Ty, but it isn't what you think. I never told you before, but even before you and I ever met in college, Ty showed a lot of interest in me, and I was flattered. I might have caved in and dated him if I hadn't met and fallen in love with you first. I never gave him a second thought until he showed up in my life a couple of months ago.
I knew Ty wanted to sleep with me, but I arrogantly felt that I could handle the attraction between us. I loved you and I had no intention of ever being unfaithful to you. But then you had to go away on that business trip, and I was missing you so much. I know it's hardly any excuse, but I have to say curiosity got the better of me after listening to Jessica go on and on about what wonderful lovers black men were. You are the only man I had ever been with, and she told me I should at least try another man, just once, for comparison. You were the only man I wanted, but Ty....Ty just happened. I swore it would never happen again, but every time I turned around, Ty was there and you weren't.
I can't explain why I did the things I did with him after that. I had every intention of telling him it could never happen again on that day before you found us. But before I knew it, I was being seduced again, and I couldn't stop it. But I swear, Jake, it will never happen again. Ty has no hold over me now. I haven't seen him since that day you found us. The expression, oh god, the hurt in your eyes still has the power to crucify me, Jake.
I'm staying at my sister's house until I hear from you...that is, if I hear from you. God, I hope you're reading this and can someday forgive me for what I've done to us. Just remember that I love you. Please call me...or write and let me know you're OK.
Love always, Heather
Bitch! Did she think it was so easy, to admit what she'd done and apologize and then we'd be back together? I decided to let her stew, hoping to cause her at least one-tenth of the pain I was feeling; I hit the delete button and shut off the computer without replying. The next day, there was no new note from my wife. I was so torn up inside, I didn't know what to do. Part of me wanted to believe her, to forgive her, but another part didn't think it was even possible.
A few days later, I finally decided to write back and let her know I thought we should talk about a legal seperation, or possibly a divorce. I wasn't sure I wanted either one, but I hoped just the sight of the words would hurt her. With hindsight, I have never stayed angry over something so long, but the hurt and pain I was feeling kept festering inside me until all I wanted to do was lash out, at everyone around me. I hadn't talked to anyone else about my marital problems - hell, I was too embarassed to. I thought about calling one of my brothers or sisters, but in the end, I didn't want them to know what an obviously bad husband I had been to cause Heather to seek out another man. Still, I figured I needed to talk to someone soon, even if that someone was Heather. With a very brief, short e-mail, I asked her to come to the house that night for dinner. Not even an hour after I sent the message, I checked my in-box and found a response from her; she was so damn grateful that I was willing to meet with her and offered to bring Chinese so we wouldn't have to cook.
When she arrived that night, she was dressed very demurely in jeans and a sweatshirt, her hair pulled back with little makeup on. She looked as tired as I felt, and she'd lost weight since I'd last seen her. I was perversely glad that she'd seemingly been suffering as much as I had. It was something of a shock to me to suddenly realize we'd gone almost two weeks without even saying a word to the other one.
As we sat down to eat, I found that I couldn't stand looking at her anymore. Everytime I did, I was overcome by such a shocking sense of anger, I was tempted to strike a woman for the first time in my life. What was this rage inside of me, making me feel things I would have never thought possible before? How could there actually be men out there who enjoyed, even encouraged, being cuckolded? Didn't they love their wives? Didn't it make them crazy thinking of their wife, their woman, being loved by another man? The thoughts created a knot in my chest, and I found I couldn't say a word to her either. Finally, she grew tired of the silence and begged, "Jake..?"
"I need to know why," I barked out, looking at her harshly. "Why?" I repeated again with emphasis.
"I-I explained in my e-mail...please Jake, can't we just put this behind us and try to work on getting past it?"
"How can I get past it when I'll always be wondering what happened...how many times...where? But mostly, why, Heather? Why did you do this to us? I loved you more than anything."
"Loved, Jake? As in past tense?" Tears were running down her face as she admitted, "I don't know why. It just happened. And....it only happened a few times. I never took him to our bed, Jake, you have to believe me. I would never do that to you."
"You let him fuck you without a condom on," I said angrily. "What else did you let him do?" I demanded cruelly. "I bet you let him screw your ass too, didn't you? Didn't you, you slut!"
Heather went pale, her eyes giving me the truth, that she had given the black man her virgin ass, and said tearfully, "I'm so sorry, Jake."
I was still quite shocked, though hardly surprised. "Well, I'm not very reassured," I told her harshly. "Quite frankly, I don't think I could ever trust you again, Heather. Was Ty the first, or have there been others behind my back?"
"No, Jake, never!" she insisted frantically. "It was only Ty...and it's not what you think. Please Jake. I know you're upset--"
"Upset?" I scoffed. "If you had caught me in bed with another woman, would you just be upset, Heather? I fucking hope not!" I could see that she'd never put herself in my shoes and imagined how she'd feel if our roles were reversed. I could see she was thinking about it now, and the look on her face was one of absolute devastation, so I said, "I think we'd better start talking about how we're going to divide things, unless you'd rather let our lawyers handle it?"
That set her off into sobs, and I somehow waited patiently for her to calm down long enough to say to me, "That's it then? You want a divorce?"
"I don't see any other way."
She didn't stay long after that, as if she respected my decision and was resigned to living with it. Maybe, just maybe, she couldn't stay any longer because she didn't want me to see her fall completely apart. Who knew? Still, I couldn't bring myself to visit a lawyer and decided I was in no hurry to end my marriage, even though I didn't care to work things out either. Things started to get a little more back to normal - as much as possible anyway - over the next week or two. I buried myself in my work and when my friends and colleagues realized that Heather and I were separated, they became quietly supportive, inviting me to dinners and parties so I wouldn't be so alone.



I met a woman named Stacey at one of the parties. She made it quite clear that she would have loved to have taken me home and sucked my cock or whatever else we both wanted. Problem was, as angry and heartbroken as I was, I knew in my heart that I was still married. I refused to be unfaithful to my wife while we were still legally wed. In that way, at least, I seemed to have more respect for her than she had for me.
Did I want a divorce so I could date Stacey or other women? Heather and I had had an active sex life until her affair, and I knew I wasn't cut out for a life of celibacy. Unfortunately, I was one of those rare men who was raised to view marriage as a sacred institution. I knew I had to cut bait with Heather and our marriage, or commit to trying to work things out with her. Otherwise, I knew I'd end up doing something that went against everything I believed in.
I asked my boss for some time off so I could go away and think about things. A part of me still wondered if Heather was seeing Ty even now, and I knew I would never be able to take her back without knowing for sure, one way or another. I contacted a private detective and went away to a resort in Mexico while I waited to hear what he said. On the day I was set to fly back home, I caved in and called the man. I'd made the decision that if Heather had stayed away from Ty, I would try to work things out with her. If she was still fucking around, it was over between us for good.
"Oh, yeah, your wife is quite the prize," the detective informed me needlessly. "I can see why you're so worried, but as far as I can tell, the woman is a saint. Anytime a man has come sniffing around, she flat out tells them no. She's been staying with her sister. When she finishes work, she goes home and doesn't leave again until work the next day. I've had the phone line bugged, and the only person she's made phone calls to is you, her sister's cell phone and the pizza place a few blocks from her sister's. She's left some pretty pitiful pleas on your home answering machine. Oh yeah, some guy - his name is Ty Johnson - has called her several times, but she hangs up as soon as she realizes it's him. He's also been to see her at her office a couple of times, but she's always managed to avoid all contact."
I was more relieved than I'd ever imagined to hear that she wasn't seeing Ty anymore. Grateful to the detective, I felt more lighthearted than I had in weeks. I decided to call Heather when I got home and invite her out to dinner so we could talk. It wouldn't be easy for me, but I'd been miserable without her. It was time to see if I was more miserable being with or without her now.
When I made it home, I checked my mail and found that I had a couple of packages. The answering machine was also blinking, and as I heard Heather's voice talking on it, I had a weird sensation of deja vu, remembering the last time I'd come home to an empty house and blinking machine. The first two messages were straightforward, with her calmly asking how I was and to please call her so we could just talk. The next three were borderline hysterical, as she sobbed wondering why I wouldn't even answer her e-mails letting her know I was OK. The pleas tore at my heart and made me feel guilty for not even telling her I was going away for a while. I was reaching for the phone to call her when the final message came on.
Ty's deep voice said, "Hey, Jake, man, how's it going? Listen, just wanted to give you a heads up that I sent you a package in the mail. I thought it might help you speed up the divorce. Just so you know, I plan to take good care of Heather, so don't feel bad about using it as evidence. I really am sorry about everything, man, but I do love her."
The message clicked off, and I wondered what in the hell his cryptic message meant. Was he trying to stir up trouble and obstruct any reconciliation? It didn't matter. The seed of doubt had been planted, and I searched for the package he claimed to have sent. me. As I opened it, I realized it was a videotape. My heart nearly dropped, fearing what would be on it. I considered not even watching. I knew whatever I would see would rip my heart out, all over again. But just like being unable to look away at the pool, I found myself pressing PLAY on the VCR.
The picture opened in what I knew was Ty's bedroom. He walked past the camera, speaking to someone, and then I saw Heather walk in front of the camera too, oblivious that she was being recorded. What shocked me most was that I recognized instantly when the tape had been made.
It was on the night of Ty's housewarming party, when Heather had been dressed to kill in her red dress.
"I really should be getting back to Jake. It's getting late and--"
"Come on, sweetheart, it's only nine o'clock," Ty argued. "Besides, I saw Jake enjoying himself downstairs. We deserve a little private time to catch up. You've been so obsessed with getting my house finished that we haven't had a chance to just sit down and talk."
"I suppose we can talk for a few minutes," Heather agreed. "But why don't we go downstairs? Ty, I'm married. I don't feel comfortable being alone with you in your bedroom."
"Heather, this house is full of people, including your husband. This is the only room we can be alone in right now. Relax. Sit down and just relax," he urged, guiding her to take a seat beside him on his bed.
The next few minutes were filled with idle chit-chat, as the two old friends reminisced about the old days. Heather grew more and more comfortable and was letting her guard down. I knew any minute now Ty would move in for the kill. When he said, "You know, Heather, when I walked into that office a few weeks ago and saw you again, I felt like I was being given a second chance to right a wrong."
"What do you mean?"
"Come on, baby, you know what I mean. You and I both know if Jake hadn't come along when he did, we would have been lovers. You felt the attraction as much as I did. You still feel it. I can tell. That's why you're always so nervous being alone with me."
She hesitated long enough to prove Ty right. Still, she protested, "That's ridiculous. I think I should--" she said and started to rise, only to have Ty pull her back down.
"Heather, baby, deep down inside you know we've got to settle this unfinished business between us," he argued.
Heather started to say something: "I don't know..."
"Heather, you are so beautiful, and I know you want me." Then Ty leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. Heather tried to resist and even said, "I don't think we should be doing this."
Ty kissed her again and said, "I can't help myself. It's just a kiss. Can't I at least have that?" Then he kissed her again and this time I could see that Heather was kissing him back. As the kissing got more passionate, Ty ran his hands over the front of Heather's dress and squeezed her right breast. Heather made no attempt to stop him. His hand moved across her chest, giving attention to both peaks, and he continued to kiss her passionately.
I couldn't believe I was sitting there watching my wife be seduced, knowing at the time I was downstairs in another room, totally oblivious. Ty broke off the kiss and pulled back from Heather. I could tell from the look on her face that she was very aroused, but also very conflicted. Then Ty said, "Heather, baby, you're so beautiful. I would love to see these lovely breasts."
She shook her head, looking panicked, and Ty kissed her again. With the skill of a practiced lover, Ty now focused his hand on getting inside her panties instead of her bra. Slowly as he kissed her mouth, he used his hand to caress her thighs apart. I watched his hand slowly inch its way up between her trim, white thighs, dragging the red dress with it. Heather was really getting into the kiss now, I saw, her hands holding onto Ty's head as she worked her lips over his. I found myself wanting to kill both of them, but I could not look away. I was even starting to get an erection, I realized, angry at my own instinctive reaction.
In a few minutes Ty had managed to drag her panties down her thighs and was finger-fucking my wife on the television. Heather was gasping and moaning like a bitch in heat, and then I noticed her hand was reaching for his crotch. As Ty continued to slide his thick fingers up her cunt, Heather massaged the large lump beneath his pants. At one point, she pulled her mouth away from Ty's and gasped out, "You feel huge!"
Then her face took on a strained expression, one I knew meant she was on the verge of orgasm. Her hips were bucking into Ty's hand, and she bit her lip as she let out a wild, mewling sound. Her entire body began to tremble, and she clutched at Ty with both arms, pressing her entire body against his front as she struggled to regain sanity.
A few seconds later, I saw Ty stand up and open his pants and pull them down along with his jockey shorts displaying his monstrous, black erection. He sat down again and said, "Heather, if you feel the same way about me as I do about you, I want you to take my cock into your mouth."
Heather looked at him, and I could see the realization of what she had done and was doing come over her face in all its naked horror. Shaking her head, she said, "Ty, I can't do this. This is so wrong. I love my husband. Please...this should have never happened," she said, standing and then quickly pulling her panties back into place. "I have to go!"
Swearing as Heather moved to leave, Ty looked unhappy even as he told her, "I understand you need to come to terms with this, baby. That's fine. You know where I am when you finally make a decision about us."
The tape blinked suddenly, and I realized it had been edited to include more than one scene. This time the picture was of Ty's living room and was pointed right at his sofa. The date at the bottom of the screen told me it was the second day of my business trip. My eyes about popped out of my head at what I now saw. Heather, completely naked, was lying back, legs spread wide as Ty knelt between them. I could even hear the sounds of his tongue slurping in and out of her pussy as he ate her out. She was moaning and writhing beneath him. Every once in a while, she would cry out, "Oohh, it's so good! Oh, yes!"
When she reached her orgasm, she screamed out with gutso. Ty lifted himself, only to begin taking off his own clothes. Heather was laying there satiated, her eyes closed as she recovered from the strength of her orgasm. I watched in horror as Ty shuffled forward, grabbed both of Heather's ankles to spread her legs wide and placed his cock head on her pussy lips. They glistened, she was so wet. Her nipples were erect and swollen and her pussy lips were enlarged. "Oh fuck," I heard her cry as Ty pushed his head in, her eyes flying open in surprise. "Ty, stop! Please Ty, at least put a condom on....Oh god. It's so big, you're ripping me apart."
Ty made a soothing sound, promised to pull out rather than wear a condom and began bucking his hips, sliding more in with each thrust. "Oh fuck, your cock is so big. Fuck." Despite her protests, Heather screamed out as another orgasm suddenly rocked her body. I had never heard my wife speak like this, either during lovemaking or in conversation. She simply never used swear words. Plus, I could see that Ty was only fucking her with a little more than half his cock. I cringed when I heard, "No one has ever fucked me like this." Heather gasped, pushing Ty's hips away with one hand while pulling him into her with the other, obviously conflicted. "Oh god, I'm cumming again!" she cried when he suddenly rolled his hips forward, pushing another two inches inside her.
I had felt sick when I saw how willingly she seemed to let the man eat her pussy. Now I felt the bile rise in my throat, seeing how she was reacting to another man's cock inside her. Then she made a gagging sound of her own and squealed, "Ow, oh god. You're too deep. It hurts. Oh please!"
I watched as Ty drew back and slammed his hips forward burying his entire cock in her pussy. Heather screamed a little, then moaned. Ty really started fucking her then. He held her legs spread wide, fucking her with the entire length of his cock. Heather bit her lower lip and was gripping the sofa cusions so hard her knuckles were white. She looked like she was really into it. She was raising her hips up to match his heavy thrusts. Every now and then her eyes would roll up in her head as she came again. Ty lowered her legs and they wrapped around his large waist. Heather murmured something, and then I made out, "You promised! Please pull out!"
I watched them grind their crotches together as Ty dug his cock around in her pussy. Suddenly, the black man bellowed and his muscular ass cheeks flexed as he came deep inside my wife's pussy. I heard my wife let out a little scream as she came yet again. When Ty pulled out, Heather's legs were spread wide open and sperm was pouring out of her pink hole. Then she put her hand behind Ty's neck and pulled him to her and kissed him passionately. When she broke the kiss, I watched as they shifted and Heather went down on him, taking his cock as far down her throat as she could. Watching my wife sucking another man's cock was very painful but I couldn't look away.
I wondered if she would swallow, which she rarely did for me, but then the tape went to a blank screen. Now I was feeling really crazy again, insane with anger and betrayal. First, this fucking asshole was so confident that he would be able to score with my wife that he had set up his video camera to record it. Second, Heather had showed so little respect for me that it had been easy for the asshole to score with her. I again felt like going out and buying a gun, but I knew it was crazy to even think.
It was in those moments, watching the videotape of the black man fucking my beloved wife - the same woman I'd decided earlier to try and accept back into my life - that I felt something dark and menacing shift inside my soul. Like a disease it grabbed hold of my heart, and then...
Then, I began to plan my revenge.
(To be continued...)
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How it all began...
As sappy as it sounded, Heather was in love. Utterly, helplessly, joyously in love...with her husband.
She knew most couples went through a honeymoon phase, where married life was all wonderful and perfect, until reality began to kill the fairytale romance. So far, the fairytale was still going strong for Heather. Nine years after meeting Jake, she still loved her husband as much as she had the day he'd proposed, and she often wondered how she'd gotten so lucky to find something so rare.
She thought back on everything they'd been through and knew it hadn't all been candy and roses. They'd fought their battles and won, and this once-shy, awkward young woman had blossomed like a butterfly around her adoring husband. After Heather had shown interest a few years ago in changing her appearance, something she'd wanted to do to please her husband more than herself, he'd seemed reluctant for her to do so; still, he and his sisters had helped advise her how to dress, what kind of makeup to wear, and given her tips on how to act around large crowds. And best of all, he'd taught her how to make love with the skill of a practiced courtesan. She was so eager to please him, she did whatever he asked of her. The sleek, attractive brunette she was today often turned men's heads, but she only had eyes for one man - Jake - and she trusted him completely to feel the same about her. She had had no desire or need to ever be unfaithful to him.
After Jake left, Heather got dressed and went to work, eager to get through the day's meetings with clients so she could clear up some paperwork before heading home. Somewhere between breakfast and her shower, she'd made a decision she wanted to talk to Jake about. They'd been considering having a baby soon, and she knew in her heart it was time. Even so, she had several meetings on her schedule, mostly new clients wanting to set up an account with the company, and Heather had been assigned the task of getting everything prepared for them. It would be a long day before she could talk to Jake, so she forced herself to focus on work.
Heather was going through the file of her next client when she suddenly stilled in surprise. Tyson Johnson was the man's name. She knew, of course, that it wasn't the same Ty Johnson she remembered from college. But the coincidence of having a client with the same name brought back a flood of memories, not all of them unpleasant either.
Before Jake, only one man had ever shown an interest in her at all, but he had been black, and Heather simply couldn't bring herself to even imagine dating a black man. Her strict, Southern family would kill her for one thing. For another, she'd never found black men all that attractive. But Ty had been so nice to her, and she'd always felt so flattered by him, that she might have given in and gone on a date with him if she hadn't met Jake instead.
Every now and then, she wondered what had happened to Ty, and figured he had probably gone on to be a successful athlete somewhere. Heather didn't keep up with professional sports, but Ty had been on the basketball team when she'd sat next to him in English class, and from what she'd overheard, he'd been a star player, primed for the big leagues.
Shaking herself of the thought, she prepared some notes as she waited for this Ty Johnson to arrive. When he did, she could hardly believe her eyes. It really was him!
"Heather?" he asked, just as surprised as she was. "I don't believe it! You look...god, you look gorgeous!"
Blushing beneath his blatant appraisal, she almost returned the compliment. Ty was older, and a lot more handsome than she remembered him. His shaved head and chiseled features were softened by a set of strikingly pale blue eyes. His athletic body was dressed in an expensive-looking suit, proving he had done quite well for himself. Heather was glad for him. "Thank you," she said, and offered him the seat in front of her desk. "I recognized your name but figured it couldn't be you. I figured you'd be out West somewhere, living the life of a celebrity athlete."
"Not anymore," he admitted. "I went pro and did pretty well, but then I injured my knee and got dropped from the roster."
"Well, it looks as though you're still doing well for yourself," she commented, trying to make polite conversation.
"I was able to find another job that kept me in the kind of money I'd gotten used to," he admitted, then decided, what the hell? "Actually, I'm a dancer now."
Her eyebrows raised, and he could tell she was fighting back a laugh. "A dancer?" She cleared her throat and added, "I would have never figured you for the type. What type of dance do you do? Hip hop? Jazz?" she guessed.
He smiled, then laughed. "I'm not that kind of dancer, Heather. I've been a stripper at a ladies club in Atlanta for the past three years. Now me and some buddies want to open a chain of gyms, do something a little more legitimate, and we thought this area would be a good place to branch out. I'm hoping you can help us keep control of our money."
She was a little shocked by the image that popped into her mind at his admission of being a stripper. Well, he certainly seemed to have the body for it, she silently admitted, then decided to ignore that train of thought. She could already feel her face getting red. "We'll certainly try," she said with a polite smile as she began once again to look over his portfolio.
As she studied his accounts, Ty studied her. He could hardly believe it! Back in college, he'd suspected Heather was a hot babe just waiting to come out of her shell. He'd seen it the many times she'd agreed to tutor him after class, sometimes when she'd taken off her baggy sweater to get more comfortable and he'd glimpsed the promise of that voluptuous bod beneath the tight shirt she'd worn underneath. Still, he probably wouldn't have fucked around with her, but some of his teammates had pointed out that it was always the mousy ones who were the easiest lays, and then they'd started betting on how long it would take him to get Heather's panties as a trophy. He'd been working out a seduction plan when she'd suddenly started going out with some football jock and been too busy to give Ty the time of day.
Now, almost nine years later, she was simply stunning. Her long, dark hair was styled in a flattering look, and she wore makeup to its best advantage. She wore a prim, but still sexy business suit with a skirt...red, he noticed. Definitely a color only a passionate woman would wear. Damn, but he felt himself getting hard just sitting here, looking at her and wondering what she looked like out of that sleek suit. He'd noticed the ring, of course, and knew she had found a man to appreciate her for the woman she was, but hell, he'd never let that stop him before.
He wanted this woman, and this time, he planned to have her.
For the next half hour, Heather discussed the possible accounts he could set up, and Ty made sure to insert a special memory they shared every now and then. She would smile before censoring herself and steering him back to the matter at hand.
As they finished up, Ty made a special point of giving her his cell number. "So we can catch up on old times," he told her. "Maybe you and your husband can be my guests at dinner one night."
She seemed to hesitate before saying, "That would be nice."
"How about tomorrow night then?"
Again, she hesitated. "I'll check with Jake tonight and give you a call tomorrow."
"Jake? Not the same Jake you were dating in college?" Damn. As soon as Jake Devlin had shown her an ounce of attention, she'd abandoned Ty and their friendship faster than most sluts could drop their panties. Besides which, Jake Devlin had annoyed the hell out of Ty, with his pretty white boy good looks and golden boy attitude. If he was still on the scene, it would probably be damn hard to seduce Heather away from her marriage vows. Then again, Ty loved a challenge...
She smiled, a secret, sexy little smile as she answered, "Of course. We've been married six years. Quite happily, I might add."
"That's terrific," he lied. "Ask Jake tonight and give me a call."
Heather escorted Ty out and as she watched him leave, feeling confused and somewhat ashamed by her reaction to seeing him again, she was startled when her friend and co-worker Jessica Wallace suddenly said behind her, "Mmmm-mmmm. I wouldn't mind getting my hands on some of that dark meat, if you know what I mean."
"Jessica!" she scolded, turning as red as the suit she wore.
"What? Don't tell me you weren't thinking the same thing, even if you are married."
"Of course I wasn't," she lied. "Besides, he's a new client. And an old friend."
"Hmmm. Old friend? Do tell."
"Not that kind of old friend. I've told you, Jake is the only man I've ever dated. Ty was just...a classmate I used to study with."
Jessica smiled, arching her eyebrows, but thankfully not making whatever smartass comment she was thinking. She flicked her long, blonde hair and shrugged. "At least Jake seems worth it, prime specimen that he is. Personally, I'd hate to go through life having only slept with one man. Especially the men I've known," she laughed.
The rest of the afternoon, Heather actually had no trouble putting her reunion with Ty in the back of her mind. She was so busy she hardly had time to think of anything at all. Still, she had an urgent need to see Jake as soon as possible and decided to take her work home and wait for him.
Honestly, though, she wasn't surprised to see his SUV parked in the drive when she pulled up at 6 o'clock. Smiling like a schoolgirl who'd just been handed the keys to a new car, she hurried inside. Jake was standing in front of the fridge, sipping orange juice from the carton. Nasty habit, that, but she didn't mind really. She could never stay mad at Jake for anything, especially when she was so glad to see him.
"What are you doing home?" she asked. "I thought you had a late meeting with Harry?"
He smiled wryly and put the carton away. "We worked around it," he shrugged, and she knew without his saying that he had done everything he could so she wouldn't have to eat dinner alone tonight.
God, she loved this man. Especially when he guided her to the sofa and started massaging her aching feet. She told him about Ty and waited for his reaction. Honestly, she hoped he'd make an excuse as to why they shouldn't socialize with the other man, but Jake being Jake agreed because he thought it was what she wanted.
Then he was doing wicked things to her body and she had no choice but to crawl into his lap and ravish him. Giving head had never been one of her favorite things to do, but she knew Jake loved it, so she licked her lips and swallowed his cock as if she loved it too. He was a big boy, and it had taken her years to learn how to get most of him in her mouth. Tonguing the head, she had to admit she really did love his cock, most especially when it was inside of her.
Lifting her head, she smiled somewhat wickedly as she ripped open a condom, slid it over him and then positioned herself facing him. His hard cock slid inside her easily, making her feel complete and oh so full. Mmmmm. He pumped his hips and she almost went into orbit then and there. Lovingly, she stared into his eyes as she began thrusting down to match his movements. When they both climaxed, all she could think about was how much she loved him and how very much she wanted to have his baby. She told him as much too. And she knew by his reaction that she would be pregnant soon, or they'd both die trying. The thought filled her with a warmth she couldn't even begin to describe.
"I love you so much," she told him and he easily said the words back.
Then the phone rang. It was Ty, and simply hearing the black man's voice made her feel a sudden rush of guilt for some reason. She glanced at Jake, wishing he didn't have to know she was talking to Ty even as she answered his queston about dinner.
***
Over the next few weeks, Ty found whatever excuse he could to call or visit Heather at work to discuss his account or to discuss the new home she had reluctantly agreed to help him decorate. It wasn't that Ty was a total creep who was constantly trying to get in her pants. On the contrary, he was always a gentleman, treating her with respect and offering nothing more than the friendship she'd once taken for granted.
It also never helped that Jessica always brought up the issue of what a hunk Ty was, and how she'd had a few black lovers in the past and would give her entire savings for one more fuck from a guy named Jerome, the one who'd introduced her to black sex.
"Ohmigod, Heather, his cock was...his cock was just amazing. I've been searching for another one like it ever since he left me for some fake-boobed, redheaded twit he met at a party." She sighed dramatically. "Too bad you never had a chance to test Ty out. You could tell me if he was any good or not so I'd know whether to waste my time."
Heather had to admit the more Jessica talked about it, the more she found herself wondering what it would be like to sleep with someone other than Jake. Sometimes, listening to Jessica talk about her one night stands, Heather envied the rush her friend must feel at doing something so spontaneous. But deep down, Heather didn't dare give in to such thoughts. She loved Jake too much to ever risk losing him for something as shallow as meaningless sex, and adultery was something she just couldn't understand. She had never understood why, if someone wanted to sleep with someone other than their spouse, that they didn't just get divorced rather than hurt their spouse with such an unforgivable betrayal. Open marriages, where spouses gave the other permission to cheat, were even more mind-boggling to her.
Deep down, however, Heather instinctively knew that if there was ever a possible threat to her own fidelity, Ty was it. He was charming and attentive; he had an easy way of making her laugh; and worst of all, he was sexy as hell, all rippling black muscles, always attractively dressed. She'd never been attracted to a black man before, but she'd be lieing if she said she wasn't attracted to one now. Maybe her hormones were out of whack - maybe they'd gotten out of whack when she'd taken herself off the pill. And despite herself, she was curious and intrigued by the idea of Ty earning a living as a stripper. She'd never asked him a thing about it, but he kept tossing her insightful nibbles. For instance, she knew that he was still stripping. He apparently worked in a club in Chicago, which was an hour or so drive from their quiet little town. He'd even told her he could get her in for free if she and some friends ever wanted to catch a show one weekend, but she'd quickly changed the subject to something less scandalous. She hadn't even mentioned Ty's occupation to Jake - she'd been too embarassed to - and she knew her husband wouldn't appreciate it if she went to a male strip club anyway.
Despite this attraction, she had herself convinced that she and Ty could be friends again until the night of his housewarming party.
Sitting with Ty in his bedroom while Jake mingled downstairs, she had no idea what came over her when Ty finally brought up the issue of their past chemistry. She'd had some wine and was probably a little tipsy, and when he'd finally kissed her, she hadn't protested much because, if she were honest, she'd been wondering what it would feel like to kiss him. Kissing Ty hadn't been better than kissing her husband. It had just been different and exciting because she knew she shouldn't be doing it. When he'd freed his massive erection and asked her to give him a blow job, she'd thankfully come to her senses and left before things could get out of hand. A few kisses she could convince herself meant nothing. Oral sex was another matter entirely.
When she'd gotten home, she'd been so eaten up with guilt and shame over the temptation she'd felt to give in and go down on the black man that she had cried harder than she had since her mother had passed away. She determined that she would just have to sever all ties with Ty, and the problem would be solved. So, why had she put herself back on the pill that same night? God, she wished she knew.
The very next day, she confided in Jessica that Ty had hit on her and asked her friend to take over Ty's account at the firm. "I'd love to!" Jessica said with a smile. "But you can't tell me you aren't tempted to see how things play out."
"I'm married," she reminded her friend.
"So? What Jake doesn't know won't hurt him."
Growing angry that her so-called friend was offering further temptation, she refused to continue the conversation any further. She handed over Ty's file and tried to put him out of her mind once and for all. Jessica even came back and apologised, looking sheepish, and told Heather, "Jake will be gone next week, right?"
"Unfortunately, yes. He's leaving Thursday."
"Well, let's have a girl's night out Saturday - my treat," Jessica said. "Consider it a peace offering. What do you say?"
Heather agreed, only because she knew it would help keep her mind off of things it shouldn't be on. This was easier said than done, especially everytime she checked her e-mail that afternoon and found that Ty had sent her a message.
In the first, he apologized again for what had happened but insisted that it was only a matter of time before they were lovers. She deleted it without responding, but a new email popped up thirty minutes later. It was an e-card with a cute little teddy bear holding up a Valentine that read, "To the most beautiful woman in the world. Please Be Mine. Love, Ty." Despite herself she felt a little flattered, and she replied with a short note thanking him for the sentiment but reminding him that she was very much happily married. Not long after the message had been sent, her inbox alerted her to a new message - an erotic poem about all the ways he planned to make love to her. Shaking her head, she replied that he seemed to be dangerously close to stalking and to please stop sending inappropriate emails to her at work. She didn't receive any more emails after that.
She thought putting Ty out of sight, out of mind would work well enough, but then Jessica had to screw up her plans royally Saturday night.
After some debate about what they wanted to do, they drove the distance into the city and grabbed dinner at a new Italian restaurant Heather had heard about. Jessica kept insisting they find a nightclub and check out guys, and Heather finally admitted it might be fun, just to look, of course.
What she hadn't realized was that the nightclub Jessica wanted to visit was the strip club where Ty worked. She had seen its name on some employment forms he'd submitted. Suddenly, she realized Jessica had probably seen that same form. Jessica, bless her sneaky little heart, didn't even attempt to deny it.
"Come on, Heather, aren't you the least bit curious?" she argued, when Heather refused to leave the car. "It's not like I'm dragging you in there so he can pick you up. He won't even know we're here."
"Please, can't we go somewhere else?"
"No. You can wait in the car if you want, but I'm going inside." Jessica made good on the threat, grabbing her purse and locking the car door behind her. Heather sighed and sat back in her seat, staying firm in her resolve not to go inside. That is, until she began looking around at her surroundings and realized there were some rough-looking young men watching her in the parking lot, making obsene gestures to each other as they leered at her. Growing increasingly nervous, she finally caved in and went in search of Jessica.
Heather, however, wondered if she probably should have stayed in the car, especially when they walked in and heard the screams and catcalls of horny women combined with pulsing, throbbing music. Thank god it was dimly lit in here, Heather thought as Jessica grabbed her hand and led her to an empty table off to the side. A tall white guy was stripped down to a g-string, and he was rolling his hips around for the women crowded around the stage.



"We'll just wait until Ty comes on and leave, OK?" Jessica leaned over to say. Jessica had asked the guy at the admission booth if Ty had performed yet, and he'd smiled a knowing smile and told them Ty hadn't done his act yet.
They sat through two guys who stripped out of their cowboy and police uniforms until they were wearing nothing but tiny g-strings. Relieved they didn't go full nude, Heather thought the guys had nice bodies, but then again, so did her husband. Jake had a nice, muscular body too, and he seemed more well endowed than any of the guys on stage so far. She'd always wondered what it would be like to come to a place like this, but quite frankly, she wasn't all that impressed. She actually felt kind of dirty, being here, and she didn't like feeling that way.
Then Ty was introduced and he came roaring onto the stage riding a Harley and dressed all in black leather, the ultimate bad boy biker. The women in the place went wild. Jessica leaned over and said, "He's definitely got a Lexington Steele thing going on. Mercy!"
"What's Lexington Steele?" Heather asked innocently, and Jessica only shook her head thinking it was a pity Heather wasn't familiar with the well-hung porn star.
Ty revved the engine of the bike and with the grace of a true dancer leaned back, pumped his hips up and down, then swung his leg over the handlebars in tune to the slow, seductive music. His strong thighs barely fit into the tiny leather shorts he wore, and Heather could see his muscles flex proudly as he moved across the stage. He ripped his leather jacket open, revealing a broad, hairless chest that belonged on the cover of a bodybuilding magazine. Slowly he tugged the jacket down his arms, then lifted it and swung it round and round over his head, finally flinging it offstage somewhere.
He reached for the zip of his shorts and slowly lowered it as he mimicked a humping motion with his hips. Instead of stopping, he suddenly ripped the shorts apart and off, revealing a g-string that seemed barely capable of containing him. Heather swallowed, especially when he turned, lifted his eyes and they met her own. She recognized the surprise, then the pleased glint in his pale eyes as he slowly smiled at her. Licking his lips, he threw his head back, then slid one hand down his slick chest towards his crotch, still pumping his hips in time to the beat of the music. Lifting his head, his eyes met hers again, but then he suddenly dropped to the floor on all fours and began a slow fucking motion with an invisible partner in front of the crowd of screaming women. All the while his eyes didn't leave Heather's, and she knew in his mind, she was his imaginary partner.
Heather squirmed in her seat, remembering what his cock had felt like the night she'd rubbed his crotch. Very large, very hot and throbbing in the palm of her hand. She couldn't even begin to imagine what such a thing would feel like inside her pussy.
Shaking herself of such thoughts, shamed by her reaction, she leaned over to Jessica and demanded that they leave. Now! Jessica shook her head, refusing to tear her eyes from the stage. Worse, she kept commenting on what a hot body Ty had and once or twice said that Heather was damned crazy to pass up a shot at tasting it. "I'm calling a cab," Heather finally said, angry that her friend wasn't being more supportive.
"Stop being such a drama queen," Jessica relented. "I'm not letting you go home in a cab alone." Reluctantly, Jessica tore her eyes away and agreed to leave. Heather had already decided she would decline any future invitations for a girl's night out if Jessica asked.
The next morning, Heather was woken by the sound of the telephone ringing. Grabbing for the cordless phone, still half asleep, she checked the caller ID before answering. It was Ty. Blinking, startled, she tossed the phone aside and listened as the answering machine picked up. He didn't leave a message, thank god. Maybe he would get the idea and leave her alone. No matter how hard she tried though, she couldn't go back to sleep so she crawled out of bed, got dressed and decided to run some errands while she had a little free time. She called Jake from her cell phone and realized her battery was going dead. Damn, she'd forgotten to charge it the night before. As a result, their conversation was short, sweet and simple.
Heather had just left the mall when her CHECK ENGINE light came on. Damn, damn, damn, she thought. This was just her luck lately. She didn't have a usable cell phone, her husband was out of town, and she was on the highway about five miles from her house. Soon she began to see smoke coming from under her hood, so she quickly pulled to the median and just sat there, helpless and wondering what on earth she would do now.
Ty was driving along the highway, on his way home from the gym, when he saw a car stranded on the side of the road. He had never stopped to help anyone before, but then he recognized the dark-haired woman raising the hood and fanning the smoke out of her face. "Well, I'll be a son of a bitch," he whispered in startled delight. With a wry smile, he turned his vehicle around and doubled back to help her.
Heather was frantic, wondering if she was going to have to walk and find a phone. And what about her car? Jake wasn't even in town - he couldn't come pick her up. Who could she trust to tow her at a reasonable rate? She had let her membership to AAA lapse a few months ago because she'd forgotten to pay the bill. She supposed she could call her sister for a ride, or maybe Jessica...
She raked a frustrated hair through her hair and was glancing by at the sporadic traffic passing by when she heard the sound of crunching gravel. Spinning around, she saw a black SUV parking behind her car, then saw the tall black man step out. Oh god, she thought. Her luck just kept getting worse and worse...
Ty played it cool, one side of his mouth tilted up as he surveyed her situation. He nodded toward her engine and asked, "What happened?"
"I have no idea." She watched as he leaned over and checked it out, not daring to touch anything. "My cell phone went dead," she told him. "Not that I would know who to call to come tow me anyway. I don't have my check book with me either. I just bought a new computer, so the only credit card I have is almost maxed out. Jake is out of town, and I think my sister is at work. God. I need a vacation."
Pulling back without a word, Ty pulled out his own cell phone, punched in some numbers, and she gathered from his side of the conversation that he was using his own car club membership to call for a tow. Ending the call with directions, he crossed his arms and casually leaned back against her disabled sedan to wait. "Should take them about twenty minutes to get here. No big deal."
Sighing in relief, she told him simply, "Thank you."
He glanced down at the engine and asked, "It ever done this before?"
"No. I've had this car forever though. It's got a lot of miles on it, so I shouldn't be surprised," she told him. She eyed him carefully. "I don't know what I would have done if you hadn't stopped."
"The road I usually take home from the gym had a detour this morning, so I decided to take the highway instead." He smiled. "I think this is just a case of fate pulling us together."
Fate? No, her fate was with Jake, she knew that with a certainty that was unshakable. She sighed, hoping to stop Ty before he got any more silly ideas. But then he said, "I tried calling you this morning to ask a favor. I wondered if you could look over some paperwork for me today before I have to go into a meeting tomorrow morning. I know you're not handling my account anymore, but I need someone knows my account and who can give me a quick session so I won't sound like a fool in front of my partners. Think you could spare a few minutes to stop by my place and help out an old friend?"
She didn't want to go by his place and help him, but how could she not? Especially after he'd gone out of his way to help her today. Besides, he didn't seem flirtatious or threatening right now. Perhaps he'd finally gotten the message?
"All right. I can probably spare a little time if I get my car situation settled."
Ty smiled to himself. In his mind, he already had the situation all planned. He'd just been trying to figure out a way to get her to his house. When all was said and done, he didn't know if he'd want her in his bed permanently, but her playing hard-to-get was driving him wild. He couldn't stop thinking about her. He could have his pick of almost any woman he met, but he couldn't stop thinking about this one, especially after spotting her across the club last night, seeing that heated, hunted look in her eyes. Oh yeah, once they got to his house, her ass would be his, whether she liked it or not.
Ty followed Heather to the auto garage and waited while she was given a rental car until her own could be repaired. Then she followed him back to his place.
She was wearing faded jeans, a tee shirt and little makeup. She still looked pretty damn good, Ty thought as he asked her to come inside while he gathered the so-called paperwork. It didn't take him long to ease her mind off of him and onto his accounts. When she was relaxed enough to let her guard down, he excused himself to get himself a drink. Heather was so focused on the books in front of her that she didn't even notice when he pulled out two glasses, poured champagne into each flute and then carefully spread a powdery substance into one. He'd used this shit on a few women before, and in no time, they were crawling all over his cock. He knew he'd never get anywhere with Heather if he didn't loosen her up first; she would thank him later anyway. Smiling to himself, Ty carried the drinks over to his dining room table, where Heather was busy working up figures, and placed the drugged one in front of her. She was so absorbed in her work, she took it without thinking, sipping on it as she explained to him the answers to each of the complex questions he had asked.
In hardly any time at all, she began to fidget in her seat. "Is it just me or is it hot in here?"
"I'm fine. Why don't you take off your jacket. Looks like we've still got a ways to go."
He watched as Heather took off her jean jacket and placed it on the back of her chair before trying to concentrate again on the project before her. She fought gallantly but just couldn't seem to get her mind focused enough to complete the task. She fidgeted uncomfortably, rubbing her neck every so often, and began loosing her train of thought in the middle of speech.
"Why don't we take a break? Stretch our legs?" Ty finally suggested, rising from his seat across from her to help her from her own chair.
"I guess...just a few minutes. I need to be getting home before too late," she insisted, moving eagerly to walk off the growing agitation she felt. Was she getting ill? She felt almost feverish, yet excited, full of energy. Her head was sort of floaty, as if she were drunk, yet she'd only sipped one glass of champagne.
She saw Ty walk over to his entertainment center and fidget with something. Then she heard the sound of soft, romantic jazz fill the air. She didn't notice him switching on the camcorder he had hidden, pointed straight at the large, leather sofa beside her. She started to ask him what he was doing, playing music like that, but her skin was on fire, and instead she heard herself say, "It's so hot in here. Can you turn up the air conditioning please."
"Baby, it's barely 70 in here and below 50 outside," he soothed, stepping over to rub his hands up and down her arms. He placed the back of his hand on her forehead and commented, "You're not sick. What's got you so hot? Oh...I think I know what it is, baby. It's this, isn't it? This heat between us. You finally realize you can't ignore it. Especially after you saw what I had to offer last night."
When his hands rubbed themselves up and down her arm, she felt tiny pinpricks of electricity shoot up her spine, making her tremble. It was not an unpleasant sensation, and she heard herself say, "Please...I...I need to go home."
"Shhhhhh." He pressed his lips to her forehead and pulled her closer into his arms, slowly swaying with her to the music. Without thought, Heather's arms slid around his waist and when he turned her face up for his kiss, she just stared without protest. At first his thick lips covering hers caused more electricity to shoot down her spine, and then she felt his hands slide from her waist to mold her gentle backside. When he pulled her closer against him, she found herself grinding against his leg, trying to ease the ferocious ache she suddenly felt deep in her moist pussy. But then an image of her husband floated into her mind, and she pulled her mouth away long enough to protest, "No, this isn't right."
"Shhhh," he hushed again, then asked, "Are you still hot, baby?"
"Yes, very."
"Let's see if we can't cool you down," he said, pulling back enough to tug her tee shirt over her arms, exposing her in her plain white bra. With ease he flicked open the catch at her back, freeing her heavy white mounds to his gaze.
"No, please," she whispered, even as her body sought the sensation of his wicked fingers touching her bare breasts. A second later his mouth was devouring her left nipple, wringing a soft cry of pleasure from her suddenly parched lips. As she bent her head backwards, arching her chest into him, she felt his one hand fumbling with her jeans, and then she felt him pushing them down past her hips. In no time, his hand was diving between her thighs in search of her private heat, his fingers sliding inside her panties until they were gliding across the folds of her pussy, teasing her sensitive slit. With the last shred of sanity she possessed, she reached for his hand and told him, "I don't want this. I love my husband. Please don't make me do this."
Ty made a mental note to edit this part off the tape he planned to send to good old Jake even as he wiped away the last of Heather's resistance when he managed to push two fingers up inside her wet honeypot. She orgasmed instantly, and Ty wondered if she would always be so responsive, or if it was just the drug he'd slipped in her drink. While she was still trembling, he managed to get her jeans completely off her, until she was naked except for the brief panties at her hips. Slowly, he walked her backwards until she bumped into the sofa. He lowered her down until she was spread out, whimpering in front of him.
"Please..." she begged, but he was no longer sure if she was protesting or begging for more.
Reaching down to kiss her beautiful mouth, Ty dipped his tongue between her lips for a brief taste before kneeling between her spread thighs. He grabbed the sides of her panties and began tugging them down her legs ignoring her now weak protests, especially when her hand reached down and her hips lifted to help him with the task. "Oh yeah, baby, let me have a taste of you before I show you how good it can be between us," he murmured, sliding down and arranging her legs over his shoulders until his face was staring at her husband's private lovenest. Ty licked his lips and dove in, licking her pussy like a pro. Heather bucked and cried out, now lost in the sensations he was giving her. She was moaning and writhing beneath him. Every once in a while, she would cry out, "Oohh, it's so good! Oh, yes!" without realizing what she was saying. The drug he'd put in her champagne had her in its grip now, and she barely even remembered that she had a faithful husband, let alone that she loved him more than life itself. All she cared about were the wonderful orgasms this black man kept delivering to her.
When she reached her biggest orgasm, she screamed out with gutso. Ty lifted himself, only to begin taking off his own clothes. Heather was laying there satiated, her eyes closed as she recovered from the strength of her climax. Her eyes were drugged with passion and something else as she watched as Ty shuffled forward, grabbed both of her ankles to spread her legs wide and placed his cock head on her pussy lips. They glistened, she was so wet. Her nipples were erect and swollen and her pussy lips were enlarged. "Oh fuck,"she cried as Ty pushed his head in, her eyes flying open in surprise. "Ty, stop! Please Ty, at least put a condom on...Oh god. It's so big, you're ripping me apart."
"Shhhh." He leaned down and kissed her. "Don't worry, baby. I won't come in you, I promise. Just let me slide inside...oh yeah...like this..." he moaned as he gently pushed his hips forward. He gently sawed in and out until she began to stretch around him, allowing him to sink farther and farther into her precious depths.
"Oh fuck, your cock is so big. Fuck." Despite her protests, Heather screamed out as another orgasm suddenly rocked her body. "No one has ever fucked me like this."
As the words left her mouth, Heather suddenly remembered the only man she had ever slept with, her husband, and she began to push Ty away even though he felt so damn good inside her. It was no use. She had already committed the worst sin imaginable as far as Jake was concerned, and so she let the feeling wash over her and carry her conscience away with it. "Oh god, I'm cumming again!" she cried when Ty suddenly rolled his hips forward, pushing another two inches inside her.
While she was riding the crest of that last orgasm, Ty seized the moment and slammed forward, burying most of his eleven inches inside her belly. Heather made a gagging sound and squealed while trying to scoot back away from him, "Ow, oh god. You're too deep. It hurts. Oh please!"
Ignoring her, Ty drew back and slammed his hips forward burying his entire cock in her pussy once more. Heather screamed a little, then moaned. Ty really started fucking her then. He held her legs spread wide, fucking her with the entire length of his cock. Heather bit her lower lip and was gripping the sofa cushions so hard her knuckles were white. She began raising her hips up to match his heavy thrusts, seeking another powerful orgasm. Every now and then it would come, causing her eyes to roll up in her head as she came again. Ty lowered her legs and they wrapped around his large waist. She could tell by his off-balance thrusts that he was about to come. She remembered that he was doing her bareback and panicked. "Ty, no...You promised! Please pull out!"
Suddenly, the black man humping her bellowed and his muscular ass cheeks flexed as he came deep inside Heather's pussy. She felt the scalding blasts deep inside her womb and felt yet another climax wash over her as she ground her pelvis against his in response.
How long she drifted in blissful ignorance beneath him she didn't know. She heard a man's deep voice whisper in her ear that she was a great fuck and he couldn't wait to feel her lips bring him off next time. As if someone had taken over her identity, she put her hand behind Ty's neck and kissed him passionately. When she broke the kiss, Ty shifted her so that he was sitting beside her, his still hard cock within touching distance. His hand on her neck guided her mouth to his wet cock, and she took it in her mouth instinctively, not really knowing what she was doing, but not really caring either. He tried to push himself down her throat, but she gagged and pulled away, only then realizing that the cock she was sucking was black and that it did not belong to her husband. It was hard to remember for certain what happened after that. She remembered Ty carrying her upstairs and putting her in his bed. She remembered him crawling in beside her and fondling her breasts and pussy until they both succombed to sleep.
The next morning when she woke up, it was to the sensation of something wet and warm laving her sore, abused pussy. Jake had woken her like this on many occassions, and she didn't realize it wasn't her husband between her naked thighs until she opened her eyes and saw the surroundings of an unfamiliar bedroom. Glancing down, she saw the black hands holding her white thighs apart, saw the dark head at her center, and she gasped, then fell into an orgasm that robbed her of her sanity again. She couldn't remember how she'd gotten into this position, couldn't remember anything from the night before, but when Ty crawled between her thighs and pushed his large, black cock into her pussy with ease, she suspected that they were merely repeating the events from the night before. She was so shocked by that thought that she made no move to stop him from pumping himself into her married body until he realized he wasn't getting much response from her. Pulling out, he told her to roll over onto her stomach, which she did numbly, still in shock, confused. Maybe she was dreaming, she decided. Maybe she was sick with the flu and was having erotic hallucinations. This simply could not be happening for real, she thought.



Then she felt his fingers delving into her recently fucked pussy and felt him spreading her juices up and down the folds of her vagina. When the fingers began working her love cream around her puckered anus, she gasped, startled by the very real sensation. Before she could react, she felt Ty shift behind her, over her, and then he was pressing forward where no man had gone before. She screamed bloody murder, begging him to stop because it hurt so much, but he whispered that she would thank him later and kept pushing forward.
When it was over, Ty tried to cuddle with Heather, who had collapsed into sobs from the remembered pain of her anal deflowering as well as the knowledge that she really had been unfaithful to her loving husband. She pushed him away and ran from the bed, desperately searching for her clothes along the way. She managed to find her jeans, shirt and shoes and grabbed her purse and jacket as she fled from Ty's home. He followed her down the stairs, trying to convince her not to feel guilty about what had happened. He told her he thought he loved her and wanted her to leave Jake so they could be together. Damn bitches liked hearing stuff like that, he reasoned.
"But I don't love you! I love my husband!" she screamed at him in frustration. "This was a mistake that won't ever happen again," she told him as she stormed out of the door.
But it had happened again. More times than Heather cared to admit. And as a result, she had lost her husband, her home, her self-respect...everything. Rubbing her flat stomach, which may or may not be bulging out in a few months, she made a silent vow to put things right, even if it was the last thing she did.
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Heather blinked back tears and tried to remain strong as she met her husband's hard gaze across the conference table. So this was it, then? The end of their marriage? Heather felt more like it was the end of her life, especially when her lawyer slid the papers in front of her and told her to sign beside Jake's familiar scrawl. As soon as she put her name on that dotted line, the divorce would be final.
Seeing her hesitation, her lawyer leaned over and whispered, "Trust me, this is the best way. If you fight it, things will get very nasty. Your husband has some...evidence that could be used against you if you make things difficult. He's doing you a favor by giving you the chance to split things evenly and quickly. Sign the papers, Heather. It's for the best, believe me."
Once again, she puzzled over her attorney's remark about "evidence." Jake had never confronted her with any so-called evidence of her adultery, but he'd obviously presented something to her attorney.
Truth was, the only contact she'd had with Jake at all these past six weeks had been through short, curt emails and then through his attorney, informing her he was arranging a quick divorce and that Jake had agreed to give her half of everything they owned to speed up the process. No matter how much she'd begged, her husband wouldn't talk to her, and lord knows, she could hardly blame him. He'd loved her, and she'd hurt him terribly. And in the process, she'd lost her husband, her best friend and the only man she would ever love. She'd ruined both their lives, and why? God, she wished she knew. All she knew was that if she could convince him to give her another chance, she'd spend the rest of her life making it up to him. That's why she'd asked for this meeting, between them and their lawyers. She'd thought seeing her again, seeing how upset and guilty she felt about everything, would convince Jake to at least listen.
Sending him one last pleading glance, she picked up the pen with unsteady hands and seeing no conflicted emotion reflected in his hard eyes, she slowly wrote her name beside his. The tears spilled over and she had to bite back a sob as her lawyer checked over the papers, made a few final arrangements with Jake's lawyer, and then told her she was free to go.
She found herself unable to move...or more accurately, unable to tear her eyes off Jake in fear this would be the last time she would ever see his beloved face. He remained in his seat too, meeting her look with one of his own. But whereas hers was teary-eyed and remorseful, his was as cold as ice. She didn't recognize the hatred in his eyes...he'd always been so loving and gentle. What had she done to him?
She was surprised when Jake told their attorneys that he'd like a word alone with his "ex-wife." When the other men left the room, she was too devastated by the reality of the divorce to say anything. After simply staring at her with hate in his eyes for a few seconds, Jake stood up, grasping the briefcase he'd brought with him, and rounded the table until he was beside her. Perching himself on the tabletop, he opened the briefcase while he told her, "I thought you might like to know that your new boyfriend sent me a few goodies to use against you in the divorce, but quite frankly I was too damned embarassed to show them to anyone but your lawyer in private. Either way, I don't need them anymore."
With that last comment, he stacked two videotapes in front of her. She felt all of the color drain from her face as she imagined with horror what was on them. She wouldn't be the least bit surprised if Ty had somehow recorded their encounters and sent them to Jake. He'd made it clear from the start that he was out to ruin her marriage any way he could.
"Jake, please..."
He shot her a look that said "don't bother" and moved to his feet. "I'm selling the house and moving...hell, I don't know where and probably wouldn't tell you if I knew," he informed her coldly. Oddly, he seemed to hesitate before closing the briefcase and she saw his jaw muscles clench the way they always did when he was struggling with a tough decision. Finally, he simply closed the briefcase and started to walk away. "Have a nice life, Heather."
Heather was desperate to stop him and blurted the first thing that came to mind. "What if I'm pregnant?"
Jake stopped in the door and she saw his entire body tense. She seized the opportunity to point out, "It would be yours, Jake. I know it's yours." And then she prayed she was pregnant with his baby, his baby, not Ty's, because she knew he would stay with her if she were carrying his child. She didn't know if she was pregnant or not. She was late, but that wasn't unusual, especially given the stress she'd been under. Of course, there was a slight chance she could be pregnant with Ty's baby, but she refused to accept that she'd have to live the rest of her life with a reminder of her betrayal.
Slowly, Jake turned to face her. She barely recognized him, he looked so...harsh. "Do you honestly think it's likely to be mine?"
She couldn't lie. "I don't know. There were a few times...before you left for your trip..."
"As opposed to the five or six or God knows how many times with Ty?" he scoffed. "Don't play me for a fool, Heather. If the baby is mine, I'll gladly be its father, but I highly doubt it will be."
He started to approach her and she felt a moment of hope that she'd finally gotten through to him, just enough to talk to her, really talk to her. But he laid his briefcase back on the table, popped it open, and pulled out another videotape. She wondered why he hadn't given it to her with the others...what was so different about this one? An overwhleming sense of dread filled her as she thought of the possibilities.
"You know, I almost felt sorry enough for you to keep this to myself, but to hell with it," he said. "Consider it a parting gift. Goodbye, Heather. Oh, and if the baby turns out to be mine, I'll know and I'll contact you. Otherwise, I doubt we'll ever speak to each other again...especially after you see what's on that tape."
Closing her eyes, she simply couldn't watch him leave. She heard the door shut behind him, and then the only sounds she heard were her own sobs. She didn't know how much longer it was before one of the secretaries politely asked her to leave. She gathered up the videos and numbly drove herself to her sister's place. She supposed she would have to start looking for a place of her own now that she knew she couldn't go back to the house.
Her older sister was waiting supportively when Heather made it home, a nervous wreck. Cassie offered to stay home from her night job, but Heather just wanted to be alone.
After her sister left, Heather took her time in building up the courage to watch the videos. Knowing what was probably on them, she wanted to kill Ty with her bare hands. It was bad enough Jake knew what she'd done...Ty had no right to rub his face in the fact by showing him videos of it.
Pouring herself a glass of red wine despite her possible pregnancy, she finally put one of the videos in and watched it in a mixture of disbelief, outrage and mostly shame. What must Jake have thought, hearing those sounds come from her, seeing her react that way? She looked and acted like a total slut. The first video showed the night Ty tried to seduce her at his housewarming party, then flashed forward to the night he'd succeeded in fucking her...after he'd laced her drink with ecstacy, she'd discovered later. Truth was, she barely remembered that night.
The second tape was longer and showed them still going at it the next morning, when Heather had woken, dazed and puzzled and finally delirious with passion at being woken by the black man eating her pussy in his bed. Ty's naked backside eventually straightened and he could be seen placing her widespread legs on his shoulders as he shuffled up and rammed his monster cock insde her. He hammered away at her for several minutes before turning her over onto her stomach and began playing with her ass. Heather turned red and flinched while watching Ty fuck her virgin ass on screen. It had hurt like hell and she hadn't enjoyed a minute of it, though she certainly seemed to be enjoying it on tape after the initial penetration. She moaned constantly, her fists clenched the bedsheets and her butt eventually began pushing back into his thrusts as if she couldn't get enough. Truth was, she'd been trying to make Ty come so it would just be over as quickly as possible.
The tape also showed the next day, when Ty had come to her home and proceeded to fuck her doggystyle over the back of the sofa after her protests had fallen on deaf ears. He'd made a lot of threats about telling Jake and Heather had felt she had no choice but to give in that time. But how had he filmed her in her own home? He obviously must have had someone film through the living room window. The bastard. She'd cried buckets of tears after he left that day, even though she'd been thankful she'd gone back on the pill after their close encounter at the housewarming party. She'd suspected something could happen and had instinctively been trying to minimalize the consequences if it did. There had been about a week's gap between the day she'd started taking them and the day Ty had seduced her. Lord knows if it had gotten into her system in time to make a difference. First thing tomorrow, she would bite the bullet and drag herself to the doctor to find out for sure.
The next scene showed him taking her against the wall in the shower of his new home. By that point, she hated to admit that she'd felt herself giving in, as if she knew she'd already cheated, so what more harm would it be if she continued, just until Jake came home? Ty hadn't been a better lover than Jake; in fact, she considered Jake's technique to be better. But the excitement of doing something taboo and forbidden had made her experiences with Ty hard not to repeat. She'd told herself she was going to Ty's that day to put a stop to things once and for all, but deep down, she'd known what would happen and had wanted it to happen. Why else had she spent so much time on her makeup and worn one of her sexiest outfits that day? When Ty had opened the door, wearing only a towel around his waist because she'd interrupted his shower, she'd forgotten everything she had planned to say. Without a word, Ty had pulled her into a sexy, erotic kiss that had left her knees trembling and her body eager for more. She hadn't offered any resistance when he'd pushed her to her knees and let his towel fall to the ground. She'd kissed, licked and sucked his cock of her own free will, growing aroused as she worked him into a fervor.
When he'd pulled her up and said, "You interrupted my shower, baby. Thankfully there's room enough for two." She'd merely licked her lips and let him carry her upstairs. He told her to get undressed while he excused himself for a few minutes, and now Heather realized he must have somehow been switching on this recording. When he'd returned, he'd also been carrying a tube of KY jelly, and she'd asked flat out what it was for. "Relax, baby," he told her, reaching to push her panties down her hips so that she was completely naked. One of his hands curved around her, pressing her close to him even as his fingers squeezed her naked ass. When she felt one of his fingers push into her anal opening, she broke away from his kiss to say, "I don't like that. I mean it Ty. And I want you to wear a condom."
"Whatever you want," he whispered, kissing her even as he led her into the shower. That was where the tape began. Heather now watched herself onscreen, moaning as Jake pressed her beneath the water and against the wall of the shower. For a few minutes, he fingered her to orgasm while alternately sucking on her lips and her nipples. Finally, he wrapped one hand around her right thigh and lifted it up, pressing himself forward. By the sounds she made, it was obvious he was sliding inside her. Heather was ashamed to admit that she had forgotten all about his promise of using a condom and hadn't even been aware that he was pumping her bareback. She watched, red-faced, as Ty's black asschecks flexed and her white leg wrapped around his hip as he steadily pumped into her for - according to the counter on the VCR - sixteen minutes without loosing his stride. Heather could not believe the moans, grunts and sounds she heard coming from her own mouth as the black man fucked her onscreen. Was she normally that vocal with Jake? As she watched, Ty picked up speed, then shifted his body to pick up both of her legs so they were wrapped around his waist. She remembered all too well what happened next. Her face was twisted in passion as she looked at Ty, wondering why he'd suddenly pulled out of her when she was so close to her biggest orgasm yet. Then she felt him shifting underneath her until the head of his cock was pressing against her asshole. With ease he managed to press forward, pushing past her spincter, and Heather cried out, then grunted as he buried himself completely inside her back passage. She hissed at him, "You bastard."
He leaned forward to push his tongue inside her mouth, kissing her deep and heavy until he pulled back to say, "I'm not wearing a condom, sweetheart. If you prefer, I can come in your sweet little pussy." Then he pulled out of her ass with a pop and began sliding back into her possibly unprotected womb.
"No!" she'd begged. "Don't come inside me."
He gently sawed in and out of her cunt, making sure he hit her g-spot on every stroke, and said, "I'm coming in one of your holes, and your mouth isn't an option at this point." Slowly he pulled out, shifted her and pressed against her back hole, asking, "Which hole do you prefer, baby?"
Heather hesitated so long, trying to find the will to tell him to stop completely, that he grew impatient and moved his cockhead back to her pussy. Just as he was about to press inside again, she made a decision. "Go ahead and fuck my ass, you bastard. Just go easy this time."
He slid a couple of inches inside her pussy anyway and after licking her ear demanded, "What was that, baby? I don't think I heard the magic word."
Ashamed but needing relief, Heather heard herself beg, "Please."
"Please what?"
"Please fuck my ass!"
This time, the ass-fucking wasn't as painful and Heather was starting to enjoy the way his cock stroked her clit each time he moved in and out of her ass when she felt him explode deep in her bowels. Still needing to climax, she reached down and began playing with her pussy until Ty's hand reached down and stopped her. When he pulled out of her ass, a river of cum spilled down her thighs, and she carefully washed herself beneath the shower, feeling ashamed and frustrated and excited all at once. Ty hadn't been finished with her yet though. He'd pulled her out of the shower and into his bedroom, where he'd spread her out on his bed, crawled between her thighs and proceeded to use his mouth to bring her to that final orgasm.
By that point, Heather couldn't watch anymore, knowing there was also the time he'd coerced her into giving him a blowjob in her office at work along with the final time in Ty's pool. But there was still the third tape...and the mystery of what was on it since all of her encounters with Ty already seemed to be recorded on the other two.
Taking a deep breath, she pulled out the tape and saw that a small post-it was attached. Jake's scrawl had written "Just wanted you to know how it feels ..."
Still puzzled, she pushed PLAY and then frowned, not recognizing the bedroom in the frame. Then Jake appeared in front of the camera, his handsome features twisted with a wry smile and a look filled with such hate it almost scalded her through the TV screen.
"Hello, Heather. After watching your performances on tape, I decided it was only fair to give you a dose of your own medicine."
He held something up to the camera so she could see what it was, and she recognized the divorce papers. As the camera filmed, he signed them without hesitation, and Heather felt her heart drop to her feet all over again. She knew what Jake was doing. As long as he was married - or considered himself married - he would honor their vows. She watched as Jake stepped away from the camera, and pointed the lens at the bed in what looked to be a nice hotel room. He sat on the edge of the bed, and then a woman appeared out of nowhere. Heather didn't recognize the woman, but she was absolutely gorgeous. Petite, blonde and barely dressed in a red sheath, she wasted no time in crawling onto Jake's lap, her knees spread around his thighs as she lowered her mouth to his. It was a deeply erotic kiss, and Heather almost pressed STOP because of the sheer pain she felt at seeing her husband kissing another woman. It was her worst nightmare come true. In the earliest years of their marriage, Heather had been terrified Jake would find another woman and leave her. Eventually she'd realized his character would never allow him to do so. Not while he was still married to her. She realized that signing those papers, regardless of whether or not Heather had signed, was enough to set him free.
A sob left Heather's throat as she watched. The woman's greedy hands were all over him too, pushing his shirt and tie off so that her fingers could roam his sleekly muscled chest. But aside from kissing the woman back, Jake wasn't being very active, and Heather took some comfort in that.
At least, until the blonde slut slid down Jake's chest until she was on her knees between his legs. With a purely sexual smile, the whore unbuckled Jake's pants and freed his dick. He groaned, tossing his head back as she began to fondle him, murmuring dirty words about what she planned to do with such a big, hard cock. Then she lowered her red lips around his bulk, and Jake's face twisted in near-pain as he fought off an instant orgasm. By that point, Heather could barely see what was happening because of the tears in her eyes. Still, she watched, sobbing when Jake turned and looked at the camera and...actually smiled even as he was obviously cumming in the slut's mouth.
Pleased with herself, the blonde whore--who was she? Heather wondered again--lifted herself up, licking her lips, and looked at the camera too. "Hmmm, tastes great. You don't know what you're missing, lady. But he's mine now...all mine, thanks to you."
With that, Jake became the aggressor, pulling the woman into an open-mouthed kiss as he maneuvered them both until she was flat on her back beneath him on the bed. With seductive skill, Jake slowly peeled the bitch out of her dress, exposing a pair of breasts that could have been featured in Playboy. Heather reached for the remote but still couldn't press STOP. She watched helpless as Jake lovingly used his skilled tongue to arouse the woman's nipples before he licked and kissed his way down between her legs. God, he'd always been so good at that, Heather remembered with an ache, jealous another woman was receiving the attention that should have been hers and hers alone. Jake brought the woman to orgasm with his tongue and then began ridding himself of the clothes he had left. Crawling onto the bed between the woman's thighs, he smiled when the slut said she wanted to be taken doggystyle, a position Heather knew he liked but which they'd rarely done. Once the woman was on all fours, he tenderly began fucking her...his big, hard cock sawing in and out of the woman's juicy cunt. Every so often, the woman would orgasm and moan and finally began murmuring dirty words to the man pounding her from behind.
"Take my ass," she said at one point. "I bet she wouldn't let you near hers, did she? Mmmm, baby, please, it'll feel so good. You don't have to be a good boy anymore...take it, baby. Mmm, please."



Jake went wild at the idea, pounding her pussy even harder, making the woman scream in delight until they both shuddered and groaned in pleasure. When it was over, Jake fell on top of the blonde and rolled until they were on their sides, spooning.
"I want you again, cowboy," the blonde purred, rubbing his slick chest with relish. "We've got all night. I want you to fuck me every way there is." Then she looked toward the camera and smiled, an evil, wicked smile. "But this time, I think we deserve a little privacy. Let the bitch's imagination do the rest."
Her butt began wiggling back against Jake, and he glanced up at the camera and smiled too. The screen went blue and Heather realized she now truly did know what hell was like.
Closing her eyes she wondered how she'd done this to herself...to Jake...especially when she could so easily remember what heaven was like.
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Not even a week after her divorce from Jake was final, dozens of beautiful red roses began arriving at Heather's office.
At first no note was attached to the arrangements, and Heather harbored a secret hope that perhaps Jake had changed his mind and was trying to tell her he wanted to start over, to give her another chance. Remembering the videotape he had sent her showing him make love to another woman, Heather wasn't certain how she felt about that idea anymore. Yes, she still loved Jake. But they had now both been unfaithful. Two wrongs didn't make a right, and now she was just as hurt and angry as Jake was. She didn't know if she could stand living with him again, constantly wondering in the back of her mind if he were seeing another woman. Then again, she supposed that had been the whole point of that tape. He had wanted her to understand what it had felt like when he had discovered her affair. He had even said he doubted she would want to speak to him again, because that was exactly how he'd reacted to her infidelity.
Even so, yes, Heather wanted the chance to try and work things out with Jake. But those hopes were crushed when another dozen roses arrived with a note that bore a short, sweet endearment and Ty's name, not Jake's. She considered sending the arrangements over to her sister's - Cassie had an almost obsessive love for anything floral - but she couldn't bring herself to do it. That same afternoon, the staff secretary buzzed Heather to tell her Ty was there for an eleven o'clock appointment. Steeling herself for the meeting she knew was inevitable, Heather took a deep breath and forced herself to go greet him in the lobby.
When he followed her into her private office, Ty glanced around and said, "Didn't you get my flowers?"
Sending him a cool, professional glance, she nodded curtly. "I did. Thank you."
"You already had them sent home? That was fast," he said with a puzzled, although arrogant smile.
"No, I had them sent over to the hospital with instructions for them to be given to patients without family." She crossed her arms and perched herself on the edge of her desk in front of him. "I really wish you hadn't sent them here. It was completely inappropriate given that my divorce was only final last week. I can't even begin to imagine what my co-workers are thinking."
Ty had had to restrain himself to wait that long. He'd made it his business to find out when Heather would be a free woman, but he had also hoped she would be the one to come to him seeking comfort. It had taken her long enough, but yesterday, he'd finally gotten an email from her, saying she'd thought about things and would like to see where their relationship could lead now that Jake was out of her life. She'd said she missed feeling his cock sliding inside her juicy cunt and couldn't wait until they could be together again. She had also said she thought she was expecting his baby and fully expected him to help her "take care of it." He assumed she meant an abortion. That was fine by him. Someday he wouldn't mind having a kid, but not now, not unless he could bring the kid up in a stable home. Right now, Ty couldn't offer that, so he wasn't opposed to an abortion if Heather wasn't. It wouldn't be the first he'd paid for, and it probably wouldn't be the last.
The first thing he'd done this morning was call to schedule an appointment with Heather's secretary at work, trying to be a little more gentlemanly this time around. He'd figured he could take her to lunch at his place, only eating wasn't on his agenda. And he knew from past experience that beautiful women loved receiving beautiful flowers. He'd paid a small fortune but figured it would be a small price to pay in exchange for Heather's white legs wrapped around his waist again.
"I'm sorry," he told her. "I didn't mean to be insensitive. How are you holding up? Quite frankly you look wonderful, better than I expected."
Heather let out a soft, chafing laugh. It was funny, wasn't it? Even though she felt like shit, she still got up in the mornings, made herself up for work and managed to force food down her throat every now and then. She had once imagined that if Jake ever left her, she'd waste away to nothing, have no desire to live at all. Instead, it was as if she were a robot, continuing with her day-to-day life with no emotion, only the tiny hope that someday she and Jake would find their way back to one another. Yes, she was surviving, but she wasn't living. Rubbing a weary hand over tired eyes, Heather asked Ty, "What are you doing here, Ty? I'm not your accountant anymore."
"You're still my friend," he countered, then added. "You're also something more. I was hoping I could do things right this time, maybe take you out to lunch. What do you think?"
"I think you've got a lot of nerve even coming near me after what you did," she told him, cold anger in her voice. "You ruined my life and now you just expect me to keep on with you as if nothing happened? You're a bastard, Ty. Quite frankly, I hope I never see you again."
"I seem to remember a few times when you liked it that I was such a bastard," he shot back suggestively, moving forward to crowd her against the desk. What was her deal? he wondered. Yesterday she'd sent him that teasing email, and now she was acting like he had the plague. She immediately straightened and pushed him away.
"What's going on here?" he demanded. "Yesterday you sent me that message, getting me all hot and bothered, and now this?"
"I never sent you a message," she denied. "What are you talking about, what message?"
"The email saying you wanted some more of this," he said, crudely massaging his crotch.
"You're crazy," she accused. Heather wondered whether he was lieing, or if someone else had sent him a message pretending to be her. But who would have done such a thing? And why?
Ty was almost as confused as Heather until he realized she was only playing hard to get again - obviously she liked that game. OK. He would play along; he would play the big bad black dude sniffing for some innocent white pussy.
"All right, if that's how you want to play it. Maybe you don't realize it, but I have each of our encounters on tape. I'm sure you'd hate it if a copy got mailed to your co-workers and family. But as long as you're nice to me, you won't have a thing to worry about."
The shocked, horrified expression on Heather's face told him all he needed to know. Smiling in triumph, he reached down to unbuckle his belt, planning to teach her a lesson for thinking she could pretend to ignore what was between them. Heather heard his zipper lowering and looked down in time to see his hand slide inside and begin massaging his large black cock, preparing it for her. Instead of feeling any ounce of desire whatsoever, she felt...sick.
"You're disgusting," she told him, quickly moving away. "As far as those tapes are concerned, I could care less who you send them too. Jake already has seen them, and he's the only person I would care about. My family....Cassie already knows what happened...what I did. I told her myself. Go ahead and send them to my co-workers. My job isn't irreplaceable. Jake is the only thing in my life that is irreplaceable. Besides, I'm willing to take responsibility for my actions. Are you?"
Damn, he thought.
"What about the baby?"
"Baby?"
"You're pregnant with my kid, remember," he said. "You told me you wanted me to help you get an abortion. That's another reason I'm here. How much do you need?"
Heather's hand flew up so fast, he couldn't block the slap she delivered to his face. "You bastard! Even if I were pregnant, I would never have an abortion. Not if there was the slightest chance the baby could be Jake's. For the record, I'm not pregnant. Thank god."
Ty had never expected this reaction, not in a million years. She seemed so sincere he figured he must have been reading her wrong after all. Damn, she must really love the bastard to feel as though she had nothing else to loose now that she'd lost Jake. Reluctantly, Ty straightened his clothes.
"I think I could really love you, you know. Do you think, after a few months...?"
"No!" she swore vehemently. "And I'm sorry. If you do love me at all, I'm sorry. The only man I love or will ever love is Jake Devlin."
"He's a lucky man." Desperately trying to think of some way to hold onto her, Ty sighed and finally had to admit defeat. "What I said about the tapes...I would never do anything to hurt you. I'll send you the only copies so you can destroy them if you want."
She glanced at him with a look that told him she didn't believe him. Still, she said, "Thank you."
She was still puzzled by the mysterious message Ty had supposedly been sent. Maybe Jessica had done it. But again why? Sending a message like that was just plain spiteful, something meant to stir things up and cause her trouble, and Jessica had no real reason to be angry with Heather. The fleeting thought that Jake probably still had access to her email account crossed her mind, but she quickly dismissed it. Jake would never do anything like that. Unless he'd been testing the waters, wanting to see how she'd react, a tiny thought whispered.
When Ty finally left, Heather made up her mind that she would drive by the house when she got off work and force Jake to talk to her. At the very least, he deserved to know about the results of her pregnancy test. He deserved to know that she wasn't carrying either his or Ty's baby. But when she arrived at her old house, Jake's car was no where to be seen, the house looked empty, and there was a realtor's FOR SALE sign in the front yard. She almost broke down in tears when she saw that sign. She and Jake had been so happy here once. Wondering if Jake was staying in a motel, she decided to call his cell phone, only to be told it was a number no longer in service. As she was sitting in the drive, contemplating what to do next, she didn't realize that her old neighbor had seen her and decided to come say hello until the middle-aged woman began rapping on Heather's window. Startled, she quickly regained her composure and rolled down the glass. Thankfully, Mrs. Dobbins expressed her disbelief that Heather and Jake had split up. "You were always such a loving couple," she observed. "You must be devastated."
Heather simply nodded, saddened by the reminder that she was the reason her marriage had broken up. "I was actually coming over to try and talk to Jake but he doesn't seem to be staying here anymore. Do you know where I can find him?"
Mrs. Dobbins sent Heather a curious, although sympathetic look. "It's my understanding Jake left town Monday to take a job in another state. I think he told Henry he was moving out west somewhere...oh, I can't remember exactly. He didn't offer to leave any kind of forwarding address with us. Perhaps you can get in touch with his family?"
"Perhaps," Heather mumbled and quickly excused herself before she broke down in front of the woman. Sobs wracked her body as she drove back to her sister's house. Jake was gone. He hadn't even told her he was leaving, or where. He must really hate her to do something like that.
In the weeks that followed, Heather tried to get on with her life. She found a small apartment near her sister and threw herself into her work. Occassionally she would hear from Ty, but she always made it clear she wished he'd leave her alone. Truth was, she was feeling incredibly lonely and unloved without her loving husband in her life, and the more Ty pushed, the more she felt like caving in. It had been nine years since she'd been on her own, and quite frankly, she hated the feeling.
On the fourth of July, Jessica made Heather agree to attend the paty she was having at her place. By that point, it had been two months since the divorce, and Jessica had been trying to get Heather to start dating again. Heather didn't even want to think about starting another relationship yet, maybe never, but she also didn't want to spend the holiday alone.
She shouldn't have been surprised when she looked up from where she was sitting and saw Ty angle his 6-foot, 3-inch body through the door leading outside to Jessica's patio. He was dressed in a pair of baggy shorts and a button-up shirt. The heat of his gaze when it landed on her made it clear he approved her of her similar outfit, a v-neck tee shirt and shorts that exposed plenty of skin in the hot, afternoon sun.
Thankfully, she managed to avoid the tall black man as Jessica seemed glued to his side throughout the day. Heather felt a second's jealousy, seeing him flirt and laugh with the petite blonde, but then she reminded herself that she had no reason to be jealous. If it had been Jake...oh god, just remembering the video of him and the other woman made her feel physically sick. She stood and excused herself, searching out Jessica's upstairs bathroom. She had just finished wiping a cool wet washcloth over her face when she heard the door handle turn as if someone were trying to come in.
She yelled, "Just a minute!" and hurried to clean up after herself.
When she opened the door, Ty stood there, looking concerned. "Are you OK?"
"Yes, I'm finished." She moved to step aside, but he blocked her path.
"We need to talk," he said, pressing her back inside the bathroom and turning to lock the door behind him. Heather backed up against the sink. When she forced herself to meet his gaze, he was smiling slyly. She looked away again, but her gaze felt tugged downward toward his groin. His shorts barely hid the long lump that strained against the material, and she swallowed, remembering what that lump looked like in all its naked glory. If she loved Jake, how could she keep reacting this way around another man? Maybe she was a whore, she tried to reason. Loving Jake wasn't even an issue. Maybe something had been turned on inside her that couldn't be turned off. Ty represented forbidden passion, and her body just couldn't help but react to that thrill whenever he was near.
She wondered, though, if she'd feel the same about Ty now that she was divorced from Jake. Maybe she had feelings other than lust for her old friend...maybe she just didn't want to admit that to herself.
Maybe she needed to find out.
"How have you been?" he asked, and she realized with a gasp that one of his hands had moved down and was massaging his straining cock beneath his shorts.
"What are you doing? I think you had better leave," Heather said, somewhat mesmerized as she watched him boldly stroking himself in front of her.
Reaching out, Ty grabbed her by the wrist and pressed himself against her open palm. "I saw you watching me downstairs," he said crowding her against the sink. "You didn't like me flirting with your friend."
"You can do whatever you want," she mumbled. "Let go of me, Ty."
Ty considered letting Heather go, but the truth was, he was still stinging from the pounding he'd taken a few weeks ago outside the strip club he worked at. He'd just finished up for the night and was headed for his car when a couple of big sons-of-bitches had jumped out of nowhere and left him on the ground, bloody and bruised. Before they'd left, one of the guys had spat out, "Semper Fi, asshole. Remember that next time you try to screw one of our buddy's wives."
Now, Ty had screwed a lot of married women on the side, but he also knew that Jake Devlin had been in some branch of the service - wasn't Semper Fi something to do with the Marines? He was certain Jake had put the fuckers up to the beating. The bruises might be fading, but Ty's pride still hurt. He needed to fuck Heather again for his ego's sake, as much as he needed to stick it to Jake one more time.
She tried to move around him again, but he stopped her.
"Hmmm. Let me see something first," he said. Reaching down, he snaked his free hand beneath the hem of her shorts and inserted two fingers beneath the elastic of her panties. When he pulled them out, they were moist with her juices. Smiling confidently, he wiggled his thick digits back beneath the elastic and slid them once again along her slick folds.
Realizing what was happening, Heather clamped her firm thighs over his hand as she squirmed to get free. "I'll scream," she said, digging the nails of her free hand into Ty's upper arm. "I'll scream, you know I will."
"No you won't," he taunted back, knowing full well she wouldn't. Heather was practically panting against his chest, silently begging for this. He knew she wanted it to seem like she was putting up a fight, that she wanted him to take the decision out of her hands. No way was he playing that game again, although he was more than willing to help her beg for it. He carefully took her hand and placed it back on his hard-on, helping her close her fingers around it through the thick material of his shorts.
With his other hand, he carefully undid the button and lowered the zip on her shorts. "Do you really want me to stop?"
Her mouth opened, but only a whimper came out. Ty's fingers slid over her pussy, slick with her juices and actually hot to the touch. He felt her resolve caving in as she admitted to herself how much she wanted it. She trembled and her thighs relaxed around his hand. Her fingers began squeezing his cock through his shorts.
Ty slipped his finger, with ease, further into her wet tunnel.
"I can't do this," she said, her deep, blue eyes pleading with him. Her grip slackened on his thickening cock, and instead she began rubbing her fingers up and down his length, measuring him.
"Please, Ty. We can't. Anyone could come up here," she said, breathless.
Ty worked his fingers inside her, and while his thumb made slow circles around her clit, he leaned in to graze the skin on her neck with his thick lips and tongue.
Turning her to face the sink, he gently nibbled on her ear and whispered, "We can, and we're going to."
Heather was dripping in anticipation as she felt Ty grab the edges of her shorts and tug them down past her hips, taking her panties with them. With the material of her shorts resting at her ankles, she felt Ty rub the head of his dick up and down her wet slit until the head was glazed with their combined juices. She moaned as his cock teased her folds, then bit her lip to keep from making too much noise. She only then realized that she was facing a partially uncovered window that overlooked most of Jessica's party guests downstairs. She prayed that while she could see them, the glare of the afternoon sun would keep anyone from seeing her as Ty placed the head of his thick, black cock at her opening and pushed inside.
"We shouldn't be doing this," Heather groaned. Ty applied more pressure. "Just let me … umpph!"
Her soft squeal faded as he banged his cockhead and a few inches into her. Heather bent over, using her arms to prop herself up on the sink counter as he began fucking her slowly from behind
"I can't believe I'm letting you put it inside me again! Are you wearing a rubber?"
Ty slipped about half of his ten or eleven inches into her and paused. Her mouth was agape as if to scream, but no sound came out. Her swollen cunt spasmed and spurted more lubricant around the cock forging its way inside her. Ty remained motionless, but Heather didn't. She started pushing back into him, slowly allowing her small, white pussy to swallow the length of his big, black shaft.
"Ohhh!" she moaned. "Hurry up, Ty. Someone might come."
"I'm trying to make you cum, baby."
Still, she had a point. He eased back until just the head was still lodged inside her. Then he began a series of long, deep, steady strokes, forcing the air out of her lungs on each penetration. The only sounds in the bathroom were her gasps, skin pounding skin, and the squishing each time he moved his swollen dick in the juices of her femininity. Every once in a while they would hear bits and pieces of someone's conversation below the window and she wondered if anyone could see Ty fucking her if they looked up.



After no more than two minutes, Heather was cumming. When her orgasm hit, Ty pressed into her as far as she could accommodate and rotated his hips without pulling out.
"Ah! Oh god, Ty! Ah! Yes!" she moaned, trying to keep quiet.
Ty kept himself deeply planted inside her, barely grinding his pelvis against her ass, until the tremors died down. When she finally lifted her head and looked over her shoulder at him, her eyes glazed from her release and wicked with lust, he began a series of short jabs, in and out, in and out, stirring her up again to a point where she was whimpering again. After sharing an over-the-shoulder tongue-tangling kiss with him, her head dipped forward into the empty sink. Her long, dark hair was tousled and obscured her face. Licking his lips, Ty reached under her loose shirt and discovered that she hadn't worn a bra. Her nipples were pebbled and pressed against his fingers as he began fondling her breasts while his cock pumped in and out of her snapping pussy.
"Please Ty," she managed to get out between thrusts. "Please, don't cum in me."
He kept pumping, faster and longer now. "Ooohhh yesssss," she hissed through gritted teeth.
Ty felt the pressure building in his balls and really started pounding her from behind. "No! You might get me pregnant," she pleaded as he pushed her closer to orgasm too.
The idea of knocking Heather up was suddenly very appealing in light of his recent beating, but at the same time, Ty knew she'd never forgive him if he busted his nut inside her now. He smiled to himself and pounded her several more times before he eased his dick back out of her dripping snatch.
He sandwiched himself between her ass cheeks, gliding back and forth slowly. "Mmmm, no," she mumbled, shaking her head slightly, realizing his intent, but still too drugged with the after effects of her orgasm to put up much of a protest.
Ty couldn't help himself. Carefully he found her puckered anus and began pushing his swollen cock inside. Heather was dry there, but his cock was coated in a thick mixture of her juices and his pre-cum, which eased his entry with little pain. "I have to, baby," he told her, biting his lip as her tight passage swallowed him. "Oh, fuck!"
Heather whimpered but pushed back into him, helping him sink most of his meat inside her. His mouth open, panting almost, Ty began fucking her in the ass while half of her co-workers mingled just below them. With a triumphant groan, he pounded her hard then released his seed deep inside her bowels. Heather was clinging to the counter, her ass raised to his groin when he pulled his softening cock out of her with a pop.
"Damn, baby, that was hot," he told her, leaning over to lick and whisper into her ear as he fondled her breasts lewdly from behind. "Come home with me so we can make it even hotter."
Still breathing hard, Heather began to realize just what she had let happen...again. As much as she had enjoyed it, she couldn't help but feel empty inside, unlike how she felt whenever she had made love to Jake. Sure, it might be tempting to go home with Ty and loose herself in the moment, but eventually those moments would end, and she would still feel just as empty. She didn't feel loved after each encounter with Ty. She felt like a whore, even now that she was no longer married and was technically free to sleep with whomever she wanted. She supposed the problem was, in her heart, she still felt like she was being unfaithful to the only man she had ever loved.
Pushing herself up, she pulled Ty's hands away from her breasts and reached down for her shorts. Dragging them up her hips, nevermind the cum now running down her thigh, she turned and said, "I'm sorry, Ty. It was nice, but...I'm sorry."
"Fuck, baby, what's wrong?" He reached out to caress her bare arm. "I thought you were enjoying it."
"I was...at least, I did at first," she admitted awkwardly. "The truth is, Ty, I was using you to prove a point to myself. I'm sorry."
"You're not making any sense."
"Now that I'm divorced, I wondered if I would feel different about you and me if we slept together again, but I don't," she told him, wiping at a tear that escaped her control. "I still feel cheap and dirty and I want to kill myself for doing this to myself and most of all to Jake. That's why I don't want to go home with you. That's why I want you to please leave me alone."
Ty let out a string of swear words that probably would have made her blush if she weren't so eaten up with guilt. When he finally threw up his hands and told her he hoped she had a nice life, she felt nothing but relief that he seemed to finally be letting her go. A few days later, she received a package in the mail. It was the tapes Ty had promised to send her so she could destroy them. A brief note attached wished her the best and apologised for ruining her life. She almost had to laugh at that.
Several things happened that convinced Heather that perhaps fate was trying to intervene and connect her back with Jake, whom she still had not heard from. First, his mother called her to express her grief over the breakup of their marriage, saying, "Jake had mentioned that you were seperated, but he wouldn't tell us why. He just asked us to stay out of it, so we tried not to get involved. A few days ago, he called and told us that you were already divorced and he had moved to Las Vegas! Heather, what is going on?"
Surprised that Jake hadn't shared the specifics with his family, whom he was very close to, Heather hadn't been able to bring herself to tell the woman who was like a second mother to her the truth. Jake's family made it clear she was still a part of the family as far as they were concerned, and she was always welcome to visit them anytime she wanted. For days, Heather puzzled over why Jake hadn't revealed the truth to his relatives until she convinced herself it was because he knew how much his family had meant to Heather. Her sister was her only living relative, and his family had taken her in and welcomed her like one of their own. She had really come to rely on their support, and it was just like Jake to be considerate enough to let her keep it. Should she put too much hope on this development? she wondered.
Then, one day during her lunch break, Heather literally bumped into one of Jake's old co-workers and friend, who then invited her to share his table. Alex was married and a very nice guy who seemed genuinely concerned that Heather was still having a hard time over the divorce. While he was questioning her about how she was getting along, Heather slipped in a few questions of her own and discovered that Jake had started his own computer security business in Vegas and was doing quite well for himself already. In fact, Alex talked to him frequently as Jake was trying to convince him to relocate and join his business. Heather could not resist and asked, "Does he ever ask about me when you speak to him?"
"No," Alex admitted after some hesitation. "In fact, the one time I brought your name up, he told me never to mention you again. I'm sorry."
Heather nodded, expecting as much.
After that, it seemed as if she and Alex had a standing lunch date every Tuesday. There was nothing illicit about their meetings. Heather somewhat shamefully was using Alex to learn as much about Jake as she could. And while Alex had said Jake did not inquire about her, she suspected that Alex was keeping tabs on her for Jake's sake as well. When Alex offhandedly asked Heather if she were pregnant, she figured that had to be the case.
"Did Jake ask you to find out?" she shot back somewhat hopefully.
Alex seemed sort of embarassed as he admitted, "Before he left town, he did tell me about your, er...well, your affair and that there was a possibility that you could be pregnant from it. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have asked. It's none of my business."
"You can tell Jake that no, I'm not," she said.
Alex seemed as relieved to hear that as she had been. "I'll, um, be sure to tell him if he asks."
Heather leaned across the table and shot the younger man a frank look.
"Be honest. Did you run into me that first day on accident, or did Jake ask you to keep tabs on me?" It would be just like Jake to find a way to watch out for her. And if he had gone to such lengths, it must mean he still cared about her, she reasoned.
At least until Alex said, "What difference does it make, Heather? Do you really want to tear yourself up thinking there might be a chance for you and Jake to work things out? Trust me when I tell you that the Jake I know today is not the Jake we both used to know and love. In fact, he's turned into a right bastard. Do yourself a favor and forget about him and move on with your life."
Surprised at the vehemence in his tone, Heather drew back, a little shocked. Alex had always hero-worshipped Jake something fierce. What could have happened to turn him against Jake like this?
She half wondered if Alex would show up the following week, but after running a few minuites late, he appeared at their usual table, looking weary and cautious.
"I almost didn't come," he admitted with a sigh. "You were right when you guessed that Jake had me keeping tabs on you. He only wanted to know if you were pregnant, and if so, if the kid was his. When it turned out you weren't, there was no more reason for me to keep meeting with you other than the fact that I've come to think of you as a friend."
"What did you mean when you called Jake a bastard? What could he have done to make you feel that way, Alex?"
He hesitated so long, she feared he wouldn't answer until he finally explained, "When Jake first offered me a position, he flew me out to Vegas to see his operation. I was there a week, and I just couldn't believe how much Jake had changed. He doesn't even look like himself anymore. And he's living a lifestyle I can't say I approve of. Let's leave it at that, shall we?"
"What kind of lifestyle?" she asked, truthfully fearing for Jake's well being.
"Heather, I'm trying to spare you a lot of pain here."
"Please just tell me."
Sighing, he said, "Parties every night. Drinking. Gambling. You name it."
Remembering the tape Jake had sent her the day their divorce was final, Heather felt a sharp ache in her chest as she asked, "What about...I mean, is he involved with anyone?"
"He appeared to be living with a woman, yes," Alex admitted. "Heather, Jake is on a self-destructive path. I can understand him being angry and upset about what happened, but you don't deserve the blame for what's happening to him now. He's doing this to himself. All we can do is pray for him now."
Heather worried over this bit of news. Over the next few days, she couldn't concentrate at work. She couldn't sleep. Each night, she found herself pulling out her wedding album and crying over their wedding pictures until she came to a decision about what must be done. She was miserable. Utterly miserable. And from the sounds of it, Jake wasn't doing much better. As strong as their love had once been, she found it impossible to believe that, given time, Jake wouldn't want to at least talk about things, see if there was a chance of a reconciliation.
Even knowing Jake was living with another woman now, Alex had opened up a Pandora's box by telling Heather Jake was on a self-destructive path. She might have been hurt enough to stay away from him without hearing that. Telling a woman that the man she loved, or had once loved, was in trouble was like dangling a carrot in front of a horse.
Tomorrow she would call Alex and find out exactly where Jake was. With that in mind, she searched for her suitcases and began to pack.
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She wore white.
It was the color that first drew Jake's eye. She stood out like a white flower amongst a crush of black orchids. Women in this trendy nightclub seemed to always wear black, sometimes red, but always dressed to the hilt in exotic jewelry and dosed with gagging perfume. It was like a uniform that said, "I fit in. I belong to this fast, hip crowd."
Of course, Jake wore black too - a silk shirt, designer pants, Italian shoes. These days he enjoyed the illusion of fitting in, even knowing he never again would. The sense of apartness never left him, no matter how high he climbed on the ladders he'd chosen since leaving Illinois. His word was respected, possibly feared. People sought out his company. But that didn't make him belong. It only meant he had money. Lots of it.
The woman in white intrigued him. She obviously didn't mind standing out, or else didn't know better. She carried herself like a model, tall, slim, shoulders straight to maximize the striking curve of her figure. Her long, black hair was sleek and sexy, dropping well past her bare shoulders. Oh yes, Jake's sexual interest was aroused just by looking at her, he couldn't deny that, even as he felt the bile of remembered anger rise in his throat as he watched her approach, obviously seeking him out.
It had been more than six months since he'd seen his wife - correction, his ex-wife - but she was as sexy as ever, maybe even moreso. He wondered what the slut was doing here now and how she'd known where to look in the first place.
He was sitting in a booth, Jennifer at his side drinking up the attention of their circle of fast and flashy friends. Jennifer looked as sexy as she had the day he first met her, her long, blonde hair tousled around her shoulders, the dress she was wearing revealing more than it covered. She never denied Jake anything, and that's why he kept her around. That, he supposed, as well as a nagging sense of guilt for using her to get even with Heather before he'd left his old town and his failed marriage behind. Jenny had found the idea of leaving town with him exciting, and he'd been unable to kill the light of happiness in her eyes as she'd pleaded with him to come along. Now they were living together, something he could have never imagined six months ago. He suspected Jenny might care for him more than he'd originally hoped she would, considering he was unable to return the feelings. He'd always told her that he wasn't looking for another relationship, and she had always insisted she only wanted a sexual relationship. Even so, he'd been dropping subtle hints lately that it might be coming time for them to part ways. Perhaps that's why she had been flirting with every Tom, Dick and Harry to show her an ounce of interest tonight. He supposed she was trying to make him jealous, but it wasn't working. He couldn't help but hope some dashing hunk would whisk her away from him.
Heather hesitated when she saw and recognized the woman at his side, and his eyes met hers as she struggled with her own remembered pain and jealousy over the video he'd given her. He saw her steel her shoulders and step forward anyway, and when she was close enough to speak, she simply paused then took the empty seat to his left.
"Hello, Jake."
"Heather." Her eyes pleaded for more of a greeting, but what did she expect? he wondered. For him to grab her and declare how happy he was to see her? No fucking way.
Beside him, he felt Jenny shift to see who the newcomer to their group was, and when he glanced at her, he saw instantly by the shock and anger on her face that she did indeed recognize who Heather was. She'd found pictures of his ex-wife in the stuff he'd packed when they'd left Illinois.
"Another drink, Jake?" she asked, ignoring Heather's presence completely.
"Why not? Thank you," he said, dismissing her easily. He knew she'd been requesting that he be the one to get her another drink, but what could he say? She'd walked right into that one.
Jenny shot Heather a dirty look before excusing herself to go to the bar. Jake let his gaze linger on Heather's breasts, pressing tight against the silky material of her dress. She appeared to have lost some weight, but she obviously hadn't been wasting away since he'd been gone. He couldn't decide if that made him angry or glad. He only knew one thing. He still only had to look at her to get hard.
Curious, he thought. He'd wondered how he'd feel when and if he ever saw Heather again. Maybe the passage of time had helped, because he didn't feel as violently angry as he had when he'd first found her cheating on him. The anger was still there of course, but also a sense of sadness and, if he were completely honest with himself, a sense of longing too. He smiled remembering how bitterness had driven him to pick up Jennifer and make that video to get a measure of revenge. He'd felt damn guilty afterwards though. And for weeks, he'd gone into Heather's email account to see if she and Ty were still at it. He hadn't found any emails indictating that they were, but one night when he'd been drinking pretty heavy, some perverse logic mingled with the immaturity brought on from alcohol had urged him to send Ty a dirty email posing as Heather. What sense had that made? Not much, he reflected now. He supposed he'd thought it would piss off Ty when he found out Heather hadn't really sent it, and it would aggravate Heather trying to figure out who had. He had already left town by that point, but he'd had his spies in place to tell him how Heather reacted - whether she hooked up with Ty again or told him to fuck off.
He figured one of those same spies had spilled the beans on him, telling Heather where he was. But that didn't explain why she was here...or why he was secretly so damn happy to see her again.
Heather felt heat flood through her face as Jake perused her. She'd dressed to attract his attention, and apparently it had worked a little too well. His eyes locked onto hers, hard and compelling, sizzling with sexual signals. She could sense the dangerous, ruthless edge to him, the steely will of a survivor. It completely unnerved her. That and the way he even looked different from the man she had loved for so long. Maybe it was the lighting in this bawdy nightclub, but even Jake's hair seemed to be a darker shade, almost as black as her own. It used to be a soft, sandy brown, but now it matched his dark clothes. It matched his dark gaze as he surveyed her.
"Not turning coward on me, are you?" he suddenly asked.
"What?"
"You came over here. I assume you wanted to say something."
"I..." she swallowed and braced herself for a fight, not convinced that his calm, cool manner was real. "I came all the way from home to talk to you. I want to talk."
"So talk." He wasn't going to make this easy on her.
She started to say something, but the noise of the club drowned her out. Finally, she pleaded, "Please, Jake, can we go somewhere private?"
A spark of something dangerous lit up his eyes and his smile as he considered her for several seconds. With a brief nod, he reached inside his jacket and placed two one hundred dollar bills on the table, then leaned over to ask another man to see that Jennifer- was that the other woman's name?- made it home safely.
Heather's right hand was suddenly grasped and lifted as he led her behind him through the club. Outside the valet quickly retrieved a silver Porsche, a sexy sleek sports model that looked capable of devouring whatever road its owner chose to take.
"Get in," Jake told her, and she did so without giving any thought to where he planned to take her. Once inside the car, she looked at him, thirsty for the sight of his beloved features. He caught her staring and with a soft growl reached for her. His mouth covered hers, invading it with shocking swiftness, no pause for persuasion or seduction. His tongue embroiled hers in an erotic tangle, inciting a fiercely primitive response. There was nothing loving about this kiss, but Heather didn't care. She clawed her fingers up his shirt and into the thickness of his hair, pulling him deeper against her. Finally, he pulled back and started the car.
"Buckle your seatbelt," he told her in a harsh voice which did nothing to dampen the hope Heather felt rising in her chest. Jake obviously still wanted her. Even so, she could tell she was going to have a fight on her hands getting him to admit he still loved her.
"You're right," she agreed, doing as he said. "I think this is going to be a bumpy ride."
He arrived at a sleek, well-lit condiminum that left Heather momentarily bedazzled. Did Jake really have so much money now? The thought made her happy for him. He led her to an elevator that took them to the top floor. Moving inside ahead of her, he walked over to a bar in the corner, poured himself a drink and downed it in one gulp while she used the opportunity to survey her surroundings. There was absolutely no personality in his decor, which struck her as odd. Jake had helped her decorate their old home, and she knew he had good taste. The sleek navy and red furniture in this place struck her as a bit...cold. There weren't even any photos of his family anywhere. Totally unlike the man she had known and loved.
"Take off your dress."
The casual command stole Heather's breath and made her realize Jake had no plans to waste time talking. He leaned indolently against the wall beside the bar, assessing her with hot, lustful eyes. He wanted her submission, but Heather prefered to meet him as an equal.
"You take off your shirt first," she challenged. A quirky little smile gave his mouth a sensual curve as he pushed away from the wall and shrugged out of the garment.
"Maybe I should take off my pants too," he countered, and she agreed, "Yes, I think you'd better."
His shirt dropped to the floor, slowly revealing a smooth, tanned chest to her gaze, and he began working at the button on his pants. "You're falling behind," he pointed out, aiming a sizzling look at her own chest.
Heather slid the strap of her purse off one shoulder and let it fall. She half smiled, thinking of the sexy lingerie she was wearing that had been a gift from her sister before this trip. Cassie had suggested that, if all else failed, Heather seduce the hell out of Jake to get him to listen to her. Heather wasn't certain how she and Jake had ended up in this situation with barely three sentences spoken since her arrival, but she was too selfish to deny herself the pleasue of being with him again. She wanted Jake any way she could get him. The past didn't seem to matter right now.
Reaching behind her, she drew down the zip on her dress and let the material slide to her feet. She slipped out of her dress and defiantly tossed it on top of his shirt. Jake had paused to watch her. Now he was the one who'd fallen behind, she thought with a smile.
"Very saucy," he commented, his gaze taking in the provocative swirl of white lace designed to highlight her nipples. The matching panties barely covered her neatly trimmed pussy. Jake's skin gleamed like polished bronze over tightly packed muscle. He was still in great shape, and the thought of touching him, running her fingers over his magnificant chest, was so tempting she stepped toward him without thinking.
He sucked in a deep breath, her fingers digging into the waistband of his pants, her mouth homing in on his nipples as she ripped the stud apart and tore his zipper down. The art of surprise wasn't all his, she thought savagely, feeling his stomach contract, his chest expand. Damn, she had missed him so much!
She tugged and licked at the relatively small protrusions of flesh, exulting in his hardening to the stimulation. She pushed his pants and underwear down his loins, extracted the taut, hefty length of his manhood, weighing it carefully in her hand as she drew back to look at it, a mad boldnees seizing her mind.She'd rarely been the aggressive one in their lovemaking, and never like this.
"Do I measure up?" he asked half joking, but she sensed the sincerity behind his false bravado. She had never had a problem with Jake's equipment; in fact, he wasn't that much smaller than Ty, and for nine years, it had been all she had known. She wanted it back. This cock was the only one she ever hoped to experience again.
"Oh, Jake, you're perfect," she told him, rubbing her thumb over his moist tip, stroking her fingers along its full length. She started to sink to her knees and take him in her mouth, but he stopped her, pushing her away.
"Wouldn't you like a tour of my new home?" Jake asked, needing to put the brakes on before he lost control of the situation. He was the one supposed to be using her here, not the other way around. With a look of dismissal, he nodded toward the large picture window. "Why don't you take at look at the view."
"View?" She followed his gaze toward the window and then looked at him quizzically. "OK," she finally said, eager to please him, finding the cords that operated the slats and yanking them to sweep the blind to the other side of the window. A stunning panorama of the Vegas skyline gleamed at her, the huge neon architecture glittering like a beacon in the night.
The realization hit her that she was standing in what had to he a million-dollar apartment. She heard the thud of shoes landing on the carpet behind her, the swoosh of clothes being discarded, the soft pad of footsteps, the crackle of paper being torn. Paper? No, a condom packet, she realized. She was probably certifiably insane not to talk things out with Jake first, but normal rules didn't apply to this night. There was a fever in her blood that demanded a sense of completion, come what may.
Her skin prickled with anticipation. She didn't want to do anything to scare him off, so she adopted a relaxed stance and waited for his next move. She felt his presence behind her, felt fingertips grazing over the backs of her knees.
Next, she felt the suspenders of her garter belt being unclipped. Back and front, fingers trailing up the lacy leg edge of her panties. The belt removed and tossed away. A nail-thin caress up the curve of her spine. Bra unfastened, thumbs hooking under the shoulder straps, drawing them down her arms, letting them fall. A soft, silky rolling down of her stockings, ankles and feet tantalisingly caressed. It was the most erotic undressing Heather had ever experienced from her husband.
She could feel his breath on her neck as he rose up behind her, sense his heat even before he positioned his body against hers, the hard roll of his erection sliding up toward the pit of her back, his arms encircling her waist, his hands pushing up over her nipples and giving them a teasing, rotating motion that had every muscle in her body clenching up. "Jake," she breathed, trembling as he caressed her body. "Please..."
"Please what?" he whispered, nibbling at her ear. "Please fuck you now?"
She shook her head no, thinking, "no make love to me," then moaned when his fingers cruelly pinched and pulled her nipples hard. One hand slid down her stomach and burrowed between her thighs. With an expertise that was shocking, he parted her slick, hidden cleft and began a stroking that aroused almost unbearably exciting sensations.
"No? You don't want me to fuck you?" he asked casually, then removed his hands and said, "All right. Can I get you something to drink then?"
When she realized he was moving away, leaving her hot and panting, she fought through the haze of desire and confusion to reach back and grab his solid thigh, stilling his retreat. "I want..." she swallowed, then admitted, "I want you to fuck me."
She felt him sliding a hand around her hip, over her stomach. He bent, his arm pulling her to him, a knee parting her thighs, a swift, smooth guidance and he was inside her, plunging hard and fast. Heather cried out and reached down with one arm to clutch at the arm holding her up, braced herself with her other hand against the wall as she felt his cock - big, strong, pulsing with power - invade her yearning pussy where it belonged.
"Oh Jake..." she moaned, tossing her head back against his shoulder as he continued to slide in and out of her with long, steady strokes. He buried himself as deeply inside of her as he could, then asked, unaffected, "What do you imagine I feel right now, Heather?"
She didn't want to think, just feel, but she tried to draw on her knowledge of her husband and answered, "I d-don't know. L-love?"
He buried himself as deeply as he could in her and paused. "Disgust," he told her. "Disgust knowing you would react to any man this way. You would spread your legs for any man these days, wouldn't you, my sweet slut of an ex-wife. Tell me - did you like fucking Ty because he was black or was there another reason? Was he the first, or had you fucked around before?"
"No," she begged. "Don't say that. Please..."
"Don't pretend you didn't enjoy it," he told her in a harsh voice. He rammed home his full length to prove a point, then made a slow withdrawal as he continued, "I saw the tapes, remember?" He pushed inside her again, in and out, in and out, then paused and asked, "Why aren't you still with your lover, Heather? Why did you come here to fuck up my life again? What can I give you that he can't, hmm?"
She opened her mouth to answer that she still loved him, but all that came out was a wild cry as her first orgasm broke over her, forcing her muscles to clench the cock inside her even as she rocked back and forth in his arms.
He held still, his control iron-tight after months of sexual conditioning. He'd fucked Jenny every way imaginable, all in an effort to learn as much about technique as possible. He was now a better lover than a seasoned porn star; he could last for hours, denying himself satisfaction while he prolonged his partner's. It was easy if you hardened your heart and felt nothing.
Of course, he had no intention of satisfying his ex-wife to such an extreme. He wanted her to feel used, dirty, all the better if he exorcised a few of his own private demons at the same time, and then he wanted her to get the hell out of his life once and for all. He didn't like how she made him feel, what she reminded him of.
When she stopped trembling with orgasmic bliss, he started pounding her hard again. He considered pulling out and pushing into that sweet, tight ass of hers, but he'd be damned if he'd follow that black bastard there. Heather slowly lifted her hand and slid it behind his neck, urging him down to her for a kiss. He refused to fake intimacy by kissing her while he fucked her. Refusing the gesture, he began pawing at her breasts as he hammered her from behind. She'd had her pleasure. Now he would take his. Seconds later he let himself go, pouring his seed into the condom wrapped around his cock. Coming down from the temporary high, he slowly pulled out and away from her, not bothering to support her when she nearly collapsed without his arms to hold her up.
For a long time, he leaned against her, panting, trying to gather his thoughts. Finally, he told her, "Thanks, sweetheart. Now get dressed and get out. I'm done with you."
Jake didn't bother to watch Heather get dressed. Discarding the used condom and putting his pants back on, he then walked over to the bar and poured himself another drink. It briefly occurred to him that he was getting drunk again, drinking so much, but he rarely touched the stuff these days, so he figured he was allowed an occassional slip. Control had become his most prized characteristic, and he hated giving it up for anyone or anything. Tonight was proving the rare exception. Too late he realized that Heather hadn't moved from the spot he'd left her in, on her knees in front of the window. The sight of her would have made an erotic painting, her on her knees, naked against the backdrop of Las Vegas, if only it hadn't been for the tears streaming down her face. Finally, she wiped at her cheeks, reached for her clothes scattered around her and started to pull them on.



"I came here to talk, and I'm not leaving until you hear me out," she told him with a strength that was at odds with her tears.
"Talk is cheap," he shot back. "Actions speak louder than words, and your actions a minute ago told me all I wanted to know."
He fleetingly felt an ounce of remorse for treating her as he had, but it was chased by the thought that he'd love to keep her here and repeat the experience over and over until she was out of his system once and for all. Not a wife anymore, but his own personal slut. What a thought.
Just then the sound of someone opening the door to his condo snapped him out of the wicked train of thought. Jenny walked into the room saying, "Jake, honey, you shouldn't have left me at that nightclub. I...what the hell is going on here?" she demanded when she saw Heather struggling to finish dressing, then saw that Jake was half undressed as well. She turned a look of pure hatred in his direction. "You bastard!"
He swallowed hard and could only lift his drink to his lips for courage. He really hadn't wanted to hurt Jenny, and he felt sorry that she had to walk in on them like this. Damn, he knew what it felt like. At the same time, he was relieved he wouldn't have to break things off on his own. When she continued staring at him, wanting some sort of explanation or apology, all he could do was shrug and say, "What took you so long, baby?"
Without another word, Jenny whirled and stormed out of his home and his life, probably forever. Thank God.
When he looked at Heather, she was watching him as if he were a complete stranger and his actions horrified her. She was dressed now and still standing in front of the window. She walked over and sat down on the sofa, wiping away her tears.
In addition to her feelings of jealousy over Jake's relationship with Jenny - the woman from the video, no less - Heather was having a hard time coming to terms with the fact that this cold-hearted man was the same man she had loved most of her life. She knew she was to blame for the way he had become, and she made up her mind to do whatever it took to bring back the old Jake. The Jake who would have never made love to her and then dismissed her as quick as that; the Jake who would have never shrugged off the feelings of the other woman so nonchalantly.
Clearing her throat, she began, "You asked why I wasn't with Ty. I don't want to be with him."
"Hmmm. What, did he kick you out already? That figures." With a drink in his hand, he walked over to an adjoining chair and sat down, apparently now willing to listen to whatever she wanted to say.
"No," she corrected him carefully. "Ty hasn't stopped pursuing me since...since before the divorce, but I've made it clear that I want nothing to do with him."
"Too bad you couldn't have done that to begin with," he stated frankly.
"I'm sorry, Jake," she said in a pleading tone. "I didn't mean for it to happen. I didn't want it to happen. Ty drugged me those first couple of times, and after that, he threatened to tell you if I didn't cooperate."
"How cliche. Though there is something I've been wondering," he commented casually. "What did you plan to do when I got home? I mean, you probably would have kept sleeping with both of us if you hadn't been caught, right? Isn't that the way it usually works."
"No, Jake, I swear," she told him, but the truth was she didn't know what she would have done. She had once condemned spouses who cheated on their partner with the old adage, what they don't know won't hurt them. Now she understood all too well what a temptation it could be to do so. However, she seriously doubted she could have ever looked into her beloved husband's eyes each night while keeping a secret affair going on the side. She suddenly remembered how a close friend of hers had discovered her husband was having an affair. She'd said she should have known because his personality had been different...he'd been alternately irritable and then affectionate for no reason. Heather thought she understood why now. It would have torn her heart out, made her crazy, having an ongoing affair. The strain would have proven too much, and she would have eventually confessed everything. At least, that's what she'd like to think. In a way, she was glad it had never come to that.
"Doesn't matter anymore," he said, and his voice was slightly slurred. "We can't go back, no matter how much we might wish we could."
"No, Jake, we can't, but we can go forward," she said, sliding closer to reach for his hand. "You can give me a chance to make it up to you. We can start over. Please?"
He pulled his hand away but seemed to be considering the idea. Finally he said, "What would you be willing to do?"
"Anything," she replied eagerly, certain he was going to accept the offer. She would soon have the old Jake back!
He tossed back the last of the whiskey in his glass and smiled at her, but it wasn't a familiar smile. It was cold, calculating. "Tell you what," he finally said. "I hate sleeping alone, and as fate would have it, there seems to be an opening for a new slut in my life. I'm willing to consider you for the position, given certain conditions."
Heather felt her heart drop to her feet, hearing the word slut instead of wife or even lover, but the truth was she loved Jake and would do anything to get him back. Maybe this was some sort of test, she realized. Maybe he needed to know how far she would go to get him back.
"I don't even need to hear the conditions to accept. I'll do anything. Just tell me what you want, Jake."
"First of all, if you want to live with me, you have to go see a doctor and prove that you haven't picked up some STD," he told her coldly. "Even so, I always use a condom, so don't even think about faking 'an accident' to trap me back into marriage. Still listening?"
Shocked at the way he was talking to her, Heather could only nod.
"Second, you have to be available when I want, wherever I want, do whatever I want, no questions asked. I expect you to dress the part of a slut at all times. I, of course, will buy all of your clothes. And of course I would expect you to give up other men. I value my health too much to sleep with someone who fucks around."
"There are no other men to give up," she said in a firm voice. "Is that all?"
"A few more things," he said, as if he'd just thought of them. "I don't want you to ever mention to anyone that we were ever married. And if you ever tell me again that you love me, I'll show you the door in a heartbeat. Got that?"
She nodded, shocked by the conditions he'd listed.
"Of course, otherwise, if and when you decide to leave, that would be your choice," he told her. "So, if you want the position, it's yours. Now I'm going to bed. If you're gone when I wake up, fine. Have a nice life. But if you decide to stay, Jenny always gave me a blowjob first thing in the morning. I've gotten kind of used to it, if you don't mind."
He left Heather sitting on the couch, looking dumbfounded and stunned. Good. He figured she would hightail it out of here as soon as he hit the sack. No woman with an ounce of self respect would agree to his terms, and Heather had a lot of pride.
Heather, meanwhile, was going over the conditions in her mind, coming to terms with them. She didn't want to live with Jake as some sort of dirty mistress, but she needed to be with him as much as she needed to breathe. How could she pass up an opportunity to get back into his life? Besides, if she proved her love over and over again, eventually it would sink in, and the old Jake would feel safe enough to come back out and love her in return. The hardest part would be not telling him how much she still loved him, but she was pretty sure she could hold her tongue....for a while, anyway. Vegas was a big city. She could find work here easily, she'd bet. All she would have to do was move her things out west, quit her job. It wouldn't be easy, but she would do it.
Jake was still in the shower when he realized someone else was in the room with him. Through the glass he could see the shape of a dark-haired woman as she peeled herself out of her clothes. Then the door of the shower slid open, and Heather gracefully stepped beneath the spray with him. "If you don't mind, I'd like to start my own traditions," she said a bit tartly, obviously jealous of Jenny's lingering presence. Jake then felt her hand sliding down his stomach and caressing his cock. "Besides, I don't want to wait until morning to do this."
Sliding to her knees in front of him, Heather took him into her mouth, and any jealousy Jake had been feeling, remembering the tape of Heather fucking Ty in his shower, suddenly fled his mind.
He supposed it was enough to know she was here, with him, and she didn't appear to be going anywhere soon.
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"Mmmm," Heather murmured sleepily, snuggling deeper beneath the sheets. A smile curved her mouth as she slowly came awake to memories of the wild loving Jake had given her last night. She had been living with him for a few months now aside from the one week it had taken her to travel home, get things packed and in order, and to fly back to him. She had hurried the process with her sister's help out of fear that Jake would change his mind and not want her when she got back. But he hadn't changed his mind.
Jake had arranged for her to have a position within his new company - "So you can be accessible to me at all times," he'd said, and she'd been more than happy with the solution. She'd have agreed with anything he told her, just to get back in his good graces. And although their relationship now barely resembled the loving marriage she'd once coveted, Heather had no serious complaints other than she wished Jake would tell her he loved her again.
Stretching luxuriously beneath the covers, she marveled at all of the wild, exciting ways she and Jake had now made love, then felt her smile turn into a frustrated grimace. Well, to be truthful, she supposed "had sex" was a more appropriate term. The first day she'd been in Vegas with him, he'd taken her out to buy a new wardrobe of outrageously sexy clothes. He'd then fucked her, rough and hard, against the wall of a dressing room after shamelessly bribing the saleswoman to let him escort Heather back to try on clothes. Afterwards, he'd carried her to dinner at a posh restaurant and spent most of the meal with his hand between her legs, thanks to her shorter-than-decent new dress, bringing her to one orgasm after another as business went on as usual around them.
Since she'd been in this town, Jake had made love to her in the elevator of a major casino, on the rooftop of his friend's penthouse with both of them as naked as jay-birds, on the balcony outside his bedroom, in the alley behind a busy nightclub, and in the bathroom while at a party at one of his clients' homes. He often visited her in her office, locked the door and had his wicked way with her across her desk as well. Many times he dropped in just for a quick blowjob, not even bothering to get her off. Every one in the office had gotten used to their frequent trysts and knew full well that she was Jake's slut. He'd made sure of that. A few of the more braver souls in the office and in Jake's circle of friends had dared to ask her out, thinking she was an easy lay, but she had firmly set them straight that she was Jake's and Jake's alone. And each night he brought her to the condo and repeated the experiences in the privacy of his home. All in all, he'd persuaded her into positions she'd never known were possible and given her more orgasms than she'd ever imagined she was capable of. Still, she couldn't help but long for the lazy, tender loving they had often indulged in in the past. She'd discovered a little bit of wild sex was exciting every now and then but she didn't feel very loved afterward.
She stretched her arm, searching for him beside her, but of course he wasn't there. He never was. It was as if he made a point of leaving her alone in the bed before she woke each morning. She had never realized what a treasure it was to wake up in his arms until he no longer allowed it.
Sliding out of bed, stark naked - Jake refused to let her wear clothes when she slept - she padded sleepily into the bathroom, wondering now if she was making any headway with Jake at all. She had hoped by now that he would have returned to his old self. Instead, he still had the power to shock her with the ruthless decisions he made in his business dealings. He often called her filthy names like slut, bitch, and whore while in the heat of passion. On the few occassions she'd made him mad about something, he'd taunted her about her affair with Ty, making her feel worse than pond scum. But she never dared ask him to stop any of it because she didn't want to risk their newfound relationship. And for the most part, he treated her well enough, just with an indifference that was nothing like the Jake Devlin she'd married. Even his family had noticed the change in him.
She remembered the long conversation she'd had with his sister the other day. Danielle had called to speak to Jake and been surprised then overjoyed to catch Heather on the other end instead. She'd assumed Heather and Jake were back together and told Heather how glad she was to hear it. "Mom has been distraught because Jake hardly calls any of us anymore, and when he does, he's very brief and distant. He just hasn't been the same since the two of you started having problems. Funny, though. Jake didn't tell us you'd moved to Vegas with him," she'd said. "I thought the divorce had gone through months ago." It had been an uncomfortable moment, one Heather had let pass without correcting her ex-sister-in-law with details.
Probably the most uncomfortable Heather had been since staying here had been when Jenny, Jake's "girlfriend" since the divorce, had showed up to collect her things. Jake had cruelly demanded that Heather help the other woman pack while he left to go golf with some clients. Heather had reluctantly done so, feeling hurt and jealous as she helped the woman pack some intimate lingerie that Jenny then bragged about wearing exclusively for Jake.
The other woman had been amazingly calm during the task, chatting casually to Heather as they worked together. She'd even warned Heather, "Jake is probably the best lover I've ever had. I don't know how he was when you were together, but I think he's been out to prove something in that department, if you know what I mean. Lucky me reaped all the benefits, so I suppose I should be thanking you," she added with a smile. "Yeah, I'll miss him for that, but honestly, he's not the same guy he was when we first met. By the way, did he tell you how we met?"
When Heather had shook her head, Jenny told the story of how she'd found Jake in a bar one night, and since he was the hottest guy in the room, she'd decided to see if she could pick him up. He hadn't been the least bit interested, so the brazen blonde had turned up the heat by hopping up on the bar - Coyote Ugly-style - and dancing provocatively to arouse his interest.
"Next thing I know, I'm being pulled down off the bar by these two rough-looking guys who started to drag me outside to their car," she explained. "I might have been a little drunk, but it was Jake I was trying to tease. I made it clear I didn't want to go with those thugs. Next thing I know, Jake is right there, rescuing me from the bad guys. He made it look easy to take down those two; I couldn't believe it. Then he bundled me in his jacket and drove me home. Didn't lay a hand on me."
Despite herself, Heather found herself asking, "If he didn't lay a hand on you, how did you...?"
"He left his wallet in his coat, and I was still wearing his coat when he dropped me off at my place," Heather explained with a sly smile. "When he came by for it the next day, I invited him in, and we talked for hours. We hit it off. I liked Jake, and I could tell he was hurting. I told him he should give you a taste of your own medicine and start sleeping around, but he said he wouldn't do that while you two were still married. I told him to give me a call when the papers made it official. A few days later, he gives me a call and asks me out. The rest you know."
She also told Heather that she'd sensed Jake was about to dump her, so she'd been sneaking around his back with another guy. "So you see, I'm really no better than you," she'd pointed out sadly, then added that she was moving in with her new beau, so on the off chance that Jake asked, he didn't need to worry how she was getting along.
As Heather soaked herself under the shower now she told herself that the old Jake was still around somewhere. Take, for instance, his relationship with Jenny. Most men would have used the other woman, then dumped her. Jake had not only let her live with him, but from what Jenny had implied, Jake had never looked twice at another woman while they'd been together. Heather felt assured of the same now. If Jake had really turned into a bastard, he would have been sleeping with every good-looking woman who looked twice at him - and to Heather's dismay, she had seen a lot of women doing just that. Not to mention he would have flaunted the fact in Heather's face every chance he got. But somewhere deep inside he obviously still held firm to his values of monogamy. She was so grateful for that. The mere thought of Jake sleeping with any other woman crawled under her skin and festered with anger and jealousy.
Heather had been put on the sidelines, so to speak, a few times thanks to her period, and while she'd worried how Jake would treat her if she couldn't be the slut he demanded her to be, he had surprised her. Since they couldn't make love, he had relaxed enough to share laughs occassionally over old memories as they snuggled on the sofa watching DVDs of their favorite movies. Every now and then, he would surprise Heather with tickets to a show - usually one she'd said back when they were married that she'd like to see if they ever made it to Vegas on vacation.
Oh yes, the Jake she had always loved was still inside him somewhere. But what else could she do to regain his trust and love?
Since it was Saturday, she wondered where Jake was. He usually liked taking Heather down to a casino for a few hours and then spending the rest of the day with her in bed. She would prefer to just stay in - Jake's reckless gambling unnerved her, especially considering how careful they'd both always been with their finances in the past. She knew he was filthy rich now, but she also feared he could lose everything if he weren't careful. The funny thing was, he didn't seem to care. Just last week he'd wagered the deed to his condo in a high stakes game of poker without blinking. Heather had held her breath, certain he would lose it, and then felt her heart drop when he revealed a winning hand, walking away with the title of a new SUV and a pot worth almost a quarter of a million dollars. He'd given her the keys to the car, but she didn't feel comfortable driving around in it, knowing some poor soul had lost it in unfortunate circumstances.
She supposed she should make some effort to discuss her unease with Jake rather than sit numbly by and watch him keep taking worthless risks over and over again. Would he understand that she worried because she cared about him, or would he take offense and kick her out? Sighing, she decided it was a risk she would have to take, for his sake. When she came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, she was startled to see Jake sitting in a chair apparently waiting for her, a drink in hand. That was something else she would have to mention, she realized. She'd seen Jake drink more hard liquor these past three months than in the entire nine years they'd been together as a couple. She suspected he was teetering on the edge of aloholism and feared for his health.
"Jake!" she gasped in surprise, then asked, "Where have you been?"
She half expected him to tell her it was none of her business. She shouldn't have asked - she knew that. But to her surprise, he simply shrugged and said, "At the gym. Working out."
Jake had come in while she was in the middle of her shower, and although he'd been tempted to join her, he had held back, instead fixing himself another drink to help fight back the softer feelings she seemed to be bringing out in him these days. Hell, there were plenty of days when he only had to look at her, see her smile at him, and he felt like forgiving her for everything she'd done to him. Then he would start to remember all of the things she'd done with Ty on that video, everything he'd done since their divorce, start feeling as angry and then guilty as hell and need another drink to numb the conflicting feelings.
The whole problem was he just didn't trust her anymore. Maybe she was trying to be faithful now. Maybe she did love him still. But how could he ever be certain of that again? He couldn't, so he punished her for it...and punished himself in the process. God what a mess.
Quite frankly he was surprised as hell that she'd stayed with him as long as she had. He'd done nothing but degrade and humilate her the entire time they'd been back together, and yet she never complained. She did everything she could to please him. His ex-wife had struggled with her self-confidence since he'd known her, but even so, she'd always demanded to be treated with respect. Why was she letting him treat her like dirt now, he wondered. Sure, she'd fucked around on him a few times, but did she deserve how he was treating her now? Probably not. No one deserved to be treated that way.
He tossed back more of his drink and eyed the exposed skin beneath her small towel. She looked as sexy as hell standing there like that, looking wet and luscious. He probably shouldn't, but he just couldn't resist. He walked over to where she was standing, slid his hand around her waist and pulled her to him, taking her parted lips beneath his own with a hunger that almost frightened him.
He took his lips momentarily from hers and whispered in her ear, "Do you feel like another fuck, Heather darling?"
She shivered a little with nerves as she struggled to push him away, demand that they talk first. She sighed deeply, trying to summon the words. Jake moved his hand from her waist and slid it between her thighs. He gently ran his finger down the groove of her slit and she shivered again, this time from arousal. Her cunt began to moisten again, and her hands automatically reached for the clasp of his jeans.
Jake began to finger-fuck her as gently as he could, just using about half an inch of his finger. Heather began to pant and rapidly became much wetter on his fingers. Jake started to gently kiss her even as he moved one exploring finger forward to the hard little bud of her clitoris and then began to gently caress and stroke it. She gave a great shudder and pulled her lips from his and buried her face in his solid chest. Without warning her body went into spasms against him as the waves of a powerful orgasm swept through her. Her cunt flooded into his hand and he kept on stroking and fondling her nub. After several seconds had passed, Jake took his hand from her wet cunt and began to gently feel her breasts through the thick towel as he gave her a deep kiss which she eagerly accepted.
Tearing the towel from her body, Jake lowered his lips to her breast and began to suck on her pert nipple without obstruction. Heather was still trembling from the effects of her recent orgasm. Jake took her hand and moved it to his stiff prick which she grasped and began to massage with instinctive skill through his jeans. Jake sucked more powerfully on her nipple, drawing the tip into his mouth. She groaned and put her hand on his head pressing him into her breast as he began to suck and tease with his lips and tongue. She groaned again and clutched his hair, and Jake took the opportunity to press her back against the nearest wall. He started to work her up with another gentle finger-fuck, teasing her hard little clit as she worked feverishly to push his zipper down to free his erection. Pulling his head toward hers, she put her tongue to his lips which immediately parted, allowing her the freedom of his mouth. She was panting into the kiss as the sensations emanating from her hot cunt swept through her excited body. Without breaking the kiss, Jake lifted her by her thighs and gently pushed the whole length of his cock straight up her as he looked into her wide baby-blue eyes.
Jake then began a slow gentle fuck while he fondled her firm breasts. He was not riding her hard like he usually did. He even made sure as he was fucking her that he was far enough forward that the front of his cock rubbed and stimulated her with each stroke. He looked into her eyes, and quietly asked. "Are you enjoying this, Heather?"
She bit her lip and looked up at him. "Oh yes, Jake. So much better," she whispered and trembled around him as another orgasm wracked her body.
Jake only smiled down at her as her hips continued to move sweetly and rhythmically under him as he continued to ride her gently. He began to fuck her a little harder, using a longer stroke, and pressing deeper into her. Her hips began to move more with each of his thrusts until they had worked up a nice rhythm. She clasped her thighs around his waist and pulled him hard into her cunt with each stroke. As he started to pound her more roughly, she started to emit small moans of pleasure with each stroke. They were now writhing and sweating against each other, her blue eyes wide and staring with the intensity of the emotions that were sweeping through her. Jake felt the warmth in his balls and pressed forward on her perspiring body. Gently, he pressed his lips to hers taking possession of her mouth as his cock spasmed and released its seed into her hot cunt.
Simultaneously, Heather gave a loud moan as her whole body was overtaken by orgasmic spasms. She was gasping into his mouth as he withdrew his lips from hers and buried his face in her hair, resting against her heaving body. She sighed and her thighs relaxed around his waist. She slowly brought her breathing under control as he lay on her with his softening cock still inside her. Gratefully, she wrapped her arms around him tight and held him close as one last tremor wracked his body. She smiled, a tear threatening to escape as she realized how tenderly he'd just made love to her. It hadn't been dirty or sordid or totally sexual. She felt a flare of hope rise up in her chest even as he gently pulled out of her. Their eyes met, hers filled with love, his filled with remorse, and then he bent and lifted her damp, naked body into his arms. She gasped and clung tightly to his neck with a puzzled look now in her eyes. Without a word he carried her to his bed and tenderly lay her down, then pulled his jeans off and joined her in the center.
"Jake?"
"Shhhhh."
"Jake, shouldn't we talk?"
He was gently pressing kisses down the column of her neck as he moved his body over hers. He knew they should talk. He planned to sit her down and hash things out, once and for all. But right now all he wanted to do was make love to her again.
Sighing, he pulled back and met her eyes, but he left his right hand gently cupping one of her breasts.
"I know. We should talk."
Heather waited for him to say more, but it seemed as if he were just as afraid as she was to start this long overdue discussion. Bravely, she forged ahead, saying, "I'm worried, Jake. I'm so worried about you and what I've done to us. I know you made me promise not to say it again, but I love you. I always have, and I always will."
Jake heard the words and felt a tear rip at his heart. He felt the same, of course he did, but he was still wary of letting her know it. He frowned, trying to find a way to express what he was feeling without doing further damage to their already fragile relationship. Heather took his silence the wrong way and continued to plead, "You know I want to be with you more than anything, Jake, but all of this ... sex ... it's just not enough, Jake. I need more than what you've been giving me. Can you understand that? I just can't be the person you seem to want me to be."
Heather, of course, was putting her foot in her mouth, trying to tell him that the wild and exciting fucking they'd been doing was nice, but what she really wanted was to be made love to by him again. When his face turned dark and his eyes clouded over with anger, she realized he'd taken what she'd said the wrong way. She quickly retraced her words in her mind even as he pulled away from her, his muscles rigid beneath his taut skin.



Jake was glad he hadn't poured his heart out to his slut ex-wife as he turned away in case she glimpsed the hurt he was feeling. So she wanted more than what he'd been giving her? Apparently now that she'd gotten a taste of sex with another man, she couldn't help herself from wanting more. He supposed he was glad she'd finally admitted that she now needed more than one man in her bed to find satisfaction. But he'd be damned if he were one of them.
Moving away, he heard Heather say, "Jake, please, no, I didn't mean--"
"Get dressed," he ordered, cutting her off. "We're going to the casino."
"But Jake--"
"Shut up!"
Heather wanted to cry. Just a few minutes ago they'd been so close to getting back what they'd once had. Now Jake was even more unreachable than he had been. She watched as he gathered his clothes and began dressing. Several times she tried to re-open the conversation, but Jake wouldn't even listen. When she argued that she didn't want to go to the casino, she'd rather talk, he said casually, "Whatever. But I've found it's bad luck to gamble without a beautiful woman on my arm. Don't worry. I'm sure I can find a replacement for you within the hour."
Feeling threatened by the offhand remark, she dragged herself out of bed and reached for Jake's favorite item in her new wardrobe - a red low cut slip dress. It made her look like a complete slut, but...she'd do anything to please him.
She just hoped he realized that.
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Thirty minutes later they walked into one of the more popular casinos. Heather made a point of hanging onto Jake's arm like she always did, even though she could tell he wished she'd give him some space today. She was determined to prove once and for all that she loved him and that he was the only man she wanted, or would ever want, and that he could trust her again. Jake dragged her to one of the dealer's tables and played a few hands before asking her to go get him a drink. She started to tell him no, that she thought he was drinking too much, but she remembered how angry he was with her and bit her tongue. That was one argument they should probably have in private. Sighing, she slid off the stool in search of a hostess or a bar.
As soon as she had walked into the room, looking like a refugee from the Playboy mansion, Heather had felt her skin begin to crawl at the way other men were eyeing her up. Since moving to Vegas to be with Jake, she'd grown accustomed to men undressing her with their eyes, but she'd always easily dismissed the looks with little thought. Today wasn't so easy, probably because she was still a bundle of nerves, still worried about Jake's misunderstanding and didn't want to encourage his suspicions.
As she approached the drink area, Heather couldn't believe she was now bold enough to go out in public braless. It made her feel so naughty. The silhouette of her nipples were faintly visible through the thin material of her dress. She even noticed the bartender checking her out as he prepared her requests. Heather still felt a little self-conscious, but it also kind of turned her on to know that a stranger was looking at her like that. She didn't like the feeling at all. Maybe she really was a whore. Maybe everything Jake had done to her and she'd done willingly for both him and Ty had finally unleashed that part of her personality.
Wasn't that the way it always happened in the Cheating Wives section of all the erotic stories magazines and websites she'd ever read? Wives cheated with a guy - usually a black guy at that - and pouf! Instant nymphomaniac. Heather shook her head at the thought. If she was a whore, she'd still be with Ty, maybe sleeping around with other men, not trying to win back her husband. Besides, sex was no more important to her now than it had been this time a year ago. Sure, it was nice if your partner knew what he was doing, but it wasn't everything.
Heather was propped against the bar, waiting on her drinks, when a smooth baritone voice asked, "Kelly?"
Heather turned and saw a tall, familiar white man looking at her hopefully. Startled because she instantly recognized him as an actor from her once favorite soap, it took her a second to respond.
"No, I'm sorry," she told him. "You must be mistaking me for someone else."
"Too bad," he said. "I was hoping that you were my date tonight. I'm sorry, how rude of me. I didn't even introduce myself. I'm Kurt. Kurt Waltham. Can I buy that drink for you?"
"Kurt Waltham? The actor?" she smiled. Oh yes, Kurt Waltham was the actor on her favorite soap, and she'd always had a fierce crush on his character that Jake used to tease her about when they were in college.
"Trying to be," he laughed. "Although most women who watch my show would say I'm just a pretty face and hot body. Not that I'm complaining, mind you."
He seemed sincere, and Heather had to admit he was even better looking in person than he was on TV. She hadn't watched that particular show in a long time, but he'd been on it back when she was in college, so he had to at least be in his forties, maybe his fifties now. He had a touch of silver in his dark hair and a little crow's feet around his eyes, but he still looked great. Wait until she told Cassie, she thought, feeling a little like a schoolgirl meeting her famous crush. Her sister would be jealous as hell. Heather was trying to determine if it would be polite to ask for a couple of autographs when he stepped closer and said, "About that drink...I'm sorry, what was your name?"
She was about to reply when she realized he was leering down at her chest, which instantly put her on the defensive. Bristling, she shot him a look that made it clear she wasn't interested in being picked up, no matter who he was. "Heather Devlin. I'm just getting my husband a drink." OK, so Jake technically wasn't her husband anymore, but this guy didn't know that. "Besides, the drinks are free in here," she pointed out.
"Yeah, good point," he laughed at himself. "And you're such a beautiful woman, of course you'd be spoken for," he commented, feigning disappointment. "Then again, this is sin city. And that is a sinful dress, if you don't mind my saying."
She wasn't sure how to respond to the provocative statement so she stayed silent, turning to face the counter.
"Since you recognized me, can I take it to mean that you watch my show?" he asked casually, and Heather began to wonder if she was just overreacting.
"I used to," she admitted with a polite smile. "I was borderline obsessed with Eric when Eric and Carly were the big supercouple. In fact, I had a poster of you as Eric in my dorm room."
"Really?" he seemed pleased at the thought. "So Heather," he began slowly, looking her up and down. "Do you really have a husband?"
"Of course. Why would I lie?"
"Dressed like that..." He shrugged, then smiled wryly. "I don't suppose you and your husband are interested in letting another man be your date for the evening," he said, sliding his hand along the curve of her arm. "I promise to make it worth your while. Especially since the lady I was supposed to be meeting seems to have stood me up."
Offended, Heather could only move away and insist, "You've got the wrong idea. I love my husband very much. And I'd appreciate it if you didn't touch me without permission."
His eyes seemed quick and intelligent, and they lit up in a way that informed her that he enjoyed the idea of the challenge she'd silently thrown down. No matter, Heather had no interest in playing games with him or anyone else. Oh god, she just hoped Jake didn't see her talking to this man and jump to conclusions again. She already had a hard battle in front of her, convincing him that he'd misunderstood her words earlier.
The bartender placed two drinks in front of her, so she quickly turned from her once teenage idol and walked away without a backwards glance. Jake was, of course, watching her when she returned, and Heather felt a moment's panic at the look of pure hatred in his eyes. But he quickly masked any emotion he was feeling and politely thanked her for tracking down the drink.
"Excuse me, but is there room enough for another player?"
Both she and Jake glanced up to see the man who'd been harassing her at the bar invite himself into the next hand. He smiled confidently as he took the seat next to Heather, and she shot Jake a worried look, trying to reassure him with her eyes that she hadn't encouraged the man at all. She saw that Jake recognized him too; he shot her a funny look as if he were trying to gauge her reaction. Then he calmly focused on his hand, barely glancing either at her or at the newcomer.
Jake had watched Heather flirting with the tall, distinguished man at the bar and had to grit his teeth to keep from going over there and yanking her away. Heather had acted nervous coming back to the table, and he figured she was still valiantly trying to pretend to be what Jake wanted her to be despite her inner desires. He supposed it would save the both of them a lot of trouble if he could just learn to accept sharing his woman with other men. He'd changed a lot, but that much? Honestly, he didn't think so.
He was somewhat startled to recognize the actor from Heather's favorite soap back in college. She hadn't watched it much in years, but when they'd first married, she'd been all into this guy's character and romance with a nurse at the hospital where his character worked. He remembered teasing her that she wished she were the pretty nurse and that he'd had no idea she was so into older men.
"I don't normally find older men attractive, but Kurt Waltham is just hot," she'd teased back. Jake thought it was funny that he now remembered that conversation so well and wondered if this was fate dealing its hand and trying to prove something to both of them - that Heather couldn't be faithful, that Jake would never be able to forgive her, and they weren't destined to be together after all.
The actor drew Jake into conversation, obviously probing for details about Heather. Jake was a little surprised when Kurt implied that Heather had said Jake was her husband. "Are the two of you in town for business or pleasure?" Kurt then asked conversationally.
"Both," Jake replied without elaborating.
Kurt seemed nice enough. He oozed self-confidence, and he certainly wasn't shy. Sitting between Jake and Kurt, Heather jumped a little when she felt the warmth of Kurt's hand come to rest on her bare thigh. Irritated, she pushed his hand away and felt her face grow red when he let out a soft chuckle. Maybe he wasn't so nice after all, she decided.
She leaned over and whispered in Jake's ear, "Can we please leave soon? Please."
Jake only smiled slyly, focusing on his hand. It was a lousy hand, but no one could tell it from looking at him. "Later," he told Heather, then lifted his eyes and smiled at Kurt.
"So are you in town for business or pleasure?" Jake asked.
"Pure pleasure," the other man said with a self-satisfied laugh. "If I could just land me a sweet, sexy plaything like your wife there, my day would be made."
"Oh, I'm sorry, I must not have introduced you two properly," Jake corrected calmly. "This is Heather Ross. And Heather is not my wife."
Heather paled hearing Jake use her maiden name - she'd still gone by Devlin, even after the divorce - and flinched hearing Jake publicly inform the other man they weren't actually married. Feeling threatened, Heather explained hastily, "Jake and I were once married, but now we live together. I love him so much it's easy to forget sometimes that we're no longer legally married. In my heart, he'll always be my husband."
Jake could hear the silent "Take that" in her tone and wondered if she'd made the speech for his benefit or Kurt's.
"Something tells me there's a story there worth hearing," Kurt said, glancing between the two of them with interest. "Tell you what. I've got five grand here. It's yours if you tell it to me."
Heather stiffened. "Five thousand dollars just to tell you a story? That seems a little wasteful," she scoffed.
"I've got plenty of money to waste, and I love hearing human interest stories like this. You never know when it might help me find the motivation to play a certain character," he replied. "So, what's it gonna be?"
Jake didn't need the money. He knew it and Heather knew it. But he was somewhat amused that the actor was willing to go to such great lengths to get between Heather's thighs. And he supposed it might be interesting to see how Heather would react in the long run. She was putting up a good fight, but was she sincere about loving Jake, or was she hanging onto his memory because she was afraid to admit she enjoyed being with other men?
It was time they both found out.
"All right," Jake heard himself say. "But it's hardly the type of story told over a poker table. Do you have a room here, or are you staying somewhere else?"
"Jake!" Heather gasped.
"As a matter of fact, I do have a room upstairs," Kurt answered, then folded his hand. Jake stayed in the game and smiled when, minutes later, he won the pot with such a lousy hand. Gathering his own remaining chips, Kurt said, "Why don't we head up, and I can order us some room service while we talk."
Heather reluctantly followed Jake, wondering what he hoped to prove by doing this. Grabbing his arm, she stopped him and said, "You can go up if you want. I'll grab a cab and head home."
"But there's so much to the story only you can tell, sweetheart."
"Go to hell, Jake."
"Been there, done that," he replied tautly. "If you don't come upstairs with me, it's over. You can go home, pack your bags and be gone when I get back. Your choice."
She hadn't expected such an outright ultimatum, and it knocked her for a loop. She wasn't ready to give up on him yet, despite her discomfort, so she followed him into the elevator. She shot him a look that she hoped made it clear she wasn't happy to be going along with this. She felt her skin crawling and turned to see Kurt staring at her in a way that was downright lewd.
"Here's my home for a few days," he told them a few minutes later, leading them into a luxurious suite that looked to have its own kitchen, living room, bedroom and a magnificent view of the strip.
"Nice," Jake commented, glancing around. Heather could tell he wasn't really all that impressed, but the older man obviously took him at his word, launching into a description of all his amenities, which included a Jacuzzi and fully loaded bar.
"I like to come to Vegas now and then to unwind. Spend a little money. Meet new friends," Kurt added with a meaningful look at Heather's breasts. "I believe I owe you five thousand," he then said and produced a stack of bills. "And you owe me a story."
Jake took a seat across from the actor in the only chair in the room, and Heather was left with nowhere to sit other than the sofa cushion next to Kurt. "I believe I'll let my...ex-wife...tell it," Jake said with a disdainful smile. "For accuracy's sake, of course."
Heather clenched her jaw to keep from saying something hateful. When seconds passed without a word from her, Jake shrugged and began casually, "I suppose you could say it all started in college, when I walked into my chemistry class one day and fell in love with this dark-haired, blue-eyed girl..."
Heather sat there, on pins and needles, as she listened to him tell this stranger about their courtship. She was both captivated and embarrassed as she listened to Jake tell an abridged version of their history. She'd never really heard him talk about how he'd felt back then, before he was in the Marines and trying to win her love, and later, after they'd married and been so happy. When he came to the point where he'd caught Heather cheating, she begged emotionally, "Jake, please don't..."
"As I was saying, Heather slept with another man," Jake continued as if she'd never spoken. "Several times, as I later found out, and with a black man, in fact."
"Really?" Kurt interjected, obviously fascinated. He looked at Heather with a new appreciation.
"Needless to say, I kicked her out and started divorce proceedings almost immediately," Jake said.
"Can't say I blame you," Kurt commented with a bark of laughter. "So how did the two of you end up back together? And where is this other man now?" He looked at Heather and asked pointedly, with relish, "Did you keep fucking him after your divorce came through?"
Heather turned a telling shade of red, and Jake knew she had slept with Ty even after she'd sworn never to do it again. The thought made him even angrier than he already was inside. He wanted to get up and leave and never look back. But he loved her as much as he hated her right now, so he stayed, hoping she'd offer a logical explanation. When Heather refused to answer, Jake decided to make her pay for it.
"Ty is still back East, though I hear his business is failing. I also hear he's made another woman - his partner's wife - pregnant and I think he'll be forced to leave town soon," he said and glanced at Heather to gauge her reaction to this news. He considered admitting that he'd at least had a hand in the downfall of Ty's business but decided he'd savor the tidbit secretly, for now.
Initially, he'd thought long and hard about what type of revenge he could get on the black man who'd stolen his wife. His first instinct had been to grab a baseball bat and work the bastard over good. But Jake figured he would have ended up in jail, and nothing was worth that. So he had focused on hitting Ty where it would hurt the most - his ego and his pride.
Of course, Jake had learned later that, during one of his drunken binges, he'd called an old friend from the Marines and told him everything that had happened. Some of the guys closest to him had jumped Ty on his behalf, but Jake hadn't gotten much satisfaction from the knowledge.
He'd cooled his heels and used his money to find out everything he could about Ty Johnson, ex-basketball player, current male stripper. Ty was so arrogant, believing he could have any woman he wanted, that he'd even seduced the new wife of his so-called best friend. Apparently Ty liked to brag about how he sometimes used drugs on women to get them compliant, which had made Jake wonder about Heather. She'd said Ty had drugged her. Well, hell, that had pissed Jake off even more. Opening a gym had been Ty's dream since he'd injured his knee and had to stop playing ball. Enough said.
The gym had been struggling anyways, but when Jake had secretly bought out and then injected a large amount of funds into its biggest competitor, updating the facility and lowering membership prices, the place hadn't stood a chance. Aside from which, Jake had used some connections to obtain security tapes from the gym Ty co-owned and had hit the jackpot when he discovered a few tapes had recorded Ty's adulterous meetings with his closest partner's new bride. He had figured Ty's MO would stay the same. Needless to say, payback was a bitch. Jake had had his assistant mail copies of the tapes to Ty's partners - all of them - just the other day. Included in the envelope were copies of documents showing where Ty had been taking more than his fair shair of the company's money. jake wouldn't have to lift a finger against Ty Johnson - Ty's partner's were bound to do it for him.
Thinking of what would probably happen to Ty now, he smiled and added, "As for how we ended up back together, Heather agreed to be my private slut in exchange for money, clothes and a roof over her head. However, she told me this morning that she needed more."
"More of you," Heather bit out, alternating between deep shame hearing details of her affair spoken aloud and anger that Jake was treating her this way. "I only want more of you, Jake. More of the man I married, not of the son-of-a-bitch who's been trying everything he can to humiliate me and make me leave. Not more of the man you've become. That's what I was trying to tell you this morning, but I'm such a bundle of nerves all the time, I messed it up."
Was she serious? Jake wondered. He supposed it was possible, and man, how he wished it were true. He just wished he could be certain before he risked his heart again.
Kurt, meanwhile, had been watching and listening with great interest. Finally he inserted his own observations. "I don't know, Heather. I think I'm with Jake on this one. I think you were trying to tell him you wanted more ...more of other men." He reached out and laid his hand on her bare knee. "A sexy woman like you needs more than what one man can give you, and I think you know it. I think Jake knows it too. Isn't that right, Jake?"
Jake felt another bolt of that familiar anger shoot through his body, and his first instinct was to punch this guy's lights out. It was obvious the aging actor wanted to offer his services to satisfy Heather's apparent need for more. Hell, Jake had known that downstairs. Heather had too. It was the real reason they were all here now. Masking his inner feelings with a look of disinterest, Jake glanced at Heather and shrugged. He needed to know if she'd give in to temptation again, if the opportunity arose. Maybe one last test...one final opportunity to see how much she really loved him...



"You say you love me..."
"I do, Jake," she said, perking up. She reached over and placed one of her hands on his leg and squeezed, a hopeful now look in her tearful eyes. "And deep down I know you still love me too."
"I do," he agreed, and she looked relieved to hear it. At least, until he added, "That's why I've decided to give you what you want. Or at least try to."
"What do you mean? All I want is to be with you."
He smiled slightly, and said, "Let's not kid ourselves, Heather. We both know that after the first time it gets easier and easier to cheat. But if we're going to try to make a real go of things, I'd rather not be worried about you sneaking around behind my back again. And if I see a woman I want to take to bed, I don't want to have to sneak around on you either."
"W-what?" she asked. She hadn't expected such an answer.
"We've both had a taste of other lovers now, and I think we need to come to terms with the fact that both of us are always going to want more out of a marriage than what we had before," he said and then glanced at the man who was still silently watching their exchange with fascination. Kurt smiled slightly and began caressing his hand further up Heather's leg. "I think Kurt here is just the man to help us get used to the idea."
"I don't understand..." she said almost in a daze, glancing at her old television hero without a clue what Jake meant.
"I'm giving you permission to sleep with him," Jake said. "And I think I'd like to stay and watch, if you both don't mind."
"I think that's a great idea," Kurt encouraged, looking like the cat who stole the cream. "Heather, why don't you come a little closer. I promise not to bite...unless you want me too, of course."
Heather was looking at Jake in confusion, practically ignoring the other man who was working his hand up her thigh and into her panties. Finally, her hand reached to stop his from climbing any higher.
"Are you sure?" Heather whispered to Jake, then glanced at the handsome actor. "Are you really sure this is what you want, Jake? For me to sleep with other men? And for you to sleep with other women?"
"I doubt I'll want to sleep with other women, but the possibility will always be there." Jake nodded, although he was secretly gritting his teeth to keep the truth from spilling out. "Yes," he finally managed. "I want you to be happy. But if this situation gets uncomfortable for either of us at any time, either of us has the right to ask for it to stop," he said, trying to sound like the willing cuckolds he had read in stories. Shesh, did he sound as stupid as he felt?
After several seconds, Heather tore her teary gaze from Jake and looked at the actor, and Jake could tell she was waging an inner battle with herself, struggling with the truth of her own personal desires and needs and struggling to accept what Jake now seemed to want. With a soft, weary sigh, she looked at jake again and even as a tear escaped her control, he could tell she had made her decision.
By this point, Kurt had leaned over and was nibbling on her ear as he pushed his fingers inside the elastic of her panties, urging her legs apart for easier entry. Heather closed her eyes and moaned something unintelligible when Kurt's other hand began to fondle her breast. Jake watched, gritting his teeth against a tide of rising anger, as the experienced older man managed to seduce Heather into a passionate kiss. All the while he was slowly working her out of her clothes, lowering the zip on the back of her dress to free her breasts and bunching it around her waist to expose her panties and bare thighs. For a few minutes, he used his lips and mouth to arouse her nipples and his right hand to finger-fuck her into submission.
Just when Jake thought he couldn't stand anymore, Heather turned her head toward him and breathed his name. "Jake...?" When she opened her eyes she looked straight at Jake...and she smiled at him.
At that moment, Jake knew their lives would never be the same again.
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Was Jake serious?
Heather trembled slightly as she thought about what he had said - or she tried to, with Kurt Waltham doing everything he could to distract her from it. In truth, she was a little upset by the handsome actor's nearness, and unnerved by Jake's new proposition. She could probably give in...would probably give in if Jake really wanted her to. God knows she'd done far worse. She just wanted it to be clear that she didn't want it this way.
Or would she upset Jake if she admitted that?
Her body was very aware of the man by her side. She squirmed slightly under Kurt Waltham's hand on her thigh. She felt her nipples stiffen against the material of her dress as his other hand lifted to the back of her neck and then began to rub it, messaging her stiff muscles.
"Sweetheart, you are so tense. Just relax," he urged softly and slid closer to her. Rubbing up and down, he would occassionally bury his fingers in the nape of her hair. Heather couldn't help it; she sighed and began to relax, even as she tried to focus on Jake and determine his reaction. She told herself she would feel this way at a massage parlor too, that she wouldn't get aroused from just anyone. But her breathing was getting heavier as Kurt's big, warm hand stroked her neck and stirred up deep longings in her belly that she could not suppress.
Moving his head closer still, Kurt put his mouth next to her ear and whispered, "Ah yeah, baby, I know what you need. Just relax and enjoy the moment."
She found it hard to look at Jake while another man was touching her like this, so she tried to block Jake from her mind by looking away. She closed her eyes and tried to pretend it was Jake touching her, doing these things to her, but it wasn't that easy. Kurt's hot breath caressed the delicate skin of her ear and caused her to shiver in reaction. Gently he brushed the strands of her long, dark hair away from Heather's face, her skin flushed in the dim light. He turned her face to his and looked at the startled doe eyes staring at him, a strange mixture of fear, shame and excitement reflected in her pupils. Her full lips were slightly parted and glistening.
"Jake?" She breathed out, trying to turn her head toward her ex, but Kurt wouldn't let her. His body leaned forward bringing her face closer to his. His hand at the back of her neck kept a gentle but firm pressure on her, encouraging her to submit.
Her eyes fluttered shut, she tilted her face up and with a tiny, soft whimper, she swayed toward him. The shock of her damp lips touching his gave Heather the feeling that she needed to stop this soon or she would be forever lost. Kurt put both hands on her shoulders and turned her body toward him, pulling her deeper into the kiss. Her body yielded. His lips tasted her at leisure, hinting at all of the experience he must have gained in pleasuring women. She heard herself moan softly and he took advantage and let his tongue tease her closed lips. They parted slightly and his tongue slid inside, claiming her, searching for more.
His other hand drifted up toward her lap where her hands were still folded demurely. Clasping one, he held it and pulled her further over to him. The shock of another man kissing her in front of Jake was overcome by the desire to know more of this tantalizing sensation. Her nipples felt achy and distended and she subconsciously rubbed herself against him.
Kurt tangled his hands in Heather's long thick hair and pulled her head back to expose the long curve of her neck. He began to kiss and nip at the tender flesh earning sighs and moans from the woman at his side. He watched the emotions of confusion, desire and shame flit across her face as he began to push her dress down to expose her breasts to his gaze. Lifting her gently, he reached behind her, trying to lower the zipper for easier access. Leaning over he sucked one pointed nipple into his mouth, rolling it with his tongue and biting it gently.
Heather whimpered as he continued the onslaught against her breasts, alternating kisses and bites on her neck and lips, while his other hand began to bunch her skirt up around her waist. His hand began to stroke the outside of her legs and then moved to the tender flesh of her inner thigh. Up and down he massaged her, ignoring the one place she most wanted him to put his hand. Her moaning grew more frenzied and her hips began to move and thrust. Oh, god, she thought, she had to stop this now. It wasn't right. She wasn't supposed to let this happen, not with another man. Not while the man she loved sat a few feet away, watching.
"Yeah, you like being touched by another man, don't you, baby?" Kurt observed softly as he let his fingers slowly drift upwards toward the V of her legs. She tried to shake her head, No, but then Kurt allowed one finger to graze the outer edges of Heather's panties, skimming along the bare skin of her outer labia. Heather felt his fingers exploring her private area and knew it was do or die time. The desire mixed with terror at her actions filled her with a high that was more of an aphrodisiac than any kind of drug.
But she still knew it wasn't right.
Heather would have to be dead not to feel aroused when a man she had once been wildly attracted to began fingering her pussy, but that didn't mean she had to like it. She was tempted...god, she was tempted...but Heather realized with sudden clarity that she had a healthy level of self-control still in her veins. People were tempted everyday. The trick was maintaining self-control and remembering that actions had real, unforgiving consequences. She'd already learned that the hard way once. Right now, she had a choice. Her life was going to go one of two ways. Did she give in, embrace the whore within and find meaningless gratification for an hour or two at a time, never again knowing what it was like to love and be loved only by one man? Or did she walk away, her remaining integrity and values still attached, with the hope of someday again finding long and lasting happiness with a man she loved?
And what about Jake? Had he really meant what he'd said about giving her permission to sleep around? She didn't think so. Quite frankly she hoped not. She didn't want him to be that kind of man, and if he had become that type, she didn't think they stood a chance after all. A tear rolled down her cheek as she realized that she probably had lost her husband forever.
Silently, she made her choice.
Oddly, she could only smile in relief when she realized she'd had the courage to face her demons and slay them. She managed to turn her head, opened her eyes and looked at Jake. She didn't see the man she'd fallen in love with anymore; she only saw a cold, bitter stranger who looked like him. And she could tell by that look in his eyes - even though he was trying hard to mask it - that he didn't like what was happening here one bit.
She smiled at him, a sad, although triumphant little smile.
Then Heather reached down and removed Kurt's hand from between her thighs as she slowly slid away and out from under him. Standing, straightening her clothes, she looked down at him apologetically and said calmly, "I'm sorry, Mr. Waltham, but I'm not interested in having this kind of relationship with you or anyone else outside of my husband. If you'll please excuse me..."
"What the--!" he protested, then glanced angrily towards Jake. "I paid five grand for this!"
She turned just as Jake was moving to his feet.
His eyes were wary, a little bit confused, a little bit relieved. Heather could only hope that he was finally seeing things clearly again and recognized her decision for what it was. She stepped over to him, planted a soft, lingering kiss on his cheek and whispered, "Goodbye, Jake. May you find the peace you deserve. Please remember that I'll always love you."
Before the tears could start falling in earnest, she gathered her purse and made a hasty retreat. As she was walking out the door, she heard her ex-husband saying to the other man, "Here's your five thousand back, plus interest. We apologize for any inconvenience we might have caused you tonight. ..."
Somehow she made it back to Jake's condo without being hassled, and although she half-expected, half-hoped he'd follow her, she saw no signs of Jake during the hour it took her to call the airport, pack the few personal items she considered her own and hail a cab. This time when she left, she didn't bother with a note.
Jake knew where to find her if he still wanted her. The ball was in his court now.
****
From across the street, Jake watched Heather pack her suitcase into the cab and, with one last lingering glance in the direction of the condo, get inside and drive away. When he was certain she was out of view, he turned on the headlights of his car and pulled into his parking spot.
The condo felt cold and empty without her there. That was his first thought. His second was that she'd left most of the things he'd bought her since she'd moved in with him. Not that he was surprised. They were clothes only a real slut would want to hang onto. Despite what he'd been telling himself since the divorce, Heather wasn't a slut, or a whore, or anything but a wife who'd made a mistake. She'd made a mistake and paid for it, threefold.
Reaching into his closet he pulled out a lockbox and carried it with him into the living room. Pouring himself a drink, Jake thought better of the idea and just grabbed the entire bottle of Jack Daniels instead. Grabbing the TV remote control, he turned on the big-screen plasma TV and began flipping through channels...anything to take his mind off what he'd allowed to happen to himself...and to his relationship with Heather.
She'd passed his test, and yet he hadn't stopped her from leaving. Why? Hell if he knew.
He fell back onto the sofa, downing a gulp of whiskey before reaching for the lockbox. Inside were photos - photos from his wedding, photos of him and Heather back when they'd both been young and naive and so in love with each other it had hurt. Beneath the photos he found his wedding ring tucked into the envelope she'd mailed back to him after their divorce with a short note that said simply, "I gave this to you on our wedding day as a symbol of my undying love. It's still yours, Heather." Beneath that letter he found some of his old military papers - accomodations - along with a handgun he'd bought for protection when he and Heather had lived on a rough side of town, back when they were first starting out. Half the time he forgot the thing even existed. The accomodations made him smile in self-disgust. He hadn't done anything worth being accomodated for in a long, long time.
Jake was down to the last few sips of whiskey in the bottle when he decided to check and see if the gun was still loaded. Yep. Sitting it on his lap, he thought about everything that had happened today, about Heather's fractured words when they'd been making love, about how he'd probably misinterpreted them at the time, and finally, of how she'd almost allowed herself to be seduced by another man but had stopped things because, deep down, he knew she wasn't the type of woman who could intentionally sleep around with abandon. And because she really did love Jake too much to intentionally hurt him.
Oh yeah, she'd passed the test he'd secretly dealt her, but he'd lost her in the process. Remembering back on the good times didn't help any. In fact, he felt like shit. He didn't see how he and Heather could ever get past any of this now. He didn't think he could live with himself remembering any of the things he'd done since he'd left her...and that included the ruthless way he'd handled his business, firing men who needed jobs to support their families simply because he'd been in a bad mood that day; how he'd cut his family off from all emotional ties; how he'd carelessly discarded Jenny's feelings and then Heather's.
Draining the bottle of the last of its contents, Jake took a deep breath and lifted the gun from his lap, took it off safety and was trying to decide where he wanted the bullet when something caught his attention.
A voice from the television suddenly asked, "Have you ever loved someone so much that loving them nearly destroyed you?" Jake had pretty much tuned out the program that was on, but those simple words broke through his fog and captured his attention like nothing else could have. Yes, he silently answered, oh, yes, I have.
He lifted his head and saw a rough-looking, older-than-her-years young woman on the screen. It was one of those reality, forensics shows where they interviewed the actual people involved in criminal cases while actors reenacted the events.
The woman said that she'd loved her boyfriend so much that when she'd caught him cheating, she'd acted on passion and shot him and his lover six times before realizing what she was doing was wrong.
With a shock, Jake realized he held a gun in his hand and had been deciding whether he wanted to aim for his head or his heart. Tossing the gun aside, he raked back his hair with a trembling hand and felt a sob rip through his chest. What had he become? And was he too far lost to be saved now?
A picture of Heather caught his attention. Picking it up, he felt pain, love, shame, anger. And he knew the best thing he could do...for either of them...was to finally let her go, once and for all.
That thought in mind, he took the picture, ripped it and tossed it aside. She wasn't worth ending his life over. Nothing was.
Thank God he had realized that in time.
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This one is for all of the romantics out there. We thank everyone for their feedback, both good and bad.
****
Nearly a year later...
"I don't know how I let you talk me into this," Heather whispered to her sister as she fidgeted in the revealing red dress Cassie had talked her into wearing. It really wasn't that bad, the dress, but in the past year Heather had reverted back to dowdy clothing and little makeup, and it felt a little strange to be dressed so sexily again after so long.
She took a deep breath and glanced around the hotel ballroom that had been converted for tonight's Bachelor Auction and again wondered why she'd let her sister talk her into this. Cassie had said it would be fun, just to come and see what a real-live bachelor auction was like, and besides it was for chairty - Toys for Tots. That, more than anything, had won Heather over simply because she and Jake had once been heavily involved in the particular charity. Not that she expected to participate by bidding, of course. She'd paid fifty dollars for admission, which would be her contribution. Bidding on a man would be absurd in the circumstances, but Cassie had jokingly said in the car that she fully intended to buy herself a Valentine's date this year.
"And why not?" she'd added when Heather had looked at her as if she were crazy. "For once I can have a romantic date where he is obligated to do everything I say. How often does a chance like that come along?"
Heather glanced at her pretty sister now and smiled slightly, glad to see her older sister finally happy. Heather was glad that at least someone's dream had finally come true this past year. For years Cassie had slaved away at dead-end jobs just to help Heather get through school and then to save enough to start her own business. With Heather's help, she had finally done it. A few months ago, Cassie had finally opened her own floral business. Heather had agreed to do her sister's bookkeeping and had thrown a small investment into the pot, making them partners of a sort. They already had two part-time employees and several orders for Spring weddings to fill. Maybe the future wasn't as bleak as it had once seemed. She was getting her life back on track, finally doing something she was proud of again.
Still, after all this time, not a day went by that Heather didn't think of Jake. What a fool she had been. If she could only go back in time and change that one week...but she knew she couldn't. Somehow she had also learned to carry on with her life because there was a good chance that he would never want her again. And even if he did, she was a different person now.
When Heather had walked out on Jake that night, she'd gone through a myriad of emotions - hurt that they hadn't been able to work things out; a sense of desperation wanting him to come after her; anger at how much he'd degraded and humiliated her; and then finally acceptance that they were better off apart. A part of her still harbored a lot of anger towards him for what he'd done to her, yet at the same time, a part of her remembered the good, decent human being he'd been when they had married and wished he were still in her life.
If Jake were to walk up to her right now, she didn't know what she'd do or how she'd react to him. Slap him and walk away? Burst into tears and beg him to give her yet another chance? Maybe ask him just to sit down and talk so she could understand how such a wonderful man had allowed her to destroy his basic goodness? In her heart, she still hoped and she still dreamed of him - silly, fairytale dreams, of Jake riding into town and sweeping her off her feet because he'd finally realized he couldn't live without her. She'd pictured it a thousand times.
Jake would come back to town, tell her he'd decided to forgive her for what she'd done while begging her to forgive him. Of course there would have to be a few awkward moments at first, but finally Jake would declare, "I still love you, Heather," and pull her into his arms for a hug that would inevitably lead to a deep, soul-shattering kiss. Then he'd take her home and they'd make love to reaffirm their love...
But she knew it would never happen.
It was funny; she hadn't had sex since she'd left Jake. The only aspect of sex she missed at all was the feeling of intimacy she'd once shared with her husband...the feeling of being truly close to someone who loved you and who you trusted not to hurt you. At Cassie's urging, she had dated a couple of guys this past year, but neither had asked her out more than once. It was easy for anyone in her company for more than five minutes to see her heart just wasn't in it. She didn't want to get hurt again, and yes, she still felt a little guilty for even thinking about other men after the consequences of her affair. She needed to heal before getting involved with anyone again, and she wasn't quite there yet.
She'd even heard from Ty when she came back to town - he'd called to see how she was doing, said he still loved her and that she always had a place to stay if she needed one. Remembering what Jake had told her, she calmly asked, "I'm sorry...did you make that same offer to your partner's wife after you made her pregnant?" Not that she cared, or was jealous. She simply wasn't, so she added, "Please just don't call me anymore, Ty. I don't want a relationship with you. Please accept that and leave me alone."

She'd found out from Jessica that Ty's gym had folded and his finances had been left in pretty bad shape; Heather remembered that he'd put almost everything he had into the business, saying it had always been his dream and no expense was too great. She knew the knowledge might please Jake, but it just made her sad.
Next to Heather now, Cassie eyed her little sister and frowned. Since returning from Las Vegas, the light had faded from Heather's clear, blue eyes. Hell, Heather had been going downhill ever since Jake had left her to begin with, but this time it was different. Before she'd gone to Vegas, Cassie had feared for Heather's sanity and her health - Heather had lost so much weight and hadn't taken care of herself the way she should have. But then her phone calls from Vegas had always been so positive, so happy, that Cassie had stopped worrying. That is, until Heather had shown up on her doorstep at three in the morning one day, looking defeated and helpless...and numb.
Sure, Heather took care of herself now. She had gained back the weight she'd lost and, to the outside world, probably appeared happy and carefree. But Cassie knew her little sister, and she knew Heather wasn't the same. She was becoming too emotionally detached from everything and everyone. She refused to speak about what had happened in Vegas, or about Jake, period. She'd even severed all ties with his family. But Cassie knew Heather still thought about him a lot. She often caught her sister staring wistfully at old photos of Jake when she thought Cassie wasn't around.
Clearing her throat, Cassie raised the auction program they'd been given at the door and urged Heather to glance at it. How else would this plan work if Heather didn't wake up and pay attention to what was happening?
"Would you look at this? There's over twenty guys up for grabs tonight. How much money have you got?" she asked, hoping Heather would look at the names of the guys on the bill.
Heather decided to humor her older, obviously much hornier sister and took a glance at the auction program. She had read where most of the guys tonight were going to be local Marines or former Marines. Again it made her think of Jake, and she distantly wondered if she would know any of the guys on the program. Maybe she could find one of his old friends and see if they'd heard from him lately, see how he was doing. Despite her conflicted feelings, she still worried about him, knowing the path he'd been headed on before she'd left him. She hoped he'd gotten the help he'd needed and was able to regain some of himself in the process.
As soon as the thought entered her mind, Heather felt her heart stop dead in her chest. Was that really Jake's name on the program, right there under the BACHELORS heading? He was one of the bachelors up for grabs? Oh god, she didn't know how she felt about that. She quickly glanced around the room. There were a lot of women here tonight. Beautiful women. Beautiful, probably rich women. One of them would be taking Heather's ex-husband home with her. Oh god. And she would be here to see it.
She shot a horrified look at Cassie. "You knew about this, didn't you?"
"Sorry, sis."
Heather opened her mouth to say what a mistake it was, Cassie playing God with her life, when a man stepped into her line of view and made a throat-clearing sound to get their attention.
The truth was, she almost didn't recognize the man standing in front of her, dressed handsomely in a tuxedo. His hair was slightly longer than she remembered it, and back to its soft, sandy brown color. He was very tan and looked like he had spent all of his time since she'd last seen him working out. In short, he looked fine, damn fine. In that tuxedo, he even reminded her of their wedding day, so long ago...
Jake nodded politely and said, "Hello, Heather. You look very beautiful tonight."
She swallowed, forced herself to smile and say awkwardly, "You too, Jake."
For seconds, neither of them spoke. Heather felt her heart skip a few beats, stupidly fantasizing that Jake had finally come back to claim her and set things right, but reality had taught her a harsh, cold lesson and she couldn't easily dismiss the counter-thought that Jake had only come over here to further hurt and humilate her. This reminder caused her spine to stiffen as she pointed out, "I didn't know you would be here tonight. I swear I didn't. I don't want you to think--"
"Don't worry about it, Heather," he gently interrupted with a smile and a soft, calming touch on her arm. He sent a nod of greeting toward Cassie. "I'm glad you both came. It's nice to see a familiar face or two in this crowd."
"Oh yeah? How does it feel to be a hot hunk up for grabs, Jake?" Cassie teased with her old familiarity.
With a self-conscious laugh, Jake turned a little red and tugged at his collar. "Absolutely terrifying, if you want the truth." He stepped closer. "I heard you two had started your own business. Congratulations."
"Thank you. It's mostly Cassie's." Heather started to say more, but held her tongue. After a long pause, Jake cleared his throat again.
"Well, I'd better get going. We're supposed to mingle with any prospective bidders to stir up donations," he explained. "As it is, I think I'm being stalked by a little old lady waving a hundred dollar bill." He and Cassie laughed at the joke, and he added, "It was good to see you."
Heather was confused by his casual attitude. She'd have expected more drama, more...something...after the way they'd ended things this last time. All he wanted to do was act as if they were nothing more than old friends? Fine. She could handle that. She just nodded and said, "Good luck."
When he walked away, Heather thought she noticed an exchange of looks pass between Cassie and Jake and was going to ask her sister what it was all about when the lights flickered, hinting that the show was about to begin. The two sisters headed for their seats, and Heather found that she was suddenly a bundle of nerves. She was silently calculating how much money she could afford to spend and wondered, should she dare? Would Jake be angry if she actually bid on him? Would it be at all appropriate?
What was she thinking?!
No, she decided. She was resolved not to bid. She and Jake had had their chance and lost it. She had a good life now - not as happy as it had once been, but she was content. She couldn't go back to living in the hell that had transpired a year ago. It would absolutely break her this time. And Jake? God, Jake. He looked good, healthy again. He sounded like his old happy-go-lucky self, so much so that it tugged at her heart. Not that it mattered. He probably had a new woman in his life now anyway, one who was all ready to jump up and claim him once the bidding started. Someone who treated him the way he had always deserved to be treated. Heather didn't want to embarrass him or herself by jumping into the fray. Besides, she couldn't really afford to, not after dumping most of her savings into Cassie's business.
And she just couldn't make herself vulnerable to him again. Not after spending the past year working overtime to regain as much of her self-respect as she could. And if Jake really was on the mend like he appeared to be, how could she even think of messing him up again?
The first bachelor came out, and Heather wished she could just leave. To say this situation was uncomfortable was an understatement. Jake was the seventh bachelor on the program. The anticipation was going to drive her nuts, waiting to see which woman won him. The bidding went fast for the first two men, the bids quickly topping two hundred each. She was thinking of leaving and wondering how she could manage without ruining her sister's fun when she felt a nudge at her side.
"Hey," Cassie whispered and then pushed something into Heather's hand. Heather fingered the thick envelope, knowing it probably contained money, but she also knew Cassie couldn't afford this. Curious, though, she opened the envelope to see how much Cassie had been able to round up and gasped seeing nothing but hundred dollar bills. A lot of them. Far too many for Cassie to be able to afford. She also noticed a folded up piece of paper which she pulled out and opened.
"Heather - Maybe I'm taking too much for granted. I don't know. I'd like a second chance. Would you? The next move is yours. Love, Jake."
From off to the side, Jake watched Heather cautiously to gauge her reaction to his note and the money. He wondered what was going through her head, but he didn't have to wonder long. Heather couldn't mask the shock, disbelief and then flicker of hope she was feeling at the thought he might be reaching out to her, finally. Moments passed. She seemed deep in thought, probably weighing the pros and cons of giving them another chance, just as he'd done a lot this past year. He could see by her expression that the cons were probably outweighing the pros and sighed. He didn't deserve a second chance anyway. He knew it as much as she did, but still, he'd had to try. He figured he owed that much to the memory of the young, happy, loving couple they'd once been...
He felt a hand clasp his shoulder and a voice say, "Think she's gonna go for it?"
His old Marine buddy Kevin stepped close to watch Heather's reaction too. He and Kevin had renewed their friendship this past year, something that had helped Jake get his head straight again. Participating in this auction had been Kevin's idea, but giving the note and money to Heather as an Olive branch had been Jake's.
"Hey, man, is that her sister?" Kevin was pointing out Cassie, so Jake told him yes, it was. "Man, I don't suppose it's too late for me to pass her a few hundred and a note, is it? Hey, if this works out the way I think it will, think you can hook me up?"
Just then Jake heard one of the organizers telling him that he should get backstage. He swallowed hard, figuring he owed it to the kids to go through with this, even if Heather turned down his offer. "Wish me luck, buddy."
Heather listened as the auctioneer began introducing her ex-husband to the crowd of captivated women. When she looked at Jake, dressed so handsomely and looking so much like the young man she'd married, she had an epiphany of sorts. Things hadn't worked out between them in Vegas for so many reasons. Largely because she'd allowed Jake to treat her so badly. He'd been trying to make her leave, but she'd arrogantly believed she could overcome his hurt and anger by doing everything she could to please him. One of the reasons he probably hadn't been able to trust her again was because she'd appeared so weak and insecure, allowing him to walk all over her.
What they'd needed then had been time apart to heal and come to terms with their loss, followed by counseling together. They might have stood a real chance then.
Maybe they still did.
"Jake is an entrepreneur who spent much of the last year backpacking across Europe. That's right, ladies, he's fluent in French and Italian...."
Someone gave a catcall and Jake laughed.
"Let's start the bidding at twenty dollars..."
A redhead near the front screamed out, "Twenty dollars right here!"
A group of older women ganged up and countered with thirty. Cassie leaned over and whispered, "Well...?" as the bidding war continued around them...without Heather's input.
Oh god, why was it so hard to decide?
After some hesitation, Heather opened the envelope and began counting to see how high she could go with Jake's money. She thought about screaming out a dramatic "Two thousand dollars!" when she figured the total, but since it was Jake's money, she wanted to be as thrifty as possible with it.
"Two hundred dollars!" the auctioneer yelled in delight.
He'd put himself on the line by offering to meet her halfway. Call her a fool, but the least she could do was the same.
Swallowing her pride, Heather called out two hundred and fifty. She saw the look of relief that passed across Jake's features, then exchanged a wry smile with him across the room. The next few minutes were a flurry of bids and counter bids, with Heather coming out the winner at over five hundred dollars. It had become obvious to everyone in the room that she wanted Jake and she intended to win him, no matter what the price. One of the event organizers quickly came over and asked Heather to meet Jake at the back of the room to turn in her money.
"You know," he said by way of greeting, "you could have saved us both a lot of trouble if you'd just bid the whole amount at once. It's for charity, after all."
Heather wanted to throw herself in his arms and thank him for doing this, but she held herself back. She eyed him warily, still a bit puzzled by his gesture.
"And miss watching you squirm? No way," she teased good-naturedly. She handed over the money and was told to fill out a donation form. She was just about to put her signature down when Jake's hand stopped her.
"Before you sign that, there's some things you should probably know," he said somberly. He saw a flash of worry pass across her features. He hadn't meant to worry her, so he quickly added, "I've been through a lot since I last saw you. I did a lot of soul-searching and made a lot of decisions. Part of the reason I did this, Heather, is to get closure, to apologise for being such a bastard to you. You didn't deserve what I put you through."
"Th-thank you," she said in worried voice. "But you could have just picked up the phone to say that."
"I'm not so sure."
Heather stiffened her spine and met his gaze with determination. He was glad to see the fight was still in her even as she asked him, "What does that mean, Jake? What are you trying to tell me?"
Jake took a deep breath and then clenched his jaw, working up to what he'd come here to say. It wasn't going to be easy for him, for either of them, but he had to say it.
"Last time, neither one of us put our honest intentions up front, and we both ended up in hell because of it," he pointed out. "That's why I'm here. To tell you that someday - I don't know when - but someday I will probably ask you to marry me again, Heather. Whether you say yes or no, that will be your choice. But those are my cards on the table."
The tears burst free before Heather could stop them, and through the mist of those tears she saw him shift his weight anxiously and rush to add, "The truth is, I'd like to think we'll end up as husband and wife again someday, but I won't promise anything, Heather. Hell, I don't even know what it is you want from me anymore. For all I know you're seeing some guy who treats you like a princess and you're counting the minutes until I'm out of your life again."



"No!" she quickly corrected, quickly wiping away her tears so she could see his beloved face clearly again. "I...there's no one but you, Jake."
He nodded, glancing at the floor as he said, "I treated you badly. I'm sorry for that. But we can talk, you can tell me what you want or need to. I rented a place across town, but I'll probably have to leave occassionally for business. I just have to be honest with you, Heather. I still have a lot of hurt and anger towards you trapped inside me. Please remember that when I get angry and have a hard time listening. I may not be the best listener at times, but I promise to try - harder than I tried before, back when you really needed it."
Heather considered him for several seconds without saying a word. All those months ago, he'd thought he was the one who should forgive her, but now, the tables had turned. She had to forgive him for all the awful things he'd done to her too.
"Yes," she said a bit shyly, then leaned over to sign her name.
"Yes what?"
Finally she smiled at him, a timid, sheepish smile. "Just in case you ever do decide to propose again, I'll probably say yes. For the record, you're right, we do have a lot to work out, but my answer will still probably be yes. I'm only half a person without you, Jake. But..."
"But what?" he asked with concern, seeing the sudden worry on her face.
"I won't let you treat me the way you did when we were in Las Vegas, Jake. If that's your intention, then I'm sorry but we should both just walk away now."
"That's not my intention," he assured her carefully. "I promise I won't deliberately hurt you again."
"Also I want you to know," she began and hesitated, as if trying to form the proper words, "we can't just go back to the way things were before all of this happened. I'm still angry and hurt with you, too, Jake."
"I understand that," he said. "I didn't expect us to just jump back into marriage, Heather. I thought we could start out with a few dates...you know, so I can try and win you over again."
"Oh, Jake," she smiled, again with tears in her eyes. She looked as though she were going to hug him, but he wasn't ready for that yet.
"I'm not the same Jake you fell in love with," he warned uncomfortably. "I don't know if I can ever be again. I guess I could lie and say I've tried to redeem myself by spending the last year working with orphans or saving little old ladies from fires, but I haven't. That only works in the movies, or in those cheesey books you read. I'm just a guy who made a lot of mistakes...A guy who has been trying to figure out a way to make up for all of the awful things he's done to the only woman he's ever loved."
"Well I'm not the same woman you married," she countered. "We'll just have to spend a lot of time getting to know each other again."
He frowned and shifted his gaze toward the stage, and Heather wondered if her anxiousness to accept had spooked him off. But then he looked at her, smiled wryly and held out his hand, "In that case, I'm Jake Devlin. Nice to meet you."
She swallowed, took his hand and replied with her own greeting, "Heather Ross-Devlin." She refused to give up her married name, even now. "I'm very pleased to meet you too."
"Well, you've paid your money and signed the papers. Guess that means I'm all yours now. Would you care to leave this place and go have dinner somewhere so we can...I don't know...plan our Valentine's date and talk?"
"I'd love that. Oh!" She suddenly remembered to hand him his remaining money back, then remembered that she'd come here with her sister. "Cassie...?"
Jake smiled, grasping the money, and said, "Just a second."
When they got to her, Jake leaned down, squeezed Cassie's shoulder and said, "Thank you for your help tonight. Would you mind if I took Heather to dinner now?"
"Of course not," she said. "I'm having a ball watching these hunks. It was worth it."
"Can I ask one more favor?" He handed Cassie the envelope of remaining money and said, "I've got a buddy - Kevin Cooper - who's scared to death no one is going to bid on him. Truth is, he's as ugly as sin, but he's a nice guy. And I was going to donate the rest of this money anyway. Would you--?"
"Say no more," Cassie said, taking the money. She didn't want the poor sucker to go without bids, and hey, it would be fun to give him a lift. Too bad he wasn't a hunk though. She'd been sitting here all night wishing she had the kind of money that would allow her freedom to bid on one these guys. "I need a date for Valentine's anyway."
Heather sent Jake a puzzled look and exchanged goodbyes with her sister. She'd overheard his comment and, as they walked to his car, she pointed out, "Kevin's a hunk. I can't imagine he would be worried no one is going to bid on him."
Jake just laughed. "Just trust me."
That night, they had dinner together. The next night, and the next, they had dinner again, until it became a familiar routine. They always followed their meals by returning to his apartment to talk some more, or by catching a movie down at the new cineplex. Eventually Jake had to confess to Heather that he'd hit rock bottom after she left him in Vegas.
"By that point, I didn't even want to live anymore," he told her and explained how he'd come close to using the gun on himself until he'd somehow picked himself up and decided to live again. "I checked myself into rehab. When I got out a month later, I went home to make things right with my family. And I spent the rest of the year backpacking across Europe with Kevin - it gave me plenty of time to think about my life and decide what I wanted to do with it. To be honest, I had myself half convinced we'd both be better off starting over without each other. But I couldn't get you out of my head - or my heart. Everytime I passed something beautiful in France, I would tell myself, 'Heather would love this,' or 'I wish Heather were here to see this.' By the way, I sold my business in Vegas. From now on, this is my home - this town, these people. No matter what happens between us, I'm staying right here."
Heather was both horrified and humbled to realize that Jake had almost taken his life - because of what she'd done. Truth was, she'd entertained such a thought once or twice herself. Her affair with Ty had had a Domino effect, affecting every aspect of both her life and Jake's until neither of them had been left standing. Even so, she knew that if they could get past this, it would only make them stronger, as individuals and as partners. Other couples suffered through affairs everyday and survived it, better and stronger than before. Perhaps hers and Jake's love had always been so intense that they had to work harder than most to get past that betrayal. But she knew they could do it too.
In fact, she finally suggested to Jake one evening, "I really think we need to go to counseling."
So far they hadn't gone to bed since his return to town, but it was getting harder and harder for Heather not to express her feelings for him at the end of each evening. She felt like a horny schoolgirl most of the time, but she dared not act on the feelings out of fear of reminding Jake of what a slut he thought she could be. It was like a road block for both of them that needed to be addressed.
The sessions were harder than either of them had imagined they'd be, with each of them having to make uncomfortable confessions for open discussion. A couple of times, Heather would admit, she'd left the therapist's office feeling defeated and hopeless. It had taken a lot of love and commitment on both their parts to work through the pain and the guilt on both sides.
But seeing the therapist had also reminded them of the good times, of the feelings worth fighting for, and the older woman had somehow managed to convince Heather that Jake had, for the most part, forgiven her for her affair and wouldn't try to punish her for it anymore. She had also helped convince Jake that Heather had no intentions of ever being unfaithful again.
On Heather's birthday, Jake had the rustic-looking, but very modern lakehouse he'd been renting decked out like a dream, with lit candles and a roaring fire in the fireplace casting a romantic glow over everything. Heather had often wondered what it would be like to wake up with Jake in the morning, take their coffee and snuggle on the sofa downstairs in front of the wall-length window overlooking the water. Would that morning ever come? Yes, she finally, truly believed it would, she'd thought with a smile.
After serving her dinner and slow dancing with her to her favorite singer's collection of love songs, he'd taken her hand without a word and she saw that he'd left a trail of rose petals leading upstairs to his bedroom. Once she'd realized what he was silently asking, seeing the bed also covered in rose petals, she'd turned to him, happiness in her eyes, and said simply, "I love you, Jake."
They kissed. Slow and gentle at first. And then more and more passionately, until Heather could barely stand on her own legs.
Heather felt more alive than she had since Ty had re-entered her life and messed up her happiness with Jake. As always with Jake, she could feel her sensitive nipples rubbing against the lace of her bra, feel the moisture gathering between her legs in anticipation. She'd give her entire life's savings just to have Jake touch her there, right now, she thought. She wondered if he was even half as aroused as she was. Probably so. His erection pressed against her leg and his face was just as flushed, his breathing just as rapid as hers. "Happy birthday," he whispered, pulling away to pick Heather up and place her gently on the bed.
He continued to kiss her, his lips trailing down her throat as he lowered the zip on her dress, exposing her sexy black bra. She'd dressed as sexy tonight as possible, hoping something like this would happen. She'd been hoping he'd ask her all night what she'd wanted most for her birthday so she could say, "I just want you to make love to me again."
Reaching between her full, pale breasts, he unhooked the front closure of her bra. Gazing down at her, he said, "You're so beautiful. Every inch of you." Then he began to kiss them, using his tongue to lave her sensitive nipples.
Meanwhile, Heather worked on the buttons of his shirt, pushing it off his shoulders, rubbing her hands across his solid chest. He'd always been in great shape, thanks to great DNA, but he'd obviously been working out more than usual. Smiling at the thought that she was glad he'd found a release for his own sexual frustration, she slid her hands lower to work the button of his pants undone so she could unzip his fly.
Pulling back, Jake was smiling too. He helped her toss his shirt to the side, and then he took his time as he finished undressing her, inch by agonizing inch. She shimmied out of her dress as he tugged it out from under her. He removed her small black thong, but left her black garter belt and matching stockings on. He had a very naughty, appreciative gleam in his eyes as he pulled back to finish removing his own clothes.
When he was as naked as she was, he lay beside her on the bed, quietly studying her body like a work of art. Jake couldn't help but think of all the time they'd lost together, and how very beautiful Heather had always been to him. Even now, however, he felt a twinge of inadequacy and uncertainty. He wanted to take it slow, be gentle and loving, but in Vegas, she'd seemed to love it every time he took her rough, hard, in various and exciting positions. The only thing - she'd never liked swallowing his load or giving him blowjobs after they'd had sex, but he would never demand that again. He only wanted to please her. This was her special day, and this was his gift to her.
"Sweetheart, I want to make it good for you," he began. "Do you want me to go slow, or do you want me to--"
Pressing her lips against his, Heather stopped his words, practically reading his thoughts. Pulling away, Heather looked into eyes, seeing the need, seeing the want in them. "Do what you want, Jake. As long as it's you loving me, I don't mind anything you do. This is for both of us. Just...go slow at first. I haven't had sex in a long time...not since you."
Lowering his head, he told her, "I haven't had sex with anyone else either," and he saw the sudden tears in her eyes, even as she smiled and admitted uncertainly, "I had wondered...I mean, you were in Europe. You must have met some beautiful women there. Beautiful women with seductive accents who saw how handsome you were and wanted--."
"Sure," he agreed, interrupting her nervous, rambling speech. "But none of them were you."
Pressing a kiss to one of the tears on her cheek, he then lovingly used his skilled tongue to arouse her entire body, licking and kissing his way down between her legs. Lowering his head he gently sucked her clit then pushed his tongue inside her. Heather let out a wild cry and gripped his hair, pressing him into her. He tongued her for several minutes, until she was literally begging him to stop because the pleasure was so intense. Jake rose to his elbows and positioned his body over hers. Slowly he entered her. She was very tight. Almost as tight as the first time, when he took her virginity on their wedding night. If he'd doubted that she was telling the truth about not sleeping with anyone else, he didn't now.
He pushed more and more inside her until his balls rested against her pussy. He began a slow steady rhythm. Pulling part of the way out then pushing back in. Heather's arms wound around his shoulders, pulling him onto her so their chests touched and his mouth was within easy aim of hers. For a long time they lay entwined that way, him still inside her as they simply kissed, a sexy yet loving open-mouthed kiss. Finally, Heather's hips began to move, and as she loosened up, Jake sped up his rhythm too. Faster and faster. All the way out, all the way in.
After about ten minutes of furious stroking, he felt himself reaching the end. Before, he'd had so much control, but now...god. It had been so long, and heaven help him, he loved Heather so much.
"Oh baby, I'm going to cum," he warned her on a groan. He'd lost count of the times Heather had spasmed around his cock, so he knew he wasn't leaving her high and dry.
She gripped him tighter and whispered into his ear, "I love you, Jake. Come inside me. Please."
He could feel the hot cum traveling up his pounding cock and knew he couldn't hold back any more. And as she felt the stream of his seed entering her, she came also. She felt the waves of satisfaction overwhelming her senses and almost passed out from the rush.
Jake, resting on top of her, finally caught his breath and rolled to her side. Sweat was pouring off him like he had run a marathon. He looked at the woman beside him, now watching him with a shy smile. Love poured from her eyes, her pupils still dilated from passion. He leaned over and kissed her on the lips.
Pulling her close to him, he wrapped his arms around her sweat-dampened body. Reaching down, he pulled the sheet over them. She lay her head on his chest and looked up at him. "This is the best birthday present I've ever received. I love you, Jake. I know I keep saying that, probably too much, but I can't help it."
He answered, "I love you too, Heather. I've missed you."
This time it was Heather who shifted over him, leaning down to kiss him before moving down his body, licking at his own nipples, dipping her tongue in his belly button. Getting between his legs, she took the head of his throbbing member into her mouth. Running her tongue around and around it, she tasted their combined fluids and looked as if she loved it. Sucking gently for a few moments, she began to run her tongue and lips up and down his now rock hard cock.
The more she worked, the louder the moans Jake made were. He knew he was close to coming again and tried to reach down and pull her up to his chest. Heather just pushed his hands away and refused to stop the blowjob she was giving him.
With a loud groan, Jake felt himself start to cum in her mouth. He expected Heather to finally pull away, but she didn't. She swallowed it all, and when he was finished, she pulled away and licked her lips as she crawled back into the shelter of his arms.

"As long as you love me, Jake, there's nothing I won't do for you," she told him.
With smiles on their faces, they each fell into a contented sleep.
EPILOGUE
"This view is beautiful," Heather told Jake as they snuggled, coffees in hand, and watched the early morning activity on the lake from the downstairs sofa. Jake leaned down and kissed the side of her face, commenting, "So are you."
Just then, the sound of something crashing in another room interrupted the wicked thoughts they'd each been entertaining. With a sigh, Heather told her husband, "I knew it was too good to be true. She's awake. I'll go see what the little terror has gotten herself into now."
But Jake held her back, insisting that she stay and enjoy the view and her coffee. "You're too soft with her. I'll handle it this time."
Heather watched him go with a smile, silently thinking that Jake would crumble like a cookie when their daughter batted her pretty little four-year-old eyes at him and denied any wrongdoing.
Thinking back, Heather thanked God for her blessings. She knew she must have gotten pregnant on her birthday, when she and Jake had first made love again. To be honest, she'd taken herself off the pill when Jake had moved back to town, hoping they'd end up in bed together. It probably wasn't the most honest thing she'd ever done, but she'd hoped Jake was giving her a baby that night, especially since he hadn't mentioned the possibility of marriage again. And it had worked. Jake hadn't even hesitated to propose - actually to demand that she marry him - when she told him she was expecting.
Looking back over the past five years, there had been the usual ups and downs every marriage went through. If anything, she and Jake had had more ups than downs, each being careful of stirring up old ghosts and being extra sensitive to how precious their relationship now was. They had had to work hard to rebuild that lost trust, to put past heartaches behind them. Finding out she was pregnant with their first child had helped, and they'd named their daughter Faith because of the hope she'd brought them and because of their renewed committment to a shared future.
Their love had nearly destroyed them both, but in the end, it had also been their salvation. They had made it.
With a quiet smile, Heather listened as something else crashed, her little girl giggled helplessly and Jake's stern voice commanded, "Faith, put that down, right now!"
She couldn't wait to tell him another one was on the way...
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"All settled in?"
Luke blinked himself out of the daze he was in and placed the framed wedding photo back on the table in the hallway. He turned toward his beautiful wife and forced a smile as he shrugged and answered, "As settled in as I'm gonna get, probably."
Her happy smile dimmed, and he realized that probably hadn't been the most diplomatic thing to say in the circumstances, at least not with the tone he'd used saying it. Damn, but this was odd. Shifting uncomfortably, he added, "I'm sorry. It's just a little strange." He glanced around and told her, "You have a lovely home. Very warm and welcoming."
"I'm glad you like it," his wife said, obviously now forcing a smile of her own. She awkwardly slid her hands into the back pocket of her jeans, which only caused her full breasts to press against the fabric of her t-shirt and give his attention a new focus.
Luke swallowed and tried to meet her eyes instead of her chest. He didn't know what it was about this woman, but ever since he'd met her, he'd been almost constantly hard, imagining all sorts of dirty and wicked things about that body of hers. Then again, he was human, and she was...well, stacked.
He backtracked and almost laughed at that thought, "ever since he'd met her." By his way of thinking, he'd only met her a month or so ago.
Luke remembered that much all too well, unfortunately. Waking up in the hospital. Not knowing where the hell he was, or why. Then realizing he couldn't even remember who he was, or that the woman, this woman, sitting vigil at his bedside was his wife of ten years. The doctors had said he had traumatic amnesia, a result of an accident on the construction site where he had worked the past two months. Even though he could remember basic knowledge, like how to walk and talk, he couldn't remember the specifics about who he was. His driver's license had said he was Luke Johnston, 35, of Atlanta, Georgia, and since the picture matched his face, he had to believe it was true.
He'd spent long enough in the hospital talking to psychotherapists and being given one test after another. It hadn't helped him remember a damn thing. They'd stuck him in a convalescent home after that, long enough for his body to heal while he came to terms with the idea his mind might never do the same. He'd been glad to get out of there, even if he still had no memory of the woman who'd been holding his hand when he first woke up, the same woman who had visited him everyday without fail, the same woman who always smiled at him as if he were the only man in her universe.
Sarah. His wife's name was Sarah. He had to keep reminding himself of that.
Now, he cleared his throat and tried to make polite conversation. No reason for them both to be uncomfortable. "How long have you, er, have we lived here?"
"About three years," Sarah said. "We bought the house when I found out I—" she stopped herself short, then explained, "Well, when I accepted a job at a nearby school, and it was more convenient."
"I'm surprised. Everything in the guest room looks brand new," he observed.
Sarah smiled wryly and brushed some of her long, dark hair out of her face as she admitted, "I went out last night and bought new sheets and towels. I bought you all new shampoo, toothpaste and deodorant too. All the essentials. I thought it would make you feel more comfortable, rather than use your old stuff."
"You're right, it does," he smiled. "Thank you for being so thoughtful."
She actually turned a little red under the praise, and he suddenly had so many questions he wanted to ask Sarah. How did they meet? How did he propose? Why didn't they have kids? She hadn't offered many details about their marriage, he supposed at the urging of his doctor, who had said he shouldn't try to force his memory to return. And he hadn't had the guts to ask her yet.
"Um, I think I'll go get dinner ready. Feel free to explore the house," Sarah told him as she slowly moved down the hall toward the kitchen she'd shown him when she'd first brought him home, what?, two hours ago now. "If you need anything, just yell."
She didn't take her eyes off him until she had to round the corner, and he sensed that she didn't want to let him out of her sight even then. As if she were amazed he was even here. Still, he watched her too, wondering if he should offer to help or do as she said and explore. He wouldn't mind spending more time with Sarah; hell, he wouldn't mind the opportunity just to stare at her for a while. Even if his head didn't recognize her, his body seemed to know her pretty damn well, or want to know her, at least. Even his doctor had commented on the chemistry between them.
"You two can't keep your eyes off each other," the good doc had told Luke with a twinkle in his elderly eyes. "Sarah obviously adores you, and if I had a woman like that to go home to ... well, it can't be all that bad, surely?"
They'd obviously been very happy together. This house and the various photo albums she'd brought to his hospital room testified to that. The photos showed a very affectionate couple, always hugging and touching and smiling. So many times at the hospital or the home, Sarah would be talking to him and lay her hand on his leg as if it were habit, only to pull back when he seemed uncomfortable with the gesture. Then she would gaze at one of the old pictures of him with such longing it nearly broke his heart. Other times, the times he felt most comfortable around her, Luke had to admit, she seemed to be keeping herself at a distance from him, acting very formal and aloof. He supposed she must be as wary of him in his current state as he was of her. Poor woman. They'd both gotten a raw deal.
Running a hand over the stubble at his chin, he turned and decided to get familiar with his surroundings. The doctor had actually been pretty vague on when his memory would come back. The old geezer had just evasively kept repeating, "Time will tell." Luke figured anything could jog his memory at any time if the movies were to be believed, and he did seem to remember small, insignificant things everyday. However, he was aware there was a possibility he might not ever remember the important details that told him who he was.
It was such a strange thing, really. He couldn't remember his childhood, any of his friends or family, or any of those experiences that taught people how to be who they eventually became. He could walk and talk, read and write, and although he hadn't yet driven, he was pretty sure he knew how to do that too. He'd watched enough television these past couple of weeks in the hospital to realize he knew the answers to half the questions on Jeopardy and Who Wants to Be a Millionaire. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't remember going to school to learn those things. He didn't know if he was more scared or frustrated by that fact.
As he entered the main bedroom, he passed a mirror and paused to study his reflection. He'd studied it a lot in the past week or so, trying to come to terms with the fact that he couldn't really recognize his own face either. The face staring back at him could be considered handsome, he supposed. Not movie-star handsome, but not bad. He figured a babe like Sarah could have done much better for a match, but he wasn't going to start analyzing her taste now. His sandy-colored hair was much longer than it was in all of the pictures he'd seen of himself, which was funny because they'd told him they'd had to cut it at the hospital. Maybe they had just meant the part they'd shaved so he could get stitches because, for the most part, it was so long now it almost brushed the collar of his shirt. All of the pictures he'd seen of himself showed a short, close-cropped cut, very business-like and professional. Personally he liked this length better, but he would have to see about getting it cut so the shaved part didn't stand out so much.
He also noticed that his face was a lot tanner now than in any of the pictures, and suited him better than the pale, office-confined look. That made sense since he apparently had worked in construction. They'd told him he'd been in an accident at work. They'd been digging a tunnel beneath a road when the area around him and another man had collapsed. He had pushed his co-worker to safety but had been trapped beneath the rubble. It had taken hours to safely remove him from the debris, and they hadn't expected him to be alive when they had finally gotten to him. He didn't remember a thing about it, but he was comforted to know he had been a decent enough man to save his co-worker, even if it had cost him dearly.
He glanced around the room, taking in all of the smallest details. Pictures, books, clothes all neatly put in there place. He wondered if Sarah was a neat freak, or if she had just tidied up for his homecoming. She must have moved all of his stuff into the spare room last night, because he only saw her stuff in here. He opened a few drawers just as a test, and because he was curious at what he'd find. There were some men's clothes in his size, but oddly enough, it all looked brand new, and what didn't smelt sort of funny...musty. He sighed, a little disappointed still not to recognize anything. The adjoining bathroom was the same. He didn't see much of anything at all that belonged to a man in there. Hell, he didn't even see any condoms or proof of birth control pills in the medicine cabinet. What did they do? Practice the rhythm method? Maybe they didn't have to worry about it. Maybe they couldn't have kids. Maybe they kept those things in a drawer beside the bed.
"Um, Luke? I forgot to ask..."
He jumped at the sudden sound of Sarah's voice. He pushed the cabinet closed and turned to find her watching him from the doorway. "I was going to make steaks because it's always been your favorite, but maybe you'd prefer something else?" she continued.
"Steaks sound fine," he told her, feeling awkward, as if he'd been caught invading a stranger's personal space. "I like mine well done, please." Too late he realized she must know that already, and then marveled at another trivial detail that had come easily to his mind.
She smiled – one of those formal smiles again – and left, and he breathed a sigh of relief that she hadn't taken offense that he'd been snooping. Then again, why should she? He was her husband. He laughed a little at the thought and fingered the unfamiliar gold band on his finger. To be someone's husband, he sure felt awfully...unattached. When the doctor had first explained that Sarah was his wife, he'd denied it, told them they must have him confused with someone else. He hadn't felt a damn thing when he looked at her outside of what any red-blooded, healthy young male would feel. To him, she was nothing more than a beautiful stranger he'd met several weeks ago. Yet even when Sarah was acting wary of him, he could see that she had strong feelings for him. That made this situation all the more awkward for him. What did she expect or want from him? What if he never regained his memory?
Troubled by his thoughts, he explored the rest of the house and found several areas in need of repair. There was some faulty wiring in the basement where the washer and dryer were, part of the porch was all but rotted through, and the ceiling of the living room had stains as if the roof had leaked recently. Funny how he easily spotted the flaws and knew instantly what it would take to fix them. He couldn't help but wondering why, if he had worked in construction, the problems hadn't been fixed already.
He found one room that was locked, and although that piqued his curiosity, he figured it wasn't any of his business to ask Sarah for a key so he could see inside. It was probably just an old storage closet anyway – that part of the house wasn't shaped to include another room of any size. When he made his way back to the kitchen, Sarah was cutting vegetables to go with their meal. As he got closer he could hear that she was actually crying softly. Oh hell.
"Are you OK?" he asked automatically, startling her. Lifting her sad face, she stared at him pitifully for a second before trying to regain her composure. He felt terrible. Sarah had been nothing but kind to him. But this had to be hard for her, maybe even harder than it was for him if she really loved him as much as she seemed to.
"I just—" she wiped away a few tears and tried to smile. "I almost lost you forever. I wasn't sure I'd ever have you this close to me again." Then the tears began again, and he reacted on instinct, gathering her in his arms for comfort. She grabbed hold of him as if she were afraid to let go as she sobbed quietly against his shoulder. "I love you, Luke. Please don't ever leave me. I know you can't remember me now, but please give me a chance. I can make you love me again, I know I can. We can start fresh. That's better anyway, right?"
"Hey, I'm not going anywhere," he assured her, although he wasn't sure it was a promise he could keep. If he couldn't regain his memories, he feared there wouldn't be much hope for their marriage. Maybe he would come to love her as much as his former self had, but then again, maybe he wouldn't. The future was as uncertain to him as his past was.
After a few minutes, she calmed down and pulled away. "I'm sorry. This can't be easy for you. Just forget what I said. No pressure."
He smiled a little at that and allowed her to pull herself together without comment. He was almost sorry to let her go. Sarah had felt good in his arms, as if some of the void had been filled by her presence. He shook himself of the odd thought. Somehow they managed to get dinner ready, and Luke was careful not to ask any sensitive questions as he probed for details about her. She was acting wary again, answering his questions as if she were doing a proper interview. In any case, he learned that she had been a brand new kindergarten teacher when they'd first met, but she now taught fifth grade at a local elementary school, which explained why she hadn't had to call in to work anymore – it was now the beginning of June.
He learned that they'd met when she had rear-ended him one day while rushing to a doctor's appointment, and she had been near-to-tears, expecting the worst when he got out of his car to confront her.
"But you always said you took one look at me and that was it -- love at first sight," Sarah explained shyly, smiling to herself at the memory. "You leaned down into my window, and I was expecting you to start yelling. Instead you just smiled real big and asked if I had dinner plans."
"And you agreed to go out with me, just like that?"
"Of course!" she feigned disbelief that he would imagine otherwise. "I was terrified if I didn't, you would fake whiplash and my insurance rates would go sky high!" At his disbelieving look, Sarah smiled and admitted, "OK, I said 'no' and we traded insurance information. But then you sent all these beautiful flowers to me a few days later with this sweet note saying you hoped I was OK and that my nerves had recovered. The next day, you called and asked me out again, and you were so charming how could I resist?"
He laughed, felt himself flattered by the comment none-the-less, and asked, "So was I working in construction when we met?"
Luke thought he saw her stiffen as if he'd said something wrong, but then again he didn't know her well enough to be able to judge her reaction for certain. He figured he must have been wrong when she sent him a direct look and shook her head. "No, back then, you were a lawyer. Even more reason for me to go out with you," she tried to joke.
A lawyer! "How—I mean, why was I working in construction if I was a lawyer? Did I get disbarred or something? What kind of lawyer was I?"
Sarah hesitated, then explained, "You started as a corporate lawyer in your father's firm. You worked with a lot of big businesses and made a lot of money, but you always said you wished you were doing something that really helped people. A friend invited you to join his firm, and from that point on, you handled mostly civil cases."
A lawyer. He didn't feel like a lawyer. He even felt a sort of strange, instinctive hatred of them. And his dad...his dad had been a lawyer too. Wow.
Sarah must have seen the look that passed across his face because she added, "A few years ago you got fed up with the lifestyle and bitterness of it all. We—" Again, she hesitated. "Well, you and I were having some problems too. You decided it best to make some changes in your life, and that included your career. Honestly, I'm not sure why you chose to go into construction. You always had lots of interests and could do anything you set your mind to. ... Would you like some dessert or coffee?"
Luke had a million questions he wanted to ask about this exciting revelation, but it was obvious she was uncomfortable with the direction this conversation had taken, so he pretended he would love some dessert and coffee and sat quietly while she retrieved it.
They sat and talked about simple things, such as his family history and hobbies, for another hour. His parents were both dead; he had no brothers or sisters, only a couple of aunts, uncles and cousins he barely kept in touch with. Apparently he had grown up pretty well off, not super rich, but living in a large house and never wanting for anything. He'd also played baseball with a group of friends every Saturday until a few years ago when he had to have to knee surgery. How odd it was to hear such things about himself.
Out of politeness more than anything, Luke also asked a few questions about Sarah's past. He wondered about her own family, and she explained that her parents were still living, but she had been an only and unexpected child late in their years. "We were never really all that close — maybe too much of a generation gap. Even then, I don't think they really wanted a child, and certainly not a girl," she said, sipping her coffee. "Now they live in Arizona. I get a card from them every now and then — birthdays, Christmas — but that's about the extent of their interest in me. Well, I suppose these past few years, we have grown a bit closer, but it's hard for me to trust it, you know?"
He heard the hurt in her voice, although she tried to sound nonchalant about it. He figured her childhood must have been pretty lonely, and thought out loud, "So basically we just had each other."
Sarah nodded, a bit somberly Luke thought, and added, "I hope we still do. No matter what, I'll always be there for you, Luke. Even if you can't remember...anything. I would like to still be your friend."
Finally he admitted, "I appreciate all you've done for me, Sarah, but I really am exhausted. I think I'm going to call it a night, if you don't mind."
But he wasn't as tired as he'd thought. Luke tossed and turned for a while before getting out of bed, feeling edgy and restless. He took a quick shower and watched a little television but quickly became bored with it. Even though his body was still tired and a bit bruised, his mind couldn't stop puzzling over his predicament. He just felt so lost, so alone. Turning the television off, he decided to see if Sarah would like to talk some more, if she hadn't gone to bed yet. This time he wanted to know more about her, her life and her hobbies. He quietly opened his door in case she had gone to sleep already and crept down the hallway to her bedroom. As he grew closer, he could tell that she was talking to someone on the phone.
"....I know, baby, but it's only for the summer. I promise we'll be together again soon, can you understand that?" Sarah paused, and Luke imagined she was listening to the person on the other end. Then, she said emotionally, "Of course I love you. I love you so much, baby. Just trust me, OK?"



What the--?! If Luke had been confused before, he was even more so now. Was Sarah cheating on him? Who was she talking to? What--? He willed himself to relax. Maybe she was talking to her mother? Hell. Not likely. Then he heard her laugh sexily and say, "Don't be silly, Jack."
Another man?
Granted, Luke didn't feel any strong emotional ties to the woman yet. But Sarah was still his wife, and by all accounts, she seemed to love him. He felt an unfamiliar pang of betrayal as he tried to listen to more of the conversation to be certain of his suspicion. Her voice faded as if she had walked into the bathroom, and he couldn't make out anything else. She padded back into the room, and judging by the silence followed by the light turning off under the door, the phone call had been ended. He considered confronting her with what he'd heard but reminded himself he didn't know all the facts. If only he could remember what their marriage had been like...
Troubled Luke retreated to his room and spent much of the night tossing and turning, and thinking. Around 3 a.m., he glanced at the clock beside his bed and groaned. He doubted he'd get any rest at all with the ideas troubling his mind. Maybe he should insist on going to a hotel tomorrow. Maybe he should ask her straight out who Jack was. Maybe it was none of his business, he decided. Maybe he should just leave now.
He'd avoided taking any of the painkillers the doctor had prescribed but reached for them now. They'd put him straight to sleep, with any luck. He was thinking of turning the TV on for company when he heard soft footsteps in the hallway. He held his breath, wondering if Sarah would hear him if he got out of bed to investigate what she was doing.
He didn't have to.
His eyes were well adjusted to the darkness of the room, and he saw the door slowly open to frame his gorgeous wife in the doorway. Sarah stood there in a diaphanous gown, her feet bare, and her caramel hair hanging loose around her shoulders. Every male cell in his body instantly snapped to happy attention. She just stood there for a few seconds, seemingly staring at him before she finally whispered, "Luke?"
He propped himself up on his elbows. "Everything OK?"
"Oh yes. Sorry. I—" she glanced back down the hallway toward her bedroom and said quietly, "I couldn't sleep."
Sarah stepped further into the room, and Luke saw that she was wearing a nightgown that glowed in the moonlight and outlined her gentle curves beneath. She really was a beautiful woman, he thought as she stepped closer to the bed, giving him a better view. She hesitated, glancing down at him and then glancing toward the chair sitting next to the bed. With a half smile, she moved to the chair, curling her bare legs beneath her as she got comfortable. "Do you mind if I sleep here the rest of the night?" she asked, sounding vulnerable all of a sudden. "I promise not to disturb you."
"What, in the chair?"
"Yes," she whispered, settling in, using the arm of the chair as a pillow. Her lips curved in a slight smile and he couldn't tell for sure, but it seemed as if her eyes were exploring the parts of his body bared from the covers. "Good night," she whispered. "You need your rest."
Raking back the unruly hair in his eyes, Luke sighed and said, a bit frustrated, "You can't sleep there. It looks damned uncomfortable."
"I'm OK."
Without thinking, he offered, "This bed is big enough for two."
Sarah perked up. "You wouldn't mind? Just for tonight?"
Seeing he'd backed himself into a corner, Luke simply lifted the covers and shifted more to one side, giving her room to slide in if she chose to. With only a little hesitation, Sarah accepted the offer, slipping in beside him. Cautiously, she curled up next to him, and when he didn't protest, she slid one arm across his chest and pillowed her head in the curve of his shoulder. Weren't these the actions of a loving wife? Would she be acting this way if she were cheating on him? He didn't think so, but ... god, he didn't know much of anything right now. He couldn't trust his memories. Could he trust his instincts, or had they been damaged as badly as his mind?
Luke wasn't sure what the protocol was for a situation like this but willed his body to relax instead of reacting. He felt the soft, smooth and unfamiliar slide of Sarah's leg pressed against his, and the feel of the material of her nightgown as it slid between them was almost unbearably erotic. She lay perfectly still, and he wondered if she had actually managed to fall asleep so fast. How long he lay there, stiff like a board, he couldn't say. He could already feel his body relaxing, thanks to the effects of the drugs he'd taken. But the arm she was using as a pillow began to fall asleep, so he stretched it and found himself curving it around her shoulder to get the blood flow going again.
As if she'd only been waiting for some hint of an invitation, Sarah's lips began moving against his skin, and then she maneuvered the arm she'd thrown across his chest so that her fingers could caress the area around his nipple. Slowly, those fingers started on a leisurely trail down toward his stomach, touching him, exploring his body. Luke laid there, not certain if she was dreaming and acting it out or actually making a play for him.
Had talking to the other man made her horny or what? Should he take advantage? Swallowing, he shifted beneath her. He just didn't think he was the type to take advantage, unfortunately.
"Sarah?" he whispered, trying to wake her if she was asleep. Her hand stopped just an inch above his cock, which was already aroused and standing at attention beneath his boxers thanks to her mere proximity. He felt her sigh, and then she repositioned herself so that one of her legs was thrown over his, almost high enough to brush his cock, and she snuggled into him contentedly. "G'night, Luke," she said sleepily, and he felt her body relax again. A few seconds later, she was snoring softly.
Not long after, Luke was doing the same.
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The next few days would have been heaven for Sarah if she didn't sense that Luke was distracted and holding himself back from trusting her. Had he remembered something? Had she slipped up and revealed too much, made him suspicious? No, she didn't think so.
God, she hoped not, anyway. She stood a chance with her husband as long as he didn't remember what they'd gone through those last eight months together. All she needed was a little bit of time to prove to him that she loved him more than anything, or anyone, and that she was committed to being the kind of wife he deserved.
She had prayed for a miracle, for God to give her a second chance with Luke, so many times that she was almost able to convince herself she wasn't being manipulative with the situation now. But she had finally given up hope, was actually trying to move on with her life, when the Atlanta hospital had called and told her that Luke had been brought in, that he was in serious condition in the ER. Sarah had almost died of heartbreak fearing he could die from his injuries before she got there. She hadn't seen nor heard from him in so long, even though she'd tried to find Luke after he had walked on her. God, how she'd tried. She hadn't questioned how they'd gotten her number, she'd simply grabbed her coat and keys and raced the nearly fifty miles to Atlanta to be with him. She'd expected Luke to wake up and demand that she be thrown out, and she had been prepared to leave without a fight as long as she knew he was OK.
Instead, when he'd woken up and looked at her, then asked who she was, she had been too shocked to even react. As Sarah had waited for the doctor to confirm his memory loss, she had considered every option from explaining the truth to Luke right away to staying quiet and seeing where things led. Initially she'd decided to tell him the truth. She'd had to accept long ago that Luke didn't want to be found by her and she owed it to him to set him free. She'd been getting along just fine, rebuilding her life, starting over…
Then the doctor had told her that Luke's body was so badly damaged, it would take a strong mind to endure the coming weeks of treatment and physical therapy. There was some swelling on his brain, he had some bruised ribs, a punctured lung, a fractured arm; his body needed to focus on healing right now. The gentle older man had stressed to Sarah how important it would be for her to support Luke and not to bring up memories that could cause her husband any great stress. It was as if she were suddenly being given permission to do what she secretly wanted the most – not to have to remind Luke of their past together. Besides, how could she pass up any chance to again spend time with the man she had loved and lost, even if it were for only a few short days?
Sarah had fully expected Luke to regain his memories before she'd brought him home, but he hadn't. She'd been on pins and needles every day since, waiting for that moment to arrive. It hadn't. And now … if he never regained his memory – would it be so awful? At least they could start over without any emotional baggage to drag them down.
It could work, she'd reasoned in desperation. Being a teacher, she had the summer off, although she usually worked part-time at a retail store to help make ends meet. Sarah had figured her budget so she would be able to not work at all, giving her the time she would need to learn if Luke was still the same man she had loved and time to make him fall in love with her again if he was. Plus, Luke didn't have any close family remaining, no one who knew the details to spill the beans about the breakup of their marriage. When Luke had left her, Sarah had moved from their home in Atlanta to a small town near the South Carolina-Georgia border to get away from their so-called friends, those people who had taken such devilish delight in the breakup of "the golden couple" and whom she suspected had a hand in the events leading up to that breakup. She took full responsibility for her own actions as she was sure Luke would, but she also knew they would have worked things out on their own if it hadn't been for the interference of others.
The point was, no one really knew them here. Sarah still wore her ring and told anyone who asked that yes, she was married but she was going through a bit of a trial separation. If the divorce papers had ever arrived, she would have signed them, but they hadn't. Neither had she been motivated to have the papers served on Luke. She herself didn't have any close friends, no one who would question Luke's sudden re-appearance in her life. The only person who knew even part of the truth was her 80-year-old neighbor, Edna Nash, a sort of surrogate mother to Sarah, and she had agreed to go along with whatever Sarah chose, although she had advised solemnly, "It was lies and dishonesty that drove your husband away before. You told me once that if Luke were to come back to you, you'd be nothing but honest with him in the future…"
Then there was Jack, of course, but he had seemed to understand and had been easily taken care of for now.
Jack was the only possible hiccup in her whole plan. Sarah had vowed to be totally honest and tell Luke all about Jack – after all, how could she not? But she needed to gain Luke's love and trust again before she introduced him to the other man in her life. Oh yes, Jack could prove to be a problem. She would have to stay away from anyone who would wonder why Jack wasn't with her anymore and who might question Luke about him. Then Sarah would have to pray for Luke to forgive her when he did find out about Jack. Surely he would understand, she reasoned. She had been so lonely. Jack had helped her survive without Luke. She could never regret him.
Thinking of Jack made her question whether Luke had moved on and found someone else to love. Sarah knew she and Luke were still legally married, but three years was a long time. He could be living with another woman, maybe even have a child by now. She hoped not. If Luke's memory never returned, any other woman would be lost to him anyway, she reasoned. Besides, he was still her husband. She also couldn't imagine the Luke she had known living with another woman while he was still married. He just hadn't been the type.
Sarah suddenly wondered about what the doctors had warned her of when she'd brought Luke home. They'd said his personality would probably be vastly different from the man she had known. She supposed it was true in some ways. The Luke she had fallen in love with had been a prankster, always cracking witty jokes about everything, always the life of the party. The Luke living with her now was much more quiet and serious and …she supposed brooding was as good a word as any. The Luke she remembered had been borderline anal retentive – very neat and orderly, liking everything just so. The Luke of now didn't seem to care that the DVDs in their collection weren't alphabetized anymore.
In many ways, however, he was the same. Maybe if he wasn't, she would have finally, finally been able to put him past her and move on, knowing the Luke she had loved no longer existed. No, this Luke might be a little more mature and serious-minded, but he was still a good, decent person who cared, perhaps too much. The other day, for instance, he had gone next door to Sarah's neighbor because he had noticed the elderly Mrs. Nash struggling with some weeds in her front yard. He had spent the whole day over there making sure the job got done, all the while engaging Edna in easy conversation. Afterward, he had told Sarah, a bit concerned, "Maybe we should invite her over for dinner every now and then. She seems awfully lonely." Every day since, he'd made an effort to visit the woman, who had thankfully kept all of Sarah's secrets although it was obvious Edna now adored Luke herself.
Sarah knew she was falling in love with her husband all over again, and there didn't seem to be a damn thing she could do about it.
She stared at her reflection and thought, I have to tell him the truth, and I will. But first I have to show him that I have changed, that I love him and want to be the best wife to him that I can be. She even thought of telling him the truth today because the guilt was eating her up. But, no, she couldn't. Call her desperate, call her pathetic. If fighting for the man you loved using whatever hand fate dealt you was a sin, then so be it. No matter how guilty she felt for being so manipulative, she couldn't let herself cave in just yet. She just couldn't.
Pulling her hair back into a ponytail, Sarah considered her appearance in the mirror and then headed toward the kitchen to make breakfast for her husband. On the way, she couldn't help but stop at the guest room door and peek inside. Luke was sprawled out, one arm above his head, in a comfortable sleep. Sarah's eyes took in the beauty of his bare, muscled chest above the sheet. The bruises from his accident were almost gone. The cast on his arm had been removed days ago. He'd lost a lot of weight since he'd been in the hospital, she realized, but he was still bigger than she remembered. He'd always been in good shape, but he'd never been quite so…was buff the best word? If he tried wearing any of the shirts or pants she'd pulled out of storage, they might not fit him anymore. She'd have to be careful of that telling evidence.
A memory sprang to mind, seeing him like this, so sexily mussed in sleep. He'd looked so similar the morning after their wedding night. They'd had a short engagement simply because Sarah had expressed a desire to wait until they were married to sleep together, and well, they were only human. Not that she'd been a virgin, but neither had she been all that experienced. She'd lost it to her first serious boyfriend in high school, more out of curiosity than love, and had had a fumbling one night stand the first and only time she'd gotten wasted as a sophomore in college. In fact, she had never slept with a man she truly loved before Luke and had wanted their wedding night to be special. She had been scared to death she'd disappoint him, or that they wouldn't be as compatible in bed as they were everywhere else.
Instead, he'd been patient, even tender. "I've thought about you like this," he'd whispered as he softly stroked his fingers along her naked body. Sarah had half expected their first time to be quick and hard, to relieve their frustration, but Luke had been in no hurry after he'd undressed them both and had her spread out beside him on the bed.
"So beautiful," Luke had murmured, his tongue circling the tip of her breast. "Hot." His teeth had caught her nipple and tugged, drawing a needy moan from her. "And best of all, mine." This he'd said with a sweet kiss as his fingers had slid between the folds of her pussy, bringing her to her first orgasm ever.
Sighing, Sarah shook herself of the memory, closed the door and went about her morning routine. She was horny as hell, it seemed, not having made love to her husband in so long.
As she was putting the food on the table, Luke appeared, looking very handsome in a pair of tight jeans and one of the black t-shirts she'd bought him the night before she'd brought him home. Yesterday they'd gone to the mall, and he had had his hair cut. It was still longer than she was used to, but cut more fashionably than it had been in the hospital. He looked very rugged and manly, and it was all she could do to keep from throwing herself at him.
"Good morning," she said with a smile. "Sleep well?"
Luke nodded then considered the meal she'd prepared for him. He seemed uncertain about what to do next, so Sarah motioned him to take a seat. "I was trying to think of something fun we could do today. How about a movie? You used to love going to the movies, but we never seemed to have time to go together."
"Sounds like fun," Luke agreed, waiting until she took the seat across from him to dig into his food. There was a lot of tension between them, Sarah knew, but she figured it was normal given the circumstances. Please, God, please don't let it mean he knows I'm hiding things from him. Then he said, "I've been wondering something."
"Oh?"
"Was I away a lot? I mean," he shrugged, "Working in construction I must have traveled around and left you alone sometimes."
An odd question. Sarah almost held her breath as she answered, "You were away a lot, actually. Why? Have you remembered something?"
"Not really." But the look he sent her hinted that he knew something he wasn't telling her. He quickly looked away and said, "I just noticed that this house could use a lot of repairs. I wondered why I never worked on them, if I had the time and skill to do it."
Sarah swallowed, chewing extra hard on the eggs she'd just pushed into her mouth. The truth was, this house was falling down around her, but she had barely been able to afford the mortgage, let alone pay for the repairs it needed. She'd got a great deal when she bought the place, plus she had needed a place in a hurry, or so she had believed until she'd realized she should have had the house appraised first. Too late Sarah had been locked into the investment with few options. "Um, well. You always meant to get around to them, but when you were home you always had other things to do."
"Such as?"
She felt her face turn hot as she remembered Luke once saying what his favorite thing to do at home was when he wasn't working. Make love to her. They had always been very affectionate with each other, especially early in their marriage, and it was not uncommon for them to spend the day in bed together, if they could manage it. Luke might not be able to remember those times, but Sarah did. His hot, slick skin sliding against her bare, heated skin. That special way he had of caressing her inner thigh with only his fingertips. The way he felt inside her.
Luke must have guessed what she was remembering because he shifted uncomfortably and said, "Yeah, stupid question, I guess."
"Sorry. I, um…" God, she could feel her face flaming, partly in embarrassment, partly because she was horny as hell! Sarah brushed a stray strand of hair behind her ear and asked again, "Have you remembered anything? Anything at all? How we met, or…anything?"
He shook his head. "I was thinking though. If you wouldn't mind, that is, I would like to work on the house. Do some repairs; maybe throw on some new paint. Maybe if I don't think so hard and get back to work, things will just start coming back to me."
Sarah almost said, "I can't ask you to do that," because it felt too much like taking advantage, but she caught herself. In normal circumstances, a husband wouldn't even have to ask his wife such a thing, nor would she protest. So instead, she just smiled and said, "I don't want you to overdo it. If the doctor says it's OK, yeah, that would be great."
Sarah cleared her throat and then summoned the courage to say what she'd wanted to say since he came home. "It would be great if you moved back into our bedroom too."
At his startled, wary look, she rushed to add, "I am your wife, and I miss you, Luke. We don't have to have sex, but it would be nice just to sleep together again, wouldn't it? It might help us feel closer. After all, we are married…"
Luke just shifted uncomfortably and admitted, "I don't know." He must have seen the hurt that passed across her eyes because he added, "You married another man, Sarah. I don't even know you, not really. In my mind, we've never been married until now. It's just a little…awkward. No pressure, remember?"
Blushing furiously and trying not to, Sarah lifted her coffee to her lips. "Of course. Um…" Change the subject! "So, what color do you think we should paint the house?"
"What's your favorite color?"
"Blue."
"Then I think we should paint it blue."
She felt her eyes well up with emotion, thinking it was just like him to say something so nice. He truly did deserve a better wife, but dammit, she loved him and she could be that woman. She would prove it if it killed her.
"Only if the doctor says it's OK," she said with a sigh and looked at her gorgeous husband.
Even if it killed her….
***
Luke had an appointment with his doctor the next day and brought up the issue after being examined.
"Just don't strain yourself and use common sense. Your body is still healing and you don't want to do worse damage," the doc said. "Speaking of healing … have any memories come back to you since you've been home?"
"No," Luke said, a bit frustrated. "I'm starting to think they never will."
The doctor made some notes, frowning a bit, then looked at Luke point-blank and said, "Do you want the honest truth?"
"Of course I do," he answered with a nervous laugh.
"Amnesia isn't like you see in the movies. It's actually more common than you would think, but very few patients recover their lost memories. The brain being the mysterious organ that it is, I won't say that such things never happen, but they don't happen a whole hell of a lot."
"Great," Luke mumbled in frustration, rubbing the back of his suddenly tense neck with a trembling hand. He needed to regain his memories. The thought that he might not made him feel sick inside.
"I've done some studying and I found a couple of cases that might offer some hope," the doc said, pulling up a chair for himself. "One man was in a car accident and lost all of his memories, all knowledge of his family, his co-workers, everything but the faces of famous politicians. Then, about five years later, he was back on an operating table for heart surgery. When he woke up, he had regained all of his lost memories and knew everything and everyone he had previously forgotten. Who knows why?"
"So you're saying I shouldn't hold my breath?"
"I'm saying you shouldn't count on getting them back anytime soon. Better to concentrate on rebuilding relationships than remembering them," Dr. Olsen had advised. "Perhaps you and Sarah should consider counseling together, as we suggested before. Think about it."
Luke thought about it, a lot. There were a lot questions he had that he didn't think Sarah would answer without an intermediary. She acted so damn secretive sometimes. Late night phone calls he couldn't make out. The other day she'd gotten a package in the mail, turned a strange shade of white, and then tossed it without opening it into the garbage, not realizing Luke was watching from the other room. He'd planned to fish it out and have a look later, but she'd beaten him to it. It had been gone when he'd gotten around to digging it out.
It was obvious she was hiding something from him – maybe even several things – but what?
***
In the reception room, Sarah once again sat on pins and needles waiting for Luke to come out of his checkup with the doctor. She realized she was biting her nails and frowned as she pulled her hand away from her mouth and saw that most of her nails were now gone. She'd never been a biter before, not even when she and Luke had been having trouble way back when, but she'd obviously been munching away without thought for some time now. If she didn't tell Luke the truth soon, she would probably have a nervous break down, she thought and almost laughed as she imagined herself in a straight jacket, tossed in a padded room. She sighed nervously as she glanced at the door she expected Luke to walk out of any minute now.
When he did, the relief she felt was enormous, especially when he sent her a reassuring smile and Dr. Olsen stepped out behind him.
"Is everything OK?" she demanded, still a bit worried despite Luke's smile.
"He's healing fine," the doctor told her. "Sarah, do you have a second? I think Luke can check himself out just fine."
"Uh, sure. Luke?" She turned to him to make sure he didn't mind. Her husband just shrugged, sending the doctor a curious look over her shoulder. "I'll be fine," Luke said.



The doctor held the door open for Sarah and gestured for her to step into the small office just inside the doorway. Following her, he said, "I just wanted to make sure you were doing OK, Sarah. Luke seems to be coming along as well as expected, but he did mention neither of you has seen a counselor since he left the clinic."
"That's right," she admitted. She'd been meaning to schedule appointments for them, but just hadn't gotten around to it. She supposed an armchair shrink would say she was afraid of setting Luke up with someone who might help him remember. "We've been so busy."
"I think it would help," he advised gently, but sternly. "Do you have any questions while you're here?"
What did it say about her that the first question that sprang to mind had to do with sex? She felt her face turn red even as she said, "I, uh, can't really think of any."
"You sure?"
"Well, what if we wanted to, um, resume marital relations," she began. "Would it be OK? Does Luke need more time to heal?"
His wizened old eyes danced with merriment as he answered, "Don't worry. I think its safe for you and Luke to have sex again. That is, unless you're into S&M and practice some pretty strange stuff?"
"Uh, no."
The older man's laugh caused her to smile.
The next few days were busy as Luke detailed his plans for repair while Sarah chauffeured him to the places he needed to buy supplies. One awkward moment came when they were at the hardware store and she ran into the parents of one of her students, who seemed surprised when Sarah introduced Luke as her husband. Afterward, as he loaded buckets of paint and wood into the car, he asked, "Do we have any close friends? Since I left the clinic, we haven't done anything with anyone else. Is that normal?"
"Normal for us?" She stalled, helping him place items in the car, until Sarah had to answer, "We used to have a lot of close friends, but we sort of lost touch after we moved here and plus with you being away so much … There just isn't anyone we've been particularly close to."
Since moving here, Sarah had been so busy with the school and her own life, she hadn't built any close friendships, she thought as she helped Luke load the car. She was friendly with the other faculty at her school and went to the movies or out for a drink with some of them whenever circumstances allowed it. That was as comfortable as she was with anyone these days.
If Luke didn't buy her answer, he didn't say anything. He even suggested they stop at the mall and catch a movie while they were out, and he insisted on buying everything. His playfulness as they waited in line reminded Sarah of the early days when they had first begun dating, and she smiled, wondering if they could simply start all over again. Would it be that easy? Taking a chance, she reached for his hand, and when he didn't pull away, she allowed herself to relax and enjoy the movie.
Maybe it could be that easy after all.
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It was hot, damn hot, and as Luke wiped the sweat off his brow, he glanced at his wife and realized it was getting even hotter. Damn. Sarah was driving him crazy, wearing those skimpy shorts and that itty-bitty shirt that barely fit her as she bent over what was shaping up to be a really pretty flower garden. Every inch of her exposed newly tanned skin was tempting him to go over there and get dirty with her, in more ways than one.
He returned his attention to the brand new coat of paint he'd spent the past day and a half putting on the house and tried not to think about Sarah. When he did, he only got more and more confused about his feelings.
He often wavered between an awkward feeling of "it's none of my business" and "I'll never know if I don't ask." Luke still hadn't asked Sarah about the phone call he'd overheard his first night at home – he'd convinced himself it didn't mean anything to him since he had no feelings for her anyway. Even so, he'd decided to stick around and see if any of his memories returned. Then, if it mattered, he'd ask her who the hell she'd been talking to and why.
Well, none of his memories had returned yet, but Luke found the more time he spent with this woman, the more he liked Sarah and wanted to get to know her. She was smart, caring, funny. The problem was, even without his memories, it was starting to matter to him that she might be in love with someone else. There was definitely an attraction between them, some type of bond Luke couldn't explain even if he tried, but he didn't know what the hell to do about it. He was pretty sure Sarah felt it too. Was it proper to make a move on a woman you were married to when you couldn't remember your history with her? Especially if you thought she might have been cheating on you behind your back?
Plus, he was now having other doubts as well. It had hit him one afternoon while bringing in the mail that the address on his driver's license didn't match this one, and Sarah had said they'd lived here a few years. What the hell did that mean? He'd asked Sarah about it, hoping she could offer a reasonable explanation. She had seemed surprised, maybe a little shocked, but then had brushed it off as unimportant, something he'd just forgotten to have done. He thought, but didn't argue, that he was pretty sure it was illegal to forget such things after a certain amount of time.
Why didn't he believe she was being completely honest with him? Why didn't it make sense, the idea of Sarah, such a quiet, devoted lady, cheating on him? Did she lead a secret life, whoring around behind his back for kicks? Or worse, had she done it with his approval, for both of their kicks? Either scenario scared the hell out of Luke, quite frankly. The man he was now absolutely could not tolerate sharing his wife with any other lover. He'd definitely leave her first, but… maybe he was just jumping to conclusions. Maybe he should just accept what she had said was plausible and forget about his doubts.
So many doubts…
There was also the money he'd discovered in his bank account. His single bank account, which had a hell of a lot of money in it for someone whose wife and home gave Luke the impression they were struggling along financially. He had begun to wonder if he'd discovered Sarah's infidelity and had been planning to make a break by opening an account she couldn't access.
If Sarah were cheating or in love with someone else, was she just staying with Luke now because he'd lost his memories and she felt sorry for him? He hated the idea of that more than the idea of her cheating. Of course, Luke also had to wonder about his own fidelity, being away from her so much. What kind of man had he really been? What kind of marriage had they really had? Maybe he'd been the guilty party and she was trying to protect him from that knowledge now…
Aw, hell. There were those doubts again, creeping in no matter how hard he tried not to think about them. He and Sarah had agreed to counseling together, and their first appointment was tomorrow afternoon. Maybe he'd get some answers then.
He sighed and then lowered the paint roller to its pan. Sarah must have caught on to the fact that he was finished with his task because her sweet voice called out, "So what do you think?"
He turned and figured she was asking his opinion about her flowers, but he couldn't help himself. His eyes caught and lingered on her, kneeling in the grass, using the back of her wrist to wipe her brow, leaving a smudge of dirt there and still looking so damn sexy he once again couldn't believe he'd won this creature for his wife.
"So?" Sarah prompted again, a little uncertainly.
"Beautiful," was all he said. She smiled happily and her own gaze slid to the work he'd just finished. "That looks so much better. Do you want me to help you finish up?"
Together they worked to get the job done, but the sweltering heat of the Georgia sun about did both of them in. Luke had long ago discarded his t-shirt, and Sarah's was wet and sticking to her chest by the time they called it quits and headed inside to the kitchen for something to drink.
"Are you feeling OK? You haven't overdone it, have you?" she asked him for about the hundredth time since he'd started tinkering around the house.
"I'm fine. Just thirsty."
She poured him some sweet iced tea and then leaned back against the refrigerator to gulp down her own fair share. Luke watched her, wondering if there was anything sexier than a scantily-clad woman like her covered in sweat, in that pose. Too late he realized Sarah was doing some watching of her own, her eyes lingering on his bare chest. Suddenly their eyes met. He saw her swallow and turn away, then say, "What would you like for dinner? I was thinking of making pot roast, but—oh!" She had knocked something to the floor and bent to pick it up. Since it was closer to him, he bent down to pick it up at the same time. "Oh, sorry," she said when they awkwardly bumped into each other coming up.
Luke couldn't say for sure how it happened or who made the first move, but the next thing he knew, his lips were on hers and her arms were around his neck, hanging on for dear life. It started out slow and tentative and quickly exploded into one hell of a kiss. He slid one hand around Sarah's waist, hauling her smaller body against his much harder one. The impact made her gasp, and he took full advantage, sliding his tongue inside her lips for a taste. It was hot and hungry and fierce, the way they tasted each other. She bit and sucked at his lower lip, her hands tangling in his hair to keep him from pulling away from her. He found himself backing her up until she was pressed firm against the refrigerator door, no room for escape herself.
Finally, they had to breathe, so Luke pulled away but didn't stop, moving his head down to the side of her neck. She tasted damp and salty, but he didn't care, not when Sarah gasped, "Oh, Luke, yes!"
He slid one hand over her smooth midriff, pushing her tank top up as he sought out the feel of her breast. Finding it, he slid his fingers beneath the elastic of her bra, teasing her until she begged, "Please Luke!"
"What do you want, Sarah? Tell me and I'll do it," he whispered heavily in her ear. "I don't know what you like."
She kissed him hard, then said, "You. I like you. Please …" He realized her hands were no longer holding him against her. They were between their bodies, reaching for the zipper of his jeans as her eyes begged him not to stop. "Make love to me, Luke. It's all either of us wants."
Reason vanished. Once again his mouth was on hers, his hands were on her body, lifting her until her arms clung to his neck so she didn't fall. He carried her down the hall until he had to make a choice – his room or hers? Luke supposed he should take her into her room, their room, but he still felt most comfortable in the space he'd been given. He veered to the left and pushed open the door to the guest room. He lowered her to the bed, and when he made to pull away, she arched against him, her lips clung to his in a wild, urgent display of need. Sarah pushed at his jeans, shoving them past his hips as she tore her mouth away from his, only to lave hot, tiny kisses across his chest. His hands sought her heated skin, skimming under her shirt, pushing the offending garment up and over her head and tossing it aside. She strained against him, offering more. Against his lips, he felt her mouth form his name, pleading for more.
It didn't take him long to get rid of the rest of her clothes and his. He pushed Sarah back onto the bed, wanting to make this good for her but knowing he probably wouldn't be able to. Not this time. His lips found and suckled her breasts while one of his hands explored the sensitive area between her thighs. Oh yeah, she was wet, more than ready for him, he discovered. Pushing her legs apart, he settled himself between them, then lifted his mouth from hers so he could see her eyes when he first entered her. He tried to make it slow, his entry; slow so they would both feel as much sensation as possible from the experience. Her mouth opened wide and her breathing became even more labored, as if she too were as affected by their joining as he was. Luke pushed until all of him rested inside her tight heat, and then he stilled, leaning down to taste her mouth again.
"Luke, please," she begged and wiggled beneath him. He felt one of her legs wrap around his, and she arched her hips up and against his, burying him even deeper. They both moaned, and Luke couldn't hold back anymore. He didn't know how long it had been since they'd had sex, but for his damaged mind, it felt like this was the first time ever. He could hardly control his thrusts as he tried not to pound away at her like some rutting animal. It didn't help that she was moaning like a bitch in heat, matching his every thrust with one of her own. He felt his control slip and knew he was about to lose it. With a mighty groan and one last, hard thrust he came, then managed a few more thrusts as his cock emptied its seed inside her. Since Sarah was trembling beneath him, he assumed she had managed an orgasm too, and he was grateful he hadn't embarrassed himself too much.
He rolled off her and felt totally drained. Luke knew he could go right to sleep, but hell, he was too sticky and hot. He needed a shower bad. He glanced at her, and Sarah curled up against him, sliding one arm across his chest, looking suddenly shy and uncertain and yet totally uncaring that they were both sweaty and filthy as hell.
"Thank you," she whispered. "I don't know if that meant anything to you, but it meant more to me than I can say right now."
He didn't want her to doubt that he'd wanted what had happened, so he lifted her face so he could see her eyes. "It meant something," he assured her. Then, as if they both realized what had happened and how ridiculous they must sound, their faces slowly burst into big ridiculous smiles.
"I think we're ruining the sheets. Care for a shower?" Luke suggested.
"Together?"
"Unless you prefer to shower alone," he answered diplomatically, hoping she wanted to continue this intimacy with him.
"Together," Sarah said emphatically, leaning over to kiss him.
Luke was pretty sure that shower was the most erotic thing he'd ever experienced in his life as they each used their hands to rediscover the other. He was amazed that Sarah let his hands glide over her naked curves so freely and so patiently. He found himself particularly fascinated with her breasts, which were not as large as he'd imagined, but filled the shape of his hands just perfect. As for her, Sarah couldn't keep her mouth off him, and even seemed a little amazed about something as her soapy hands wandered over his muscled arms and chest. He finally commented on her rapt attention to his pectorals, and she blushed and leaned into him shyly beneath the spray, then admitted, "I-I haven't really noticed what good shape you're in lately."
"What? Did I used to be soft or something?" he teased.
"No!" She licked at his nipple, murmured a brief, sexy, "Mmm," then explained, "You've always been lean, but never like this."
"And you like this better?" he asked, already knowing the answer was yes because of the way she touched him. "Mmmm," was her answer as she slowly sank to her knees and discovered another part of him she obviously liked. At first, she used her soapy hands to caress his length, but as he quickly grew in arousal, she began to press tiny kisses to the head of his cock. For Luke, it was a totally new sensation, and he felt his knees almost buckle beneath him, especially when Sarah took him into the heat of her mouth.
"Oh god," he groaned and helplessly pushed his hips into her wanting more. She didn't disappoint. Her lips and tongue worshipped his cock like a pro, bringing him to the edge of orgasm so that he was gritting his teeth trying to maintain control. "Enough," he managed a bit raggedly. "I'm gonna cum," he warned.
Sarah pulled her mouth off him long enough to smile up at him and say, "It's OK. You love for me to swallow."
"Yeah, but do you like it?" he groaned.
"Not always," she admitted, even as she continued to pump his cock with one hand. "But this time I want to. Don't hold back." And then her mouth was on him again, her eyes smiling up at him as she watched him struggle for control. When she actually began licking and sucking his shaft, Luke finally lost it. It felt like he came buckets down her throat, but she greedily swallowed every bit without complaint.
Afterward, she stood and resumed her exploration of his body, not looking the least bit disgusted or disappointed with him. In fact, with a happy sigh, Sarah leaned forward and hugged him, resting her slick, wet and naked body against his as if there were nothing else she'd rather be doing. Hell, Luke was no Superman and he doubted he would be able to get it up again for a while, but he was a gentleman and didn't want her to go unsatisfied. He allowed himself the pleasure of hugging her back, pressing her naked front against his as he slid his hands over her backside in his own gentle exploration before pulling away so he could position her just right…
She giggled when, after pressing her against the wall, he began kissing his way down her throat, down to her lovely breasts and then positioned her left leg up and at an awkward angle. "Luke?!" she squealed when he got on his knees and began kissing the sensitive mound of her belly just above her pubic area. Pushing her leg over his shoulder for support, he then began kissing the inside of her thighs. "Oh god, Luke…" Sarah moaned when his tongue got involved and discovered her slit. He licked and tasted her until she was trembling above him, begging him to stop. With one last thrust of his tongue against her clit, she came hard, clutching at his hair and pressing his mouth against her mound even as her hips lost control and humped his face.
With a satisfied smile, Luke lifted himself and gathered her in his arms, pulling her in close for a sexy open-mouthed kiss. In the heat of the moment, he'd forgotten that she had just swallowed his semen and he had sucked her pussy juices and the taste of it mixed together was a bit strange at first. Her eyes flew open and met his, as if she'd just come to the same realization. Sarah was the first one to make a weird face, but she didn't pull away. Luke broke the kiss with an odd look of his own. "Gross," they both said at the same time before bursting into laughter and washing out their mouths with the spray of the shower. Finally Luke felt his still not-quite-100-percent body begging for rest, and reluctantly reached around the curtain for a towel.
"You've wrung me out, woman," he teased. "I feel like I could sleep for at least a week."
Not even bothering with clothes or covering, they snuggled together in the bed, Sarah seeming just as tired as Luke was. Perhaps it was because they'd both just released a lot of pent up frustration, both physical and emotional, after all these weeks of tip-toeing around each other. It felt as if everything, and yet nothing, had been resolved in that one torrid fuck.
As if she were reading his mind, Sarah sighed against him and murmured, half asleep, "We need to talk. I have things I need to tell you."
With a sigh of his own, Luke smiled, almost asleep and agreed, "Tomorrow."
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Luke felt like a teenager in love when he woke up the next morning. Any doubts about his previous feelings seemed so insignificant now. He was in love with his wife. He almost felt jealous that she had loved those parts of himself he couldn't remember – as if he himself had been another man.
So what if she'd been involved with someone else for that matter? As long as they saw this as a fresh start for the people they were now, Luke was willing to forget his suspicions as long as she vowed to be faithful to him from this point on. That had been his last thought before falling asleep last night, and it still seemed like a good one, he decided.
Despite his feelings of euphoria, Luke had a strange feeling come over him at that thought, as if he didn't want to regain his memories anymore because they might make him feel differently toward Sarah. He shook himself of it and decided to focus on his feelings of happiness as he got out of bed. He grimaced, feeling a bit like he'd been hit by a bus – perhaps he'd overdone it yesterday after all. His arm was hurting like hell, and so was his back, but maybe that was to be expected. He could smell the breakfast Sarah was cooking from the kitchen and smiled, feeling his appetite stir.
Sliding on his jeans and a shirt, he walked barefooted down the hall and snuck up on his wife, who was in front of the stove in nothing more than her robe. With a smile, he slid his arms around her from behind and told her, "Something smells good, and I'm not just talking about the food."
Sarah laughed softly and turned her head to give him a sweet kiss. "Good morning."
"Mmm." He kissed her neck as she tried desperately to focus on getting the eggs onto a plate. Despite lots of kissing and touching, she finally had the table set and begged him to leave her alone long enough for them to eat. He would have really enjoyed bending her over the table for breakfast, but in all honesty, his body probably wasn't up to the task just yet.
After chit-chatting about nothing for a few minutes, Sarah reminded him, "We really need to talk about some things, Luke."
He almost told her it wasn't that important, that he knew everything he needed to know, but he was realistic enough to realize the doubts would creep in again if he didn't squash them now. "I know," he agreed with a sigh. "I have some questions I'd like to ask."
Sarah looked almost apprehensive, but she was a strong woman. He saw her body language change as if she were willing it not to cower. "I'm sure you'll have even more when I'm finished talking. Please," she pleaded when he went to interrupt, "let me go first."
Luke wondered where she'd begin. His money, and her lack of it. His license. Her late night phone calls?
If she had another man, she would have a choice to make. Tell Luke the truth so they could try to work things out, or just tell him she wanted to be with someone else. He didn't want her to stay with him out of pity. He wanted her to stay out of love, but he would not share her either way.
As if Sarah were reading his mind, her first words were, "Since you came home, I've been keeping something from you," she said, adding, "Or more appropriately, someone."
"Is his name Jack?" Luke questioned calmly, a little amazed she'd breached this subject so abruptly.
"How do you..?" She looked at him as if he'd suddenly grown horns. He watched her swallow hard then take a deep breath and say, "I have to show you something. And if you can forgive me after that…"
Grasping his hand, she somberly led him down the hall toward their bedroom, only she stopped long enough to retrieve her keys along the way. Sarah went to the locked door he had wondered about the first day she'd brought him home, the one he felt certain was a storage closet of some sort.
She hesitated before unlocking it, but when she opened it and pushed the door wide, he couldn't believe what he saw. It was a room, a small one, but it was definitely a bedroom. A child's room judging by the small bed and scattering of toys all about. Without a word, Sarah walked over to pick up a framed photo sitting on a shelf over the bed.
"Luke, I want you to meet Jack," she said and handed him the photo. As he gazed at the photo of Sarah hugging a small little boy who looked so much like the pictures Luke had seen of himself at that age, she leaned against him and whispered, "Meet your son."
If she'd punched him, it probably wouldn't have winded Luke harder than this revelation. In shock, he stared at the photograph, pouring over every little detail of the small face, the blue-bright eyes full of laughter, the freckles on his nose, the sandy brown hair combed neatly to the side, the wide, mischievous grin.
"I have a son?" he said in disbelief. "Why didn't you tell me? Where is he? I mean—how is this possible?"
"He's been on vacation with my parents since you came home," she explained quickly, calmly. "As for why I didn't tell you, Luke, it's because I didn't want him getting hurt. He's so fragile, and I didn't know if you would…" she stopped and swallowed, unable to meet his eyes as he completed the thought for her. She hadn't known if Luke would remember his own son, and if he hadn't, that would have probably hurt the child beyond words.
Luke didn't like it, but he understood. "How old is he?"
"Almost three," she answered. "I've almost told you a thousand times, but I was afraid to. After a while, it almost seemed easier to forget about him just for a little while, just long enough for us to fall in love again. I thought if you could accept me as your wife, it would make it easier for you to accept Jack as your son. Does that make sense, Luke, or do you hate me for this?"
"I don't hate you," he reassured her. He couldn't stop staring at the photo though, wondering what the child's personality was like, hoping some memory of him would come along to ease the shock of it all. It didn't. "Why didn't you at least tell me I had a son when I first woke up in the hospital?"
"You didn't remember me," she said, emotionally. "I wasn't thinking right. The doctors told me to be careful what I said, because they didn't want you upset. I wasn't thinking right…god, Luke, there were so many reasons."
He acknowledged that. "When will he be here?"
Sarah hugged him from the side and confessed, "He can't stay with my parents forever. Right now they're on a cruise in the Bahamas, but they're due back in two weeks. Besides, he wants so badly to come home and see you, he can hardly stand it."
He had a son. Luke couldn't believe it. "Are there any other children I should know about?" he asked almost cruelly. Thinking better of it, he said, "I'm sorry, this has just been sort of unexpected."
"I'm sorry," she told him, holding him tight. Pulling back, Sarah asked, "Would you like to see more pictures? I've got a ton."
With a watery smile, he nodded and followed her into the living room, putting at least part of the puzzle together in his mind. The late night calls. They had been to her parents in another state, checking on her son. Luke flipped through pages of photos detailing his son's life and had to fight back tears of pride. The little guy really was something else. But—
"Why aren't I in any of these pictures with the two of you?" He flipped back through some of the pages and said, "I'm not in any of them."
"There's the other thing I have to tell you. I had to tell you about Jack first because—"
Just then the doorbell rang, and Sarah clutched the front of her robe and wondered out loud, "I wonder who that could be."
"You go get dressed," he told her. "I'll get it."
It turned out to be yet another insurance investigator wanting to talk to Luke about the accident at the construction site. He'd told everyone he couldn't help them because he couldn't remember anything, but they still kept calling and stopping by. Sarah was usually with him and helped fend them off, citing his health as a concern and that they should come back later. Well, at least this guy was fairly easy to talk to. They chatted about the Braves for a few minutes before the man got down to business. He told Luke the construction company he'd worked for had been cited as negligent in the accident, and it was his job to either prove or disprove that theory before the case went to trial.
"The strange thing is," the man said, pulling out some documents, "I went over the site myself right after the accident, and I'm almost a hundred percent certain someone had tampered with the support beams."
"Really?"
"Is there anyone you can think of who might want to hurt you? Anyone you worked with who might have had a grudge against you personally?"
"Me?" Luke almost laughed. "Even if there were, I couldn't tell you because I can't remember a damn thing."
"Perhaps I could speak to your wife," the man said. "I understand from your co-workers that the two of you were separated at the time of the accident, but you might have told her something…?"
Separated.
As if he'd had one too many blows delivered to him in one day, Luke felt his head sway and the room go dizzy. What did the man mean by separated? Surely Sarah would have told him. Then again, she hadn't told him he had a son until today. And she'd said there was more…
"Luke?" he heard Sarah's voice ask, and he looked up to see her approaching from the hall, fully dressed. "Who's our visitor?"
"He was just leaving," Luke said adamantly, shooting the investigator a hard look.
The man left his card and a promise to call again in a few days when Luke "was feeling better."
"What's wrong, Luke?" Sarah asked. "You're so pale all of a sudden. Do you need some medicine? Should I call the doctor?"
"No, I need some answers," he said, probably a bit too harshly. "What were you going to tell me before we were interrupted?"
She looked at him carefully for a few minutes before saying, "I'm not sure you're up to hearing what I have to say. Maybe we should wait until later…"
"We'll talk now," he told her, making her sit down beside him on the sofa where she couldn't get away. "Tell me."
"I…I just wanted to tell you how much I love you," Sarah said, and he could tell by the look in her eyes she was lying. She'd planned to tell him something else.
"Really?" He eyed her carefully as he asked, "So you weren't planning on telling me we'd been separated before I had the accident and why?"
She gasped and turned pale herself. "You've remembered."
"No," Luke admitted. "Apparently it was common knowledge. I'm feeling a little baffled at how you could have kept it a secret from me until now. It explains a lot though."
"Please, Luke," she begged, unable to stop the tears from falling. "Let me explain."
"I'm listening." He said calmly, trying to give her the benefit of the doubt. He was so tempted to just say to hell with it and walk out.
Sarah closed her eyes, wiped away the tears and seemed to be conjuring up all of her courage to face him with this news. Luke felt a strange feeling of dread come over him as he waited, struggling between feelings of his hurt and love for this woman.
"Before I begin, can I ask one thing?" He nodded, and she asked, "Do you love me? I know you can't remember, but…Do you have any feelings for me at all, Luke?"
He could not lie. "I think I love you, Sarah. And I believe that you love me too. Am I wrong?"
"No," she said with a brave little smile. With a sigh, she began to explain.
She told him that three and a half years ago, he had walked out on her.
"Three years ago!?"
*******
Moving to her feet and pacing, Sarah turned her mind back to a time she had spent these past few years trying to forget. Rubbing the back of her neck, she remembered, "We were so happy together for so long. You were making so much money. We had a lovely condo in Atlanta, lots of friends, lots of parties. I was teaching, and you were winning cases left and right. You'd just made full partner at the firm. The only thing we didn't have was the one thing we, or at least I, wanted the most. A baby. Our baby."
"Jack?" Luke wondered, questioning how their son could have led to their separation.
"No, not Jack," she said, and wiped away a tear. "We were going to name her Amelia, after your mother. We were so happy. You were so excited to have a daughter."
Sarah could still remember the day she'd learned she was carrying their first child. She'd raced to Luke's office, unable to wait to share the news. He'd been on the phone, looking stressed when she walked in. He'd motioned for her to have a seat, but she already had her own plans. She'd turned and locked the door, then tossed her overcoat in the chair that he'd suggested she sit in. Now Luke was finally taking an interest, especially when she circled his desk and perched in front of him instead, smiling so big she couldn't help herself. Staring at her, smiling wryly himself then, he ended his call and asked, "What's this all about?"
She'd reached for his hand and slid it under the hem of her blouse, placing it flat on her bare tummy. "Feel that?" she'd asked.
"Mmm-hmmm," he said, tracing her tummy muscles with fingers that made her tremble. "Feels good."
"Well, in a few months, with any luck, you might be able to feel him kick," she'd said, dead-pan. "I am sure I'll be as big as a whale by that point, but it'll be worth it."
"Kick?" he'd repeated, confused. Then he got it, and he was so happy about the idea he picked Sarah up and lifted her, whooping in delight. "So it's a boy? You already know?" Luke had asked when he'd calmed down.
"No, silly, I don't know for sure, not yet," she'd told him and laughed at his excitement, which was still nothing compared to her own.
They'd celebrated by making love, right there on his desk, tenderly and with so much love it still brought tears to Sarah's eyes to remember it. Luke had been so good, rescheduling his workload so he could attend all her doctor's appointments with her. Buying needless gifts once they'd found out they were having a daughter.
But then had come the day, that awful day Sarah had tried to block out of her mind ever since.
"What happened?" Luke asked now. "What happened to our baby girl?"
For days, Sarah had felt some pain in her lower abdomen, but it came and went, never so painful she couldn't stand it. She had made a doctor's appointment because of it. Ironically, that's where they'd been headed when it happened. By then, the pain was so much worse. She had been sitting in the car beside Luke when a sliver of agonizing pain had shot up her belly. The next thing she remembered was waking up in the hospital. Luke had been there, but his eyes had been red as if he'd been crying. She'd had acute appendicitis, which had required an operation to save her life, he'd explained. They'd tried to save the baby too, he'd told her, but their little girl hadn't survived the procedure. There had been a complication. Nothing could have been done.
"I almost lost both of you," he'd said, squeezing her hand and getting almost no response.
Wiping away a tear at the awful memory, Sarah told Luke now, "I think I hated you a little after that. I thought, if I had been allowed to make my own decisions, they would have never been allowed to operate in the first place. I would have gladly sacrificed myself if our daughter could have lived."
"Then you would have both probably died," Luke pointed out rationally, having picked up that much from the story she'd just told.
She nodded. "But at the time, I couldn't understand that. And things changed between us after that." She shrugged, remembering, "I sank into a deep depression, and you…you tried to help me through it, but I kept pushing you away. You turned to your work and spent so many hours there. I realized later that you were grieving too, only I was so self-absorbed in my own pain that I couldn't see that at the time."
"So that's why we separated?" Luke asked tenderly. "But I don't understand about Jack, and why we would stay apart so long when there's so much love between us."
"I'm not finished."
Closing her eyes, in shame this time, Sarah recalled how she had tried to climb out of her depression, but still, there had been a rift between her and Luke that had seemed unbridgeable. They made love, but it was rare. They stopped talking, at least to each other. They still socialized with friends, most of whom they knew through the law firm Luke worked at.
They'd considered Bree-Anne and Riley to be their closest friends.
What a joke, Sarah thought now. Bree-Anne, with her petite, cool blonde looks and British accent, and Riley, who might have been handsome enough on the outside but had the morals of a rat even though he did a good enough job of disguising the fact. With hindsight, she realized Riley had been the one to encourage Luke to take on more cases than he could handle. Then when Luke had grown too busy to spend time with Sarah, it had been both Bree-Anne and Riley who'd volunteered to accompany Luke's wife so she could get away from their suddenly lifeless and cramped condo.
"Who were Bree-Anne and Riley?" Luke asked now. Sarah couldn't look at him while she answered.
Bree-Anne had been one of Luke's classy assistants, more concerned with climbing up the social ladder than the corporate one. Sarah supposed it must have amused the other woman to play "best friends" with Luke's naïve little wife. It had never occurred to Sarah that Bree-Anne had always had her eye on Luke until afterward, but hindsight was a great thing wasn't it? When Riley, whom Luke had considered to be his best friend, had started subtly hitting on Sarah, telling her how beautiful she was, how fun to be with she was … when he kept reminding her that she was a young, sexy woman fully capable of having other children someday, Bree-Anne had encouraged the flirtation.
Sarah had even begun canceling her lunches with Luke that summer and meeting Riley for lunch instead. Riley had been so easy to talk to. So much easier than Luke in those days. Riley would often give her a much-needed hug whenever she broke down and just hold her while she grieved. He'd rub her back and murmur that it was OK to cry. Luke hadn't done that in ages.
And Bree-Anne.
Bree-Anne had been the one to point out what a terrible husband Luke was becoming, always working and not spending enough time with Sarah. She'd hinted that maybe he was having an affair, but Sarah hadn't believed it. At least, not until Riley had hinted at the same thing on a separate occasion.
Oh, how stupid Sarah felt now, to be able to look back and realize the two had been laying an obvious trap for Sarah and Luke. Luke had admitted later that Riley and Bree-Anne had planted the idea that Sarah wanted time away from him so she could heal privately. He hadn't wanted a separation, so he'd given her time to herself, which had been part of his motivation for working longer hours. Longer hours which Bree-Anne, of course, had often volunteered to assist with.
Sarah had found out after Luke had walked out on her that most of their "friends" had a bet going as to which one of them could be seduced first. Apparently the odds had been in favor that their marriage wouldn't last six more months.
It hadn't.
Sarah remembered the night she finally broke her marriage vows all too well. Luke had approached her that afternoon, wanting to talk about possibly having another child.
"We'll never forget Amelia, but we can have other children," he'd said gently.
"No! I don't want another child. It's too soon, Luke. Don't push me." She had gone back on the pill because she hadn't been able to bear the thought of losing another baby.
"What about counseling, Sarah? You promised me you'd think about going back."
Sarah had thought about it. She'd had enough of doctors. The lady she'd been seeing after Amelia's death hadn't done a thing to help Sarah with her grief. She'd made Sarah feel even worse, so Sarah had stopped going. She was better off on her own, she'd decided.



"I'm going out tonight with Bree-Anne," had been her only answer, a bit forcefully, as if she were challenging Luke to try and stop her. "We're going to that new club Riley was telling you about. If you can pull yourself away from work, maybe you can join us later?"
"Or we could both stay home," Luke had suggested. "We could rent a movie, relax, order takeout. We haven't done that in a while."
"You're working on a big case," she reminded him, not wanting to stay at home. She'd grown to need her nights out with Bree-Anne in order to survive. If she was out partying, drinking, she didn't have to remember her pain, the pain she always felt when she was here alone or with her husband. The pain she felt at work, surrounded by little children who left each afternoon with parents who often took them for granted.
"Just be careful," had been Luke's reply, sounding weary and defeated. "Call me or someone if you girls get drunk. I don't want you driving home in that condition."
"We will. Love you," she'd said automatically with a chaste peck on the cheek as she'd grabbed her keys and purse and left him standing there.
When she and Bree-Anne got to the club, Sarah was instantly on the lookout for Riley. He had been a good friend to her these past couple of months, listening patiently when she needed to vent, encouraging her, offering to help in whatever way she needed. She tried talking to Bree-Anne, but the other woman didn't even like kids and often tried to change the subject whenever Sarah brought up her lost child. To Bree-Anne, nothing seemed to matter that didn't include money, sex or a good time.
Bree-Anne certainly noticed Sarah's interest in Riley, and, smiling, pointed out his tall form dancing with another woman on the dance floor. Sarah had felt a pang of jealousy before she reminded herself she had no right to feel that way. Riley was Luke's best friend, for god's sake! Even so, she noticed the woman sliding her arms around his neck, running her hands through his silky brown hair, and pressing her hips forward invitingly.
"I'm sure he wouldn't mind if you cut in," Bree-Anne had encouraged. "Go on, have a little fun. I'll go get us some drinks."
Nervously, Sarah did just that, encouraged even more when Riley spotted her approach and pulled free from the clinging tart, his eyes and smile betraying how happy he was to see her.
"Where's Luke?" he bent to ask while bestowing a kiss on the side of her lips. It should have unnerved her, that kiss, but she was used to Riley kissing her on the cheek in greeting and didn't think anything of it. If anything, she'd found it secretly pleasant.
"Where do you think he is?" she replied with a little sigh.
"The office again?" Riley seemed surprised. "It's Saturday night!"
She'd shrugged it off as if she could care less, but she also felt a little guilty for not pushing harder for Luke to come along. Sarah did love him, but she was hurt by so many thoughts…least of all the suspicions she now had about him seeing another woman. Not that she could blame him, really. She had a hard time now responding when he made love to her. She didn't feel very attractive anymore, or loved, and it affected every reaction she had to him. He deserved better than that. She knew it, but couldn't seem to help herself from acting this way.
Sarah pushed such thoughts aside and danced the night away with Riley and Bree-Anne and a few other friends who made a late night appearance. She lost count of the number of drinks she'd had, and by the time Bree-Anne came over with some hunk she'd picked up at the bar to say she was leaving, Sarah realized she could not possibly drive home right now. "I should call Luke," she said, reaching for her purse to locate her cell phone.
"Hey, don't bother him," Riley said, pulling her close and leaning his head down toward hers so he wouldn't have to shout over the music. "I've only had one drink tonight. I can give you a lift, and Luke can bring you back for your car tomorrow."
Oh, how stupid she had been. Sarah closed her eyes and shook her head in self disgust now, remembering how she'd eagerly accepted the offer, not realizing that Riley had probably drank so little on purpose. After all, he needed to have his wits about him in order to pull off the perfect seduction.
It had been pouring rain when they left, another nail in Sarah's coffin. She had been the one to suggest to Riley that, rather than get on the freeway just yet in such bad weather, he could stay at their place and sit for a while until it stopped. Luke hadn't made it home yet either, and a quick call to his cell confirmed that he was going to wait out the storm at the office.
Riley had turned on the television to monitor the weather while she talked to Luke. "Tell Luke it's a slow-moving storm. It'll be outta here in about an hour," he'd called.
She relayed the message and Luke had only responded, "Tell Riley not to leave until it stops. If need be, he can sleep in the guest room tonight."
"Be careful, honey," she'd said, slurring a little, and Luke had told her, "Get to bed, sweetheart. Sounds like you've had one too many drinks tonight. Riley can watch TV until I get there."
She told Riley what Luke had said, but added, "I'm actually starving. Would you like a snack before I go to bed?"
"Yeah, sounds great."
Stupid, stupid, stupid! Sarah would never forgive herself for not realizing the compromising position she was getting herself in, especially when she returned from the kitchen with some finger sandwiches and sat close to Riley on the sofa. He was so witty, so charming, he'd easily drawn her into useless chit chat while they munched on the food. She'd even made the comparison when her glance had strayed to a picture of Luke that Riley was a much better looking man than her husband. Luke was handsome in a clean-cut All-American way, sure, but Riley was just plain gorgeous. He had the face of a model and the body to match. She felt a little flattered that he was spending so much time with her when he could easily be spending time with any woman of his choice.

Eventually he'd inserted into the conversation such comments as "You know, Luke is such a lucky guy to have a wife like you" and "You're so easy to talk to. I could spend hours just sitting here, staring into your beautiful blue eyes." She'd been flattered, and felt a tug of…something, even though she'd known she shouldn't.
Somehow, when Riley had leaned forward to kiss her, she'd let it happen. It had been such a sweet kiss, nothing dirty or elicit about it. It had made her feel alive again, in a way she hadn't in months.
When he'd touched her, just a testing kind of touch, Sarah hadn't pulled away. At some point, she did say, "We shouldn't be doing this," but it was half-hearted protest at best. When he'd begun to undress her, she'd hesitated for a few seconds before trying to stop him. Again, it had been a half-hearted attempt, one he'd easily dismissed when he slid his hand between her legs and began to finger her to orgasm.
Drunk, lonely, needy, she'd allowed him to seduce her in her own home. She'd barely been aware of what was happening by the time she felt his naked body slide over hers on the couch, and his hard shaft – about the same size as Luke's, if not smaller, she remembered – began pushing inside her. She'd tensed then; she'd had the most horrible sensation sweep over her that she was doing something unforgivable. But then he'd been inside her, kissing her softly and murmuring words of encouragement in her ear. For the first time in a long time, Sarah had felt herself begin to respond. Deep down, she'd known it was due to the forbidden thrill of sleeping with a man she wasn't supposed to. Riley had been a slow lover, making sure she had an orgasm before he allowed himself to have his. When it had been over, he'd looked as dazed as she'd felt.
"I didn't know," he'd whispered, pushing her damp hair away from her face. "I didn't realize it would be that good."
Oh, sure, Sarah had found pleasure…for about five minutes. But then, even drunk, she'd begun to realize what she'd done. A horrified look had come over her face as she'd suddenly tried to push him off her.
"This is wrong," she'd told him. "Please…get off me!"
"Sarah, what's wrong?" he'd asked like an idiot. "It was good. I know it was good. Why--?"
Dragging her clothes back on, she'd been unable to look him in the eyes as she told Riley, "I think you should leave now."
"But the weather—"
"Please!" she'd begged, and when she'd looked at him so pitifully, with tears ruining the mascara on her eyes and staining her face with her shame, he'd clenched his jaw and began to dress himself.
Without waiting for him to leave, she'd cried herself to the bedroom she shared with her husband. She wanted a shower, knew she needed one to hide her betrayal, but instead she found herself curled up in a ball in the middle of their bed.
That's how Luke had found her when he'd finally gotten home.
***
Swallowing hard against the lump in his throat, Luke was having a hard time taking in the story Sarah was telling him. He'd hoped it would help the memories come back to him, but he didn't think he wanted these memories.
"So that's why we separated?" he asked thickly. "Because you slept with my best friend."
Sarah shook her head, looking suddenly very angry. "He wasn't your best friend. He was a liar and a snake." Taking a deep breath, she added, "But I take full responsibility for what I did. If I hadn't been so stubborn, so stupid, it would have never happened. I should have listened to you, not them. I should have gotten help after we lost Amelia. God, I was such a fool."
Luke shook his head, feeling dazed and confused. Yes, he was angry, but it almost felt as if he were an outsider, watching a movie about someone else. He didn't like knowing that she'd cheated on him at some point, but as long as it hadn't been an on-going affair, he could forgive her for it. He found it hard to believe, if he'd been the type of man Sarah had led him to believe he'd been, that he hadn't been able to do the same back then.
He pointed this out to her, along with the fact that they'd had Jack. Then an unpleasant thought occurred to him. Sarah had slept with another man. Was Jack even his?
Sarah looked at him, smiling a little for the first time since she'd begun her story. "That's the thing. You had a hard time with it, but you were willing to work things out. You seemed to understand that I hadn't been in my right mind at the time. You insisted that we get counseling together or you were going to leave me, and it really helped. Talking to you again really helped me."
She went on to explain. After a period of mistrust and hurt, things began to get back on track. Luke had suggested during their counseling sessions that he wanted out of the firm, if just so he didn't have to see Riley every day. The other man had begun to show his true colors. In the days following their one night stand, Riley had begun calling Sarah, wanting to make it an ongoing affair. He'd claimed he was falling in love with her. When she'd refused, he'd begun taunting Luke with the fact he'd bedded Luke's wife. He'd even told Luke that he would win Sarah over eventually, so Luke might as well give up and divorce her while he still had some pride left. The situation had gotten so bad, Luke had even talked to one of the senior partners about Riley's taunts. He'd found no sympathy there at all, he'd told Sarah, especially since Riley's grandfather had founded the firm and still held a great deal of influence over the remaining partners.
Seeing that he had no real friends to turn to, Luke had talked about the possibility of a complete career change, although he hadn't been at all certain what he could land a job at. "I feel like a damn vampire in this profession. Who am I really helping anyway?" he'd vented during one session.
Luke and Sarah agreed to get away on vacation as a sort of second honeymoon, hoping to recapture the intimacy she'd shattered with her one-night stand. Luke had been patient and understanding, giving her time to forgive herself while he struggled with his own demons. They'd made love for the first time since her adultery. They'd spent countless hours talking and trying to repair their relationship.
"When we came home, I thought things were looking up," she'd said. "We put the condo up for sale and were planning to move to a house. Then one day, you just didn't come home. I thought something had happened to you."
Sarah had kept herself together long enough to file a missing persons report when enough time had passed, and not even a day later, she had gotten the call. It was Luke, calling to tell her he wasn't coming back. He'd thought things through and realized they were better off getting a divorce, he'd said. "I'll get another lawyer to draw up some papers. You should call Dan Harvey at Holderman's firm. He's a good guy and will be able to represent you fairly."
When he'd wished her well in a calm, unaffected voice, she'd begged to know why. Why was he doing this? Why now? His only answer had been a cryptic, "You know why. I may be a lot of things, but I'm not a fool. Goodbye Sarah."
***
It was hard to remember what she'd gone through in the months following that phone call, Sarah thought to herself now. She hadn't blamed Luke for leaving her. A part of her had been expecting it since she'd lost the baby, even before her indiscretion with Riley. A large part of her still felt she had deserved it, even now.
Because of that, she hadn't even tried to find Luke at first. She'd called Dan Harvey and asked him to represent her in the divorce, making it clear she didn't want anything from Luke that he didn't want to give. She'd waited a few weeks for the papers to arrive, but nothing had happened. Dan had finally asked Sarah if she wanted to start the divorce proceedings herself, but she'd firmly replied, "No. Let's see what Luke does first, OK?"
What Luke had done was close their joint bank account and transfer a nice chunk of the money into one just for her. He'd made sure she still had her own savings and had given her the money they'd earned from the sale of the condo. When she'd found that out, Sarah had tried to call him on his cell phone, only to find it was no longer in service. Since she'd had no idea where to go, she'd packed her stuff and rented a small apartment, making sure she kept their old phone number in case Luke tried to contact her. She'd wondered what to do with his things since he hadn't made an effort to pick them up. She had notified Dan and had those things put in storage for when he did.
Instead of hearing from Luke, she'd heard from Riley, who had continued to harass her with phone calls. On one message he'd left, Riley had informed her that Luke had mailed in his resignation and left the firm. "It's just a matter of time until the divorce is complete," he'd feigned sympathy. "Luke doesn't know what he's giving up. Just remember, if you ever need someone to talk to, I'll be here."
Bastard.
Sarah had finally had to talk to Dan about the possibility of getting a restraining order against the other man when Riley had turned up at her apartment one night and tried to force his way inside. Fortunately, one of her neighbors had come to her aid and threatened to call the police if Riley didn't leave. She remembered Dan's response to that news all too well.
"Honestly, Sarah. I've known Riley for years, almost as long as I've known Luke. He's a bit of a playboy, so I have a hard time seeing him fixated on one woman. Are you sure you just aren't misunderstanding the situation?" Dan had said. "He was Luke's friend. He's probably just trying to make sure you're getting along OK."
Damn, she had thought, realizing she was getting no sympathy from him and too ashamed to tell him that Riley was the reason Luke had left her. She'd decided then and there to relieve him of his services. When Luke's lawyer finally contacted her, she would just see about getting other representation, she had decided. Someone far removed from the situation and who would be on her side.
Almost a month after Luke had left her, Sarah was in real funk. She was losing weight and generally felt like hell. She had a hard time concentrating at school and knew she wasn't helping her students one bit. She considered quitting, moving back in with her parents if they'd have her, and at the worst times, she considered killing herself. She might have done it, too, if it hadn't been for fate stepping in and giving her a reason to live again.
She came down with what she thought was a bug she couldn't seem to shake until the doctor had told her, "Congratulations, Sarah. You're going to have a baby in about six months, I'd guess."
A baby.
She could hardly believe it! She had been on the pill ever since she'd lost Amelia and hadn't given a single thought to the idea that she might have conceived again. At first she had been scared and apprehensive. What if she lost this baby too? A part of her had worried that Riley could have been the father. The dates the doctor had given made it a slight possibility. She'd been on the pill though. The father was Luke. She believed that in her heart – believed it so much she was able to ignore any doubts to the contrary.
That's when she had realized that while she no longer had Luke, she at least had a part of him she would always be able to love, something that would bind them forever. She'd felt her first spark of hope in months! Once she told Luke this news, he might be willing to give her another chance!
Finding Luke by that point had been like finding a needle in a haystack. It had taken most of her savings to hire a private investigator. All the man had been able to find out was that Luke had withdrawn $20,000 cash out of his bank account and purchased an airline ticket to Austin, Texas a few days after his last phone call to Sarah. Beyond that, there was no trace of him. He hadn't used his credit cards. He hadn't signed up for a new phone number anywhere. His email account wasn't even being checked. It was as if he'd simply vanished from the face of the planet.
With Riley's attention becoming more threatening, Sarah now had two people to consider. As much as she hated doing so because Luke wouldn't know how to find her, she had decided to leave Atlanta and go somewhere Riley couldn't find her either. Somewhere she could start fresh and build a secure home for her child. She couldn't afford to move too far, not yet. That's when she had found this house in this small town, near a school she would love teaching at. But Sarah wasn't stupid. She knew all Riley would have to do to find her was to use the resources at his disposal. She worried he could easily find her name on the deed of her new house if he searched public records.
She had contacted her parents, told them she was pregnant, that she was being harassed, and had begged her father to put his name on the deed and utility bills instead. "I swear I have the money. All you have to do is loan me your name. Please?"
Amazingly, her father had agreed with little fuss. When her mother had found out Sarah was alone and pregnant, a change had come over both her parents. They might have been lousy as parents, but they didn't seem to mind being grandparents, especially once they found out Sarah was expecting a boy. Having them show some interest in her again had eased some of Sarah's loneliness, but not her loneliness without Luke.
Sarah had feared Luke wouldn't know how to contact her if he ever came looking, but she couldn't trust anyone, not even Dan apparently, with her new address. Still, she had tried in her own ways to find him…to let him know where she was.




Snapping back to the present, Sarah glanced at Luke to gauge his reaction so far. There was more, so much more she wanted to explain. She'd had to get very resourceful in searching for Luke while hiding from Riley and all of their old friends. Would showing Luke what she'd done convince him how much she'd loved him, even then? Poor Luke. He looked pole-axed. With a heavy sigh, he raked back the hair from his face and Sarah thought to herself What a fool I was to ever think Riley was better looking.
"That's quite a story," Luke admitted a bit warily. "Whatever happened to Riley? Did he finally leave you alone?"
She shrugged. "I thought he had. But several months ago, I began getting hang-up calls. I don't have caller ID, so I don't know for sure. I just had this feeling it could be him. And then last week—"
"The package," he remembered. She hadn't even opened it.
"How did you—?" She stared at him in amazement. "Yes, I got a package. I threw it away."
"Why? How did you even know it was from him or that it contained something bad?"
Pacing now, she admitted, "I don't know for sure that it contained something bad, but before I left Atlanta, he began sending me packages like that. Lingerie I wouldn't even wear for you, let alone him. Sex toys. Dirty things. Accompanied by dirty suggestions about what he wanted to do with me and those things. I never forgot the handwriting or address. That's how I know it was from him the other day."
"He's stalking you," Luke decided. "You should have kept it as evidence."
"I don't want any trouble," Sarah argued. "I don't know why he started up again, or how he found me. I just want to forget about Riley. Luke?" she asked, sending him a pleading look. "Aren't you going to say anything? Do you hate me now?"
He didn't immediately answer. His jaw tightened as if he were clenching it, and his eyes had a faraway look that suggested he was thinking hard, maybe a little angry. He moved to his feet and walked over to the window. Finally, he said in a strange voice, "I'm still taking it all in."
He hated her. Sarah had expected it, but that didn't soften the blow of the pain she suddenly felt, especially when he demanded, "And you're sure Jack is mine? No chance that he's Riley's?"
"I'm positive," she told him. Her son looked too much like Luke to doubt it now.
"I'd like to have tests done to prove it, if you don't mind."
He said it so calmly it unnerved her. "You haven't even met Jack yet," she thought aloud.
"And that's my fault?" he returned harshly. Oh yes, he was definitely angry. She recognized that tone and the taut way he was holding his shoulders. He'd looked that way, sounded just like that the night he'd discovered that she'd slept with Riley. Luke had so rarely lost his temper that when he did, it was a little bit frightening.
What would she do if, God forbid, the tests proved that Riley was the father? She knew it was a long shot, but…what if? What if Luke left her again, for good this time? The very thought plunged ice needles down her back. She had to make him see that she loved him, that Jack already loved him too, that they could be a family.
After today's events she didn't have much hope. Worse, she didn't have a clue how to win Luke back after this. She supposed she'd survived before without him, and she could do it again. The point was, she didn't want to. She'd never wanted anything or anyone more than for Luke to be a part of their family.
With a shake of his head, Luke looked at his wrist and declared, "We'd better get going. We'll miss our appointment with the counselor." He said it calmly, and the flash of anger he'd displayed seemed to have passed as quickly as it came.
"The counselor?"
"Our appointment is at 1:30," he reminded her.
She was a little surprised he still wanted to go with her, but she wasn't about to question it. She simply breathed a sigh of relief and said, "OK. Let me grab my purse."
Sarah just hoped this counselor was a good one.
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Luke finished hammering the swing set and stood back to admire the finished project. He'd gone out yesterday, a case of last minute nerves, and bought this crazy concoction to give him something to do and as a welcome home gift to his son.
His son.
A part of him held back from the idea, just as he'd been holding back from Sarah since she'd told him the truth. He'd still been sleeping in the guest bedroom alone, and any attempt she made to discuss the past had been met with a steely resistance on his part.
It wasn't that he hated her. He hated this whole situation. He hated that he couldn't remember why he had left so long ago when Sarah had been certain they were on the right path to reconciliation. He hated that he didn't know where he'd been, or who he'd been with. He hated that Riley, a man he didn't know, was stalking Sarah. Yeah, he hated a lot of things, but he didn't hate her.
He'd tried though. Try as hard as he might, he just couldn't. He kept thinking about her situation and the choices she'd made since he'd left. Hell, he even admired her for some of them. People made mistakes everyday, and they learned from them. Luke also wanted to believe Jack was without a doubt his son, and he wanted to believe they would turn into one big, happy family when the boy finally came home.
But what if Jack didn't like him? What if Sarah only wanted Luke around so her kid would have a dad?
Shaking his head of the thoughts, he collected his tools and hurried inside to clean up. Sarah had gone to the airport alone to pick up the boy and to see her parents off on the return flight. She'd asked Luke to go with her, but he had refused, more out of nerves than anything. He didn't think he could face meeting her parents, strangers to him, on the same day he first met his son. Their therapist had advised him not to do anything he didn't feel comfortable doing, so Sarah hadn't pushed the issue.
He was sitting watching TV when he heard them drive up. The next thing he knew, the door was being flung open and a little tornado was barreling straight for him!
The boy was talking a mile a minute, saying something Luke could hardly understand, something about someone named Dorie and how glad he was to meet his daddy. He threw himself at Luke, hugging Luke's leg with a fierceness that apparently surprised even Sarah. She had followed and was watching the scene unfold from the doorway.
"Dorie?" Luke repeated helplessly, looking at Sarah. She actually covered her mouth and laughed!
"Mommy said you're just like Dorie and can't remember anything," the boy explained in an energetic rush, pulling back to hold out a stuffed animal of some sort. "See my elephant? Grandma got it at the airport for me. I also got a giraffe and a lion. They're in my bags."
"Cool," was all Luke could say.
"Yeah. Hey, did you fix up our house? It looks different," Jack observed, then grabbed hold of Luke's hand and tugged him toward his room without giving Luke a chance to reply. "C'mon, Daddy. Wanna see my room? I got lots a stuff. Do you like the Power Rangers?"
"Power Rangers?" What on earth?
"Jack," Sarah called from behind them. "Give your father time to respond."
"Gotta show Daddy my room!" he called back, refusing to pause from his mission. Luke just sent Sarah a look that asked her not to interfere.
Luke was seated on the floor and shown at least a hundred toys, which all had names he would never be able to remember, while Jack chatted a-mile-a-minute in his barely understandable three-year-old voice. Sarah stood in the doorway the whole time, alternately crying and laughing at the picture they made.
Finally, Jack stopped long enough for Luke to say with a smile, "You haven't even given me a chance to show you your surprise!"
The boy, of course, loved the swing set and excitedly went straight for it when he saw it, forgetting all about his new "Daddy" for the moment. Standing back to watch, Luke felt Sarah slip her hand in his. "He's something, isn't he?"
"He's wonderful," Luke said, feeling his chest swell with pride. "He just accepted me, just like that. I thought..."
"You thought it would be awkward," she finished for him, squeezing his hand. "I've told him about you. His whole life, he's known about you. You weren't as big a surprise to him as he was to you."
"Daddy! Look!" Jack yelled as he kicked his feet and set himself flying through the air on a swing seat.
Squeezing her hand back, Luke whispered emotionally, "Thank you for that. He's a great little boy."
Still, he wondered... "Who's Dorie?" and Sarah laughed. "Don't worry," she replied with a smile. "I'm sure Jack will make you watch 'Finding Nemo' a thousand times before the week is over. I just explained your condition to him on his level, in a way I knew he'd understand. You have problems with your memory, just like a character in his favorite movie."
He nodded and realized that she must make a great teacher.
Luke was amazed at how well-adjusted the boy was to the whole situation as the three of them spent the rest of the day catching up. A couple of times Jack asked why had Luke been gone so long? Why did he never write or call? Before Luke could answer, Sarah would say, "Remember what I've always told you? Sometimes mommies and daddies don't always live together, sweetheart."
"Do we live together now?"
Swallowing hard, Sarah just nodded, "For now, yes."
Mrs. Nash came over for a special dinner and cried buckets at having Jack home again. She explained to Luke that she looked after the little boy when Sarah worked. "He keeps me from being so lonely," she confided. "Whenever she sends him to visit his grandparents, it almost kills me. It makes me jealous that I'm not his grandmother."
"I bet Jack thinks of you as a grandmother," Luke tried to reassure her.
She waved it away. "Oh, posh. It's not the same."
Luke thought for a second. "Well, I don't have a mother or father living. What do you say? Would you like to be Jack's honorary grandma on my side?"
Edna's eyes welled up with happy tears as she looked at Luke long and hard for a minute. Reaching up, she framed his face with her hands and said, "Bless you, Luke Johnston. I understand now why Sarah loves you so much. You're a good, decent human being. It shows in your eyes."
"My eyes?" he laughed, feeling a little embarrassed by the assessment.
"Oh yes," she said, lowering her hands. "And that handsome face. If I were only a few years younger, I'd give Sarah a run for her money!" He laughed at that too.
After taking Jack outside to toss around a ball, Luke told the boy that he could call Mrs. Nash "Grandma" if he wanted. He was a little surprised when Jack said no, and as best as Luke could decipher: "That's what I call Grandma. Scotty has two grandmas, and he calls one Nanna. Can I call Mrs. Nash that?"
"Why don't you ask her and see?"
Edna's eyes twinkled with merriment as Jack asked the simple question, and she shot Luke a look of thanks as she scooped the boy up and declared that she would love to be called Nanna! Sarah was carrying some food to the table and saw the look that passed between her neighbor and her husband. She sent Luke a watery smile of her own, looking at him as if he were some kind of knight in shining armor.
Feeling quite uncomfortable by that look, Luke decided to call it a night. He had a lot to think about. He needed time alone. When Jack asked Luke to read him a bedtime story first, Luke held firm and said, "Not tonight, sport. Tomorrow night, OK?"
Jack wasn't too happy with that plan, but Luke left Sarah to deal with the fallout. Instead of heading to his room, however, he found himself outside, soothed by the calmness of the moonlight, the chirping crickets and the privacy the night provided. With a sigh, he sat in one of the porch chairs and just stared out into the backyard where the outline of Jack's new swing set stood. He could hear Sarah and Jack moving around inside, talking as she tried to get their son settled for the night.
Luke knew he should probably stop questioning Jack's paternity and accept the kid as his own regardless. He'd only known him one day and he was already in love with the brat. And Sarah, despite her faults, would make him a good wife. If he had any sense, he would just bury the past here and now and start trying to concentrate on the future. Concentrate on making a family.
Still...he just couldn't escape the feeling that there was something he needed to know. Many times he'd felt optimistic his memories were returning because he could sense some stray thought teasing the edge of his mind. It was a feeling that was only stronger now that he'd met Jack.
Maybe it was intuition. Instinct. Memory? Whatever. He knew there was something in his past, something maybe even Sarah wasn't aware of, that he needed to remember, for all their sakes.
The problem was, he didn't know what the hell to do about it.
*** Sarah realized Luke wasn't resting when, after much inner debate, she opened the door to the guest room to peek inside. She'd finally gotten Jack settled for the night, but nearly an hour later, she couldn't seem to get herself settled. She missed Luke. She wanted him back in her bed, back in her life where he belonged. How much longer would she have to pay for her past mistakes? Well, she would only take so much, even from Luke.
She took a deep breath and decided to confront him before Jack got any more involved with a man who might not be around very long. If it was just her, maybe she could put up with the constant not knowing. But Jack was her main priority. She might have half-forgotten that fact these past few months, but she wouldn't do it again. The sooner she pointed that out to Luke, and made herself remember it, the better.
Luke wasn't to be found in the rest of the house, and she felt a moment's panic that he'd left her again. Frantic, she decided to check outside.
She almost missed him, sitting quietly there in his jeans and dark shirt. As crazy as it sounded, she sensed him there before she saw him. With a sigh of relief, she smiled wryly at her reaction. It had always been sort of eerie the way she and Luke sometimes just "felt" each other.
"Everything OK?" he asked softly, and she nodded without realizing he probably couldn't see her response.
He was such a good man, even now. He always had been. Letting her eyes adjust to the darkness, she wondered what she could do to make him realize how much she loved him for that.
Without saying a word, she walked over to where he sat. She knew at least one way she could show him. Talking could wait, if just for another hour or two. If she were going to lay down the law, she knew she might lose him again. First, she needed to make one last memory, just in case. Gently, she lowered herself to her knees and sidled up between his thighs, letting her hands slide across his firm thighs suggestively. Leaning forward, she pressed an openmouthed kiss to his chest, feeling the fabric of his shirt against her tongue as she pushed it forward. His sharp gasp of surprise was sweet music to her ears. When she felt his hand lift up and his fingers slide into her hair, she worried that he was going to pull her away. Instead, his thumb gently stroked against the fullness of her bottom lip and tilted her head up toward his.
His mouth took hers, firmly staking its claim. Oh god, he was a great kisser. Maybe better now than she remembered. Her arms slid around his waist and explored the muscles that were new too. The feel of his hard chest against her aroused nipples, even though they were both dressed, made her moan and grow wet where it really counted. She reminded herself she hadn't meant to focus on her own pleasure here. She wanted to drive him crazy with lust, not the other way around.
Pulling back, she slid her hands along the top of his thighs, feeling how tense his muscles had become beneath her caress. Sliding upward, her fingers met at his zipper. Carefully she tugged it down.
"Sarah don't," he protested, and grabbed her hands before they could find what they were searching for.
She almost ignored him and kept on. He was obviously hard as a rock beneath his jeans. She could feel him. Then again, she supposed any man would respond that way to any woman who felt him up. It didn't necessarily mean Luke wanted her.
"I'm sorry," she whispered and made to move away from him.
"Wait," he bit out and stopped her. "Just wait a second."
"Why?"
"We need to talk." He let go of her. "Before you came out here, I made a decision you need to know about."
"Oh?" Oh god, he was going to leave. She could feel it.
Instead, he surprised her by asking, "When do you start work again?"
"A week and a half. Why?"
She thought she saw him nod, and then he said, "Edna told me that if we ever need it, we can borrow her husband's old truck. Tomorrow morning, I'm going to ask her if I can borrow it until the end of the week so I can head to Atlanta."
"Atlanta! Luke, what...?"
"There are questions I have now that you can't answer," he explained. "Plus, I'd like to pay a visit to my old friend Riley. If we're going to start our marriage over again, I want him to damn well be aware of it."
She didn't know what to say. Until his comment about them starting their marriage over again, she'd been prepared to beg him not to go. But that...that had thrown her for a loop.
"I'll need you to tell me where to find him," Luke continued. "And I'd like the name of the private investigator you hired to find me. He might be able to provide more information than what he told you. You never know. I'll try not to be gone more than a couple of days. Will you and Jack be OK with that idea?"
"As long as you come back, we will."
"I will. This is just something I have to do," he told her, and sighed loudly.
"I'm just afraid," she admitted. "What if you find out something that makes you want to leave me again? I'm still not even sure why you changed your mind the first time."
"Nothing I find out will change the person I am now," he promised. "And the man I am now wants to be your husband and Jack's father. OK?"
"What about the paternity test?"
"I've changed my mind," he said, and she felt a tear escape her control, especially when he added, "I love you, Sarah. And I already love that kid, so I guess that makes him mine, doesn't it?"
She figured he probably believed that, but she didn't. If he regained his memories, he might remember another woman he had grown to love. He might remember so many things that could make him easily change his mind. She threw her arms around him and squeezed the life out of him. She still had her doubts. Especially if Luke began to regain his memories and suddenly remembered why he had given up on their marriage. She'd searched her mind a million times, trying to remember what she'd said or done to make him finally give up, to no avail.
"What about tonight?" she heard herself ask.
"What about it?"
"Are you going to sleep in the spare room?" She rubbed his arousal through the denim. "Or can I have one more memory, in case—"
She buried her face in his shoulder, embarrassed that she'd actually spoken her thoughts out loud. Might as well go for broke, she decided. She finished the job she'd started earlier. She lowered his zipper and slipped her hand inside his jeans.
"Sarah," he groaned. Her thumb ran over the tip of him, and when he shivered in reaction, she did it again. "We shouldn't do this out here. What about Jack?" he asked.
"I want you inside me," she said. "Here, our room, it doesn't matter. Jack is down for the night. He's a heavy sleeper. I wouldn't risk him walking in on us if I wasn't sure of that."
His lips found hers, hungrily, then desperately, as she continued to touch him and bring him to the edge with just the skillful caress of her fingertips. She wanted to undress him, but he was too impatient. Pushing her away, he began to undress her instead – at least partially. He only tugged her t-shirt over her head and then pushed her shorts and panties down her legs, leaving her standing there in front of God and anyone else who cared to look in only her bra. She reached for him too, but he stilled her hands, imprisoning them behind her back. His mouth caressed her lips, her neck, her breasts while all she could do was enjoy the pleasure he was giving her.
"Oh, Luke," she breathed and moaned more than once.
She felt him lift her, and gently, he laid her on the small patio table by the door. Sarah was floating now. Her arms went up and around Luke's neck. She began to run her fingers through his hair as Luke, in return, kissed his way down her front, stopping to pay special attention to her belly button. She responded by arching her back and moaning. She was very hot now.
When his right hand slid up her left leg from her knee, ending on her hip, her knees quivered, and she spread her legs, wider and wider. She knew he would be between them in a matter of seconds, and that's exactly what she wanted. She was now nearly horizontal, with her legs spread wide, both feet on the ground, and Luke easily slid into place. She hadn't even realized he'd pushed his jeans out of the way until she felt him prodding at her entrance.
"Oh Luke, please, please, please." She whispered to her lover. She shivered and groaned, and put both hands on his head. She pulled his face to hers and they kissed for a long time as his hand slid up toward her pussy to make sure she was ready for him. She was so wet that his hand was instantly between her lips. He dragged his fingers across her entrance, and then he reached for his cock and guided it into place.
She let out a gasp and groaned, "God, yes, Luke, push inside me. Just like that."
She heard herself make little sobbing noises as he began to move inside her, steady and slow. She knew Jack would sleep through a hurricane, but she still tried to be quiet. She used her muscles to pull on Luke's cock and he pushed back. Finally, grunting in her ear, he pushed hard, and she put both hands on the back of his ass, and pushed up with her pussy. He rested all the way in her now, and then froze in place.
He didn't move for a full minute. "What's wrong?" she said. Luke didn't say anything. He seemed to be struggling for control, so she didn't move. Finally, he started pulling back slowly, causing her to whisper, "Oooohhh, I love you. I'm so full. Please Luke, please make love to me." After several minutes of rocking back and forth, Sarah began panting. On the next stroke, Luke stopped again and then he began to rotate his hips. "Oh, Unh...Oooh."
After a few more minutes of this, Sarah began to come. Luke finally went back to stroking his cock inside her, but with fast hard strokes. He was grunting, trying to make it last, but she was ready for him to take his pleasure. Wrapping her leg around him, she leaned up and whispered in his ear, "Come inside me, baby. Please. I love you so much."
That was all Luke could take, and she felt him tense, then hold tight against her as he groaned and let himself go. It was a wonderful feeling, and she prayed it was one she'd feel again and again.
"Just come back to us," she whispered in his ear, and prayed that he would.
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It was a damn strange feeling to walk into your own apartment and not recognize a thing, Luke thought as he glanced around the tiny place with a sense of déjà vu. He'd had this same feeling when Sarah had taken him home a couple of months ago.
This place had none of the warmth or feeling Sarah's home had, he had to admit. There was hardly any furniture and he had made no attempt to decorate the place whatsoever. The landlord had said Luke never seemed to be around much since he'd rented it back in February, so it probably hadn't really mattered. Apparently Sarah had contacted the man and had been paying Luke's rent since the accident. He wondered how she'd had the money to do that. Then again, the place was pretty low-rent, and it showed. He had a pile of mail waiting for him, and he smiled a little when he saw that the address on these bills matched the one on his license, finally.
A quick search didn't reveal much about the man he had been. He had a few DVDs that looked good, some magazines sitting on top of the small TV, and a desk littered with candy bar wrappers and old Coke cans. The bottom drawer, however, yielded a bounty of clues in the guise of old papers, some scribbled notes, a check book and an address book. He opened the address book first and scanned it for Riley's name. He found it, scratched through with a dark pen but still readable. He had half a mind to head over to the guy's place, wait until he got home, and then beat the hell out of him. Kind of hard to do when you don't even know what he looks like though. Besides, Sarah had told him the name of the law firm both he and Riley had used to work at. Luke figured he'd drop in there and try to pay the man a civil visit first.
An hour later, Luke walked into the law office of Hartman, Kress and James and felt another sense of déjà vu as he scanned the lobby. It was as if some part of him remembered coming here. Well, made sense if he had worked here himself for a couple of years. Still, he wondered if the feeling meant his memories were finally returning.
The middle-aged receptionist blinked in obvious surprise when Luke stepped up to the counter and asked if he could get an appointment with Riley.
"Luke!" she gasped, then smiled and rushed around the counter to hug him. "I can't believe it! It's been...well, a long time. What are you doing here?"
Awkwardly, he hugged her back, then pulled away to remind her who he'd asked for. She looked at him a bit oddly, then shook her head. "I'm sorry, Luke. I thought you of all people would have known. Riley isn't here."
Damn. "Do you know where I could find him? You know, to catch up on old times," he explained as if he and the other man were still old buddies.
"Luke, Riley isn't here because he—" she pushed at her eyeglasses and glanced away. "Well, this is awkward, isn't it? Luke, Riley died a few years ago. I'm sorry. I thought you knew. I could have sworn I remembered seeing you at the funeral."
Riley was...dead? "Are you sure?" he demanded. What about the phone calls Sarah had received. The package.
"Well, I suppose it must have been someone else," she admitted, and when he looked at her funny, she explained, "It must have been someone who looked like you that was at the funeral."
Oh, she thought he'd been asking if she was sure she'd seen him then. Of course she was sure Riley had died, he told himself.
"How did it happen?"
"It was awful," she said. "He had a bad allergic reaction to something he ate. He was alone, and the ambulance didn't get there in time. Of course, the police questioned the whole staff afterward, and we wondered if they didn't suspect foul play. Nothing ever came of it, from what I remember, so I suppose it was just one of those freak things that happens."
"How awful," he agreed flatly, feeling a little dazed at this news. If Riley was dead, then what the hell was going on? "Um, what about Bree-Anne? Does she still work here by chance?" Maybe his old assistant could offer some answers.
"Bree-Anne?" Clearly she hadn't been very popular with this lady, by the look on her face now. "Last I heard she was engaged to some rich guy. Same old Bree-Anne, you know. As soon as she got her hooks into one, she quit her job here. It was, oh, about a year ago. Good riddance, I say."
Luke wondered about this development as he made his way across town to pay his utilities. When the receptionist had mentioned possible foul play in Riley's death, he'd instantly wondered if he himself hadn't had something to do with it. Or maybe Sarah? Even so, it didn't explain why someone else would be stalking his wife.
Had she had another lover she hadn't told him about? Had she made up the stalking story to make him want to stay and protect her? Would she go to those lengths to keep him around?
He didn't think so. At least, he chose not to believe so. Not yet.
He figured, if anything, he was the most likely suspect. What if her betrayal had driven him over the edge? What if he'd wanted revenge against both Riley and Sarah? Had he killed one and secretly tormented the other?
What kind of man had he really been?
"Man, you were a great guy," was the answer given to him by one his supervisors on the construction site.
That's where he went next, looking for answers. He specifically asked if he'd had any close friends, someone he might have confided in.
"I don't know. Everyone loved you, but you always kind of kept to yourself," his boss answered after Luke explained his memory loss. "You and A.J. always seemed buddy-buddy. He's the guy whose life you saved, by the way. I know he's wanted to see you, but none of us were sure, you know, after hearing about your amnesia."
"I'd like to talk to him," Luke said, and a meeting was arranged for the next day.
When Luke made it back to his apartment that night, he was relieved to find his phone and electricity turned back on. The first thing he did was call Sarah. She answered on the second ring and sounded relieved to hear from him.
"Have you found out anything?" she asked carefully.
He decided not to tell her about Riley, not yet. "Not much. How's Jack?"
"He misses you already," she told him.
He smiled. "I miss him too."
"Just him?"
"No, actually," he admitted, then teased, "I'm also missing Edna something fierce. You know, if I were a few years older, you might have reason to worry."
"Oh really?" she said, but her voice was lighter, less strained than it had been. "I'll be sure to tell her she's made another fan."
They talked for a while longer, mostly about unimportant things. She told him all about her day and Jack's and how often she'd thought how much more fun they'd be having if Luke were there to experience it with them. He almost began to feel guilty for not telling her about Riley, so he told her he needed to get off the phone and get some sleep. Sarah hesitated, and that hesitation spoke volumes about her worry he might not return, but she was strong enough to pretend otherwise. "Just be careful," was all she said.
Luke figured he should try and get some sleep, but he was still too wired, thinking about all he'd learned. He just had this feeling that something could jog his memories here, but what? With a frustrated sigh, he turned on the television for company and then decided to go through some of the papers he'd found in the desk earlier. It was better than twiddling his thumbs.
Most of the notes scribbled in his hand-writing either made no sense or were totally unimportant. It wasn't until he was flipping through the stack of old newspapers he found that he had a weird feeling come over him, followed by a rush of knowledge that the reason he'd kept them was because of the classifieds. He even knew what page to turn to on the first one, and yep, there it was.
A smile curved his lips as he actually recognized the personal ad that had been circled in red. He actually recognized it! In fact, he remembered sitting right over there on the bed when he had spotted the ad originally. No, not this bed. He'd been in Louisiana somewhere, working on a crew that was rebuilding a library, he remembered. Blinking, half in shock, half in delight, he read:
PERRY MASON STILL HOT FOR TEACHER? MWF IN SEARCH OF LONG-LOST HUSBAND. I STILL LOVE YOU. PLEASE COME HOME OR CONTACT ME AT THE FOLLOWING PO BOX.
He'd known the ad had been placed by Sarah. In the early months of their relationship, she'd begun teasingly calling him Perry Mason whenever he got sidetracked discussing his work. The private joke between them had gotten carried along further when he'd had the hired band play Van Halen's "Hot for Teacher" at their wedding reception, he remembered.
He remembered!
Flipping through the papers, he saw that he'd kept the classifieds from at least three different months, all with the same ad circled in each one. More vaguely now, he remembered how he'd had a habit since college of perusing the Personals every morning as he ate breakfast and would often share a laugh with Sarah over some of the more offbeat ones.
Seeing that ad in the Atlanta newspaper, which he'd picked up for old times sake at a bookstore outside of New Orleans, Luke had made the decision to come home. To come back and see what Sarah wanted. He'd finished the job he was on and signed up for another one in Atlanta, even though he'd never wanted to set foot here again.
He still couldn't remember anything much beyond first seeing the ad or after deciding his return to Atlanta. Maybe a few bits and pieces that didn't make much sense. But nothing he most wanted to remember.
He almost called Sarah back to share the memories, but it was late and they both needed to get some rest. Suddenly, he realized how exhausted he felt. He was supposed to be meeting with his old friend A.J. at lunchtime. He got ready for bed and carried the classified section with him when he lay down for the night.
Sarah's ad was the last thing he saw before sleep claimed him.
***
There was just no other way to describe her. The woman was beautiful. Beautiful in that classy Grace-Kelly-kind-of-way, even while she was scantily dressed just this side of indecent. An angel and a vixen, that's how she looked.
Luke, almost reluctantly, pulled his eyes away from the woman who'd just stepped into the bar and grill and returned to nursing the beer he'd bought to help settle his nerves. He was waiting on his old co-worker to meet him for lunch and was a little worried about the information he'd learn from the meeting. All morning long he'd wavered on whether or not it was still important to learn the truth. The deeper he dug, the more puzzling things became.
"Waiting for someone?"
Luke turned at hearing the voice and saw that it had come from her. His beautiful lady. She was standing beside the bar stool next to him, smiling and looking at him as if she expected him to react to her invitation. The expectant look on her face suggested she was worried he'd turn her down.
For a split second he was tempted to invite her to join him. Maybe get drunk enough to take her back to his place for the afternoon. It would be nice to forget about his problems for a while, and women like this didn't come along every day.
But he just couldn't do that.
"Actually, I am," he said, but softened the rebuff with a soft smile. "Sorry."
She shot him a funny look, as if she was surprised by his answer after all, but then she sent him a small, almost flirtatious smile. "Too bad," she said with a dramatic sigh and sat beside him anyway. "But maybe I'll get lucky and she won't show up."
He laughed a little, then lifted his hand and wiggled his fingers, drawing attention to his ring. "Today I'm meeting a friend. But if you're just looking for a little conversation to keep you company, I'll be happy to oblige until another guy comes along to whisk you away."
She sent him another funny look, almost a probing look, before turning her attention to the bartender and ordering a drink. When she turned back to him, she said, "Your wife is a lucky woman."
"Some might say I'm a lucky man," he returned with a slight shrug.
Before he could engage the lovely brunette in deeper conversation, he heard someone call his name, and he turned to see a tall man gesturing at him in welcome. Luke figured this must be A.J. as he politely excused himself and went to meet the other man.
"Man, same old Luke," he was greeted with a big smile and hearty handshake. "I knew not even a ton of bricks could keep my man down. How are you feeling?"
Luke had hoped he'd remember something when he saw A.J., but he remembered nothing. They were seated, and Luke explained to the other man all about his recovery and in return was told a lot about the accident that he hadn't remembered.
But it didn't jog any memories either. As they ate, Luke felt himself loosing hope all over again. He was beginning to think he wouldn't remember anything else at all.
"You know, you do seem different, I think." Luke glanced across the table at his former co-worker and friend and smiled at the comment the other man had just made. A.J. Kincaid hadn't really been what Luke was expecting. A.J. was a tall, wiry black man probably in his early 30s. He'd met Luke at the restaurant wearing a Chicago Cubs hat and a white t-shirt that stated "I'm not getting smaller I'm backing away from you." No, Luke hadn't remembered him at all, but he picked up a few things right away. A.J. was a quiet guy by nature, but when he spoke he had a crazy sense of humor. He also wore a wedding ring and seemed to love his wife very much.
"Different?" Luke repeated, lifting his coffee for a sip. "What do you mean?"
"I don't know," A.J. shrugged. "More laid back. More relaxed. Before, you always seemed to have the weight of the world on your shoulders."
"Hmmm," was Luke's only reply. He felt like he still had the weight of the world on his shoulders. Then, "From what I understand, you and I were pretty decent friends. Didn't I ever tell you why I might act that way?"
"I don't know, man," he shifted uncomfortably. "I never wanted to get up in your business like that."
"I just thought I might have told you, that's all."
A.J. hemmed and hawed for a bit longer until he finally admitted, "Well, yeah, I guess I had a pretty good idea why."
"Oh?"
He shrugged. "We worked together on a couple of jobs, you know? One time, I don't even remember where we were, but we got pretty drunk one night with some of the guys. Afterward, when it was just the two of us, you started talking some crazy shit."
"About what?" Luke asked, really interested now.
"You pulled out this picture you always carried with you," A.J. said. "I'd seen it before, but I always figured the girl in it was an old girlfriend or something. You finally told me she was your wife. Then you showed me the wedding ring you wore on a chain around your neck. Man, I never even knew you'd been married before that night."
Luke had another sudden, vague recollection of the picture A.J. was referring to. It had been a picture of Luke and Sarah that had been taken the night of their third anniversary. It had been the only one he'd kept when he'd left her, and he'd often pulled it out of his wallet and looked at it to remind himself that life had its good times too.
"Then you started talking about how she'd screwed around on you. Some shit about how you'd tried to forgive her, but then some friend of hers had given you a tape that proved she was still screwing around behind your back and gotten knocked up by this other dude. I didn't ask for any more details, because I didn't want to know any more than that."
"So the reason I left Sarah was because I saw a tape?" Luke repeated, and it made sense. "I said she was pregnant by another man? I actually told you that?"
Had Sarah lied when she said it was one-time event? Did she know, even now, that Jack wasn't his? He raked a frustrated hand through his hair and asked A.J. again if he'd said anything else.
"Just back around January, you asked if I could help you get a gig in Atlanta," the black man said. "I called up an old friend, and we both signed on. When I asked why you were so keen to come here, all you said was you had unfinished business you needed to take care of. I just sort of figured it had to do with your wife."
When Luke realized he wasn't going to get any more clues from A.J., he thanked the man and went to pay for their lunch only to have A.J. stop him and say, "I owe you my life. The least I can do is pay for lunch."
On the drive back to his place, Luke wondered about the tape A.J. had mentioned. He figured Bree-Anne had been the one to show it to him. He decided he'd have to track her down and confront her. If he pretended he remembered what was on the tape, she might be more open to revealing details on her own.
Luke was feeling confused about everything as he walked the stairs to his apartment. Why could he remember a few details now and not the rest? He was thinking of calling his doctor when he pushed open the door to his apartment and then jumped, startled, when he saw the woman sitting there on his couch.
"Sarah!" He clutched his chest and wondered how in hell she'd gotten in here. "You scared me to death!"
"Sorry," she said, looking nervous herself. "I...I told the landlord I was your wife."
"And he let you in, just like that?"
"I have talked to him on the phone before," she said, and then shrugged. "I hoped you wouldn't mind. I had written down the address that was on your license back when you were in the hospital, in case..."
In case I needed to find you again. Luke supposed he could hardly blame her. He would have done the same thing in her shoes. "Where's Jack?"
"Staying with Edna," she said. "I know I shouldn't have left him, but I thought it was more important right now to be here, with you. You sounded so weird last night on the phone..."
With a sigh, Sarah relaxed and rushed toward him, hugging him as if she'd never been happier to see anyone. Luke felt himself return the gesture, despite these newfound doubts.
"I was afraid you'd remember something and start to hate me again," she admitted, and he wondered if she had come to keep him from finding out information.
Sarah must have felt him stiffen because she carefully pulled back to look him in the eye. "Have you remembered something?"
He didn't answer her. Instead, he pulled away and turned to put his keys on the table. Finally, he simply said, "I'm glad you came. I wanted to ask you some questions I think might help me remember some things."
Looking reassured now, she nodded and reclaimed her place on his sofa, gesturing for him to sit close beside her. "I want to help. Even if what you remember changes how you feel about me and Jack, I want to help. Ok?"
He wasn't sure he believed her, but he decided to judge her responses and see what feeling he got from her before he decided one way or the other to trust her motives.
"When was the last time you actually saw Riley, or Bree-Anne for that matter?" he asked and watched her reaction carefully.
Her face instantly changed to one of partial disgust. "The last time I saw Riley was the night he tried to force his way into my apartment. When I wouldn't let him in, he became very nasty. He told me you would never take me back, that he'd made sure of that, and how did I like knowing that most of our so-called friends had been betting on how long it would take him to get me into bed? He said it had been easier than he'd ever imagined it would be and a lot of people had collected big money on the wager. He called me a slut and a whore and said I should be grateful he was still interested because no one else in their right mind would be. That's when my neighbor across the hall interrupted. Not long after, I moved. I haven't seen him since. Why? What did he say to you?"



Luke wondered if Sarah was being clever by referring to Riley in the present tense, or did she truly not know that he'd died? Shaking his head, he reminded, "And Bree-Anne?"
The look of disgust turned into one of almost hatred. "Bree-Anne, my so-called best friend? She seemed to be so sympathetic after everything that happened and you left. I thought she was the one person I could count on. She even said Riley was a bastard and encouraged me to get a restraining order when he kept harassing me. I was such a fool.
"She convinced me it would do me good to get out—it was right after you left me, before I knew I was even pregnant. Even though I didn't want to, I finally agreed to meet her for dinner at one of our old hangouts. I excused myself to go to the restroom and when I came back, I saw that she was talking to one of our other friends. They didn't see me approach and I overheard Bree-Anne telling Lynn what a pathetic creature I was. She laughed about Riley's infatuation with me and said that it was no surprise because I'd been leading him on for months. Then she said it was a shame I'd gotten caught and run you off because she was pretty sure she had just about worn you down and gotten you in the sack too. They had another good laugh at my expense, and I let it be known I'd heard the whole thing before I left. I haven't seen or talked to the bitch since."
Luke had to admit she was being consistent with her story. Still, he felt the need to ask pointedly, "And you're sure you only slept with Riley once? It didn't happen again?"
"What?" Sarah looked at him, obviously not pleased by the question. "What has that creep been saying, Luke? Of course it only happened once. It only happened once, and that was one time too many. You don't seriously believe that whatever he's told you is the truth, do you?"
Luke only shrugged. "What do you think he's told me?" he asked and waited for her reaction.
"You know what," she said after a second's silence. "Nothing I do or say can prove to you I'm telling the truth. Either you believe me or you don't. If you don't, that's fine. I'll have to accept it and live with it. But I will not keep paying for a stupid mistake I made once three years ago."
She made to leave, and Luke realized she meant it. That went a long way in convincing him maybe she was telling the truth. "Sarah, wait. I have remembered some things."
She stopped and turned to look at him. The expression on her face was part shock, part hope, and part worry. "You have?"
He reached for the classifieds and passed them to her, pointing out the ad circled in red. All of the color drained from her face, then she turned a becoming shade of red, as if she were almost embarrassed by it. "You saw this?"
"Back after the new year," he said. "I was in Louisiana. I picked up the paper and couldn't believe it when I saw that. I knew it was from you."
Sarah nodded, then walked back over to the sofa and sank down on it. She lifted a hand to her mouth, and he realized she was fighting a wave of emotion. "I ran this ad for almost two years. I can't believe – I mean, I didn't know how else to reach you. You needed to know about Jack, you see. There were weeks when I thought about canceling the ad, but I didn't. I couldn't. And you saw it? Wow."
*** Sarah had been sitting in the doctor's office eight months into her pregnancy when she'd spotted someone in her small town reading the Atlanta newspaper. The perfect idea had hit her then! Luke and his newspaper fetish. She'd been on a tight budget, but she'd been desperate and had justified the extra expense of running a small classified ad. Every month she'd considered canceling it, figuring it was useless. And every month, she'd refused to give up hope.
She felt Luke sink onto the sofa cushion beside her, and then he placed an arm around her for comfort, to ease the shock of this discovery. Softly, he explained, "I was still wary about coming back, but after I saw that ad, I had to. That's why I took a job here. I think when the accident happened, I was trying to find you. Didn't I write you at the P.O. Box?"
Still shaky with emotion, Sarah shook her head. "I check that P.O. Box every week. All I've gotten have been letters from horny guys looking for a good time."
Luke frowned, looking thoughtful. He was probably wondering the same thing she was. Why hadn't he written her? "What else have you remembered?" she asked.
His frown turned into a sort-of smile. "Not much. Bits and pieces of our wedding. Did we go on a vacation to the Bahamas at some point?" When she nodded, he added, "Yeah, I remember some of that too. Not much else though."
"But it's a start," she pointed out and impulsively reached to kiss him on the cheek. He sighed and then blurted out, "Riley is dead."
Her first thought – as crazy as it was – was that Luke had killed him. That he'd gotten so angry after coming here, he'd beaten the other man to a pulp. She just blinked and repeated, "Dead?"
Luke nodded. "Apparently not long after I first left you a few years ago. I wanted to go to the library and look up his obit to be certain of the details, but from what I understand it was an accident."
"But...that doesn't make sense," she frowned. "He just sent me a package. I know, because I recognized the handwriting."
"None of this makes much sense," he admitted. He rubbed a hand over his face, rubbed his eyes and said, "I think, maybe, that Riley did something to convince me the two of you were having an ongoing affair. I suspect that Bree-Anne might know more about it than either of us realizes. At this point, she's our only hope of getting some answers, but she married some rich guy and I have no idea how to find her."
Sarah listened to Luke's theory and had to admit it made sense. "You might not have any ideas how to find her, but I do."
It was quite simple, really, Sarah thought later as they stopped to grab some dinner before returning to Luke's place. She pulled out the notes she'd written down at the library. All they'd had to do was use an internet terminal to access the engagement and wedding announcements in the newspaper's archives. She'd known Bree-Anne well enough to know the woman would want to advertise the fact that she'd finally landed a big one. And she had. The wedding write-up had even detailed the groom's employment information as well as Bree-Anne's so-called contributions to area charities. That had earned a snicker from Sarah. Bree-Anne didn't have a charitable bone in her lithe little body. Armed with a name to reference, it was easy enough to find Bree-Anne's new home address and phone number listed in a search engine.
They'd also looked up Riley's obit, and Sarah hadn't been quite certain whether she believed he was truly dead until she'd read it there in black and white. Oddly, she'd just felt sort of numb then.
"So, Sherlock, do we go visit Bree-Anne when we leave here, or do you have another plan up your sleeve?" Luke asked once their waiter had delivered their food.
She glanced at Luke and caught the smile he sent her way. He was clearly impressed that she'd tracked down the other woman so easily, and even if he still had doubts about her, Sarah figured he'd shoved them to the back of his mind, for now.
"Actually, I need to call and check on Jack," she said with a sigh. "Do you mind if we pay Bree-Anne a visit tomorrow?"
"Yeah, we need to check on the kid," he agreed. "Might be nice just to kick back and relax for the night before the big confrontation."
She wondered if all he wanted to do was kick back and relax. Would they even be sharing a bed? For all she knew, he expected her to get a hotel room for the night. They hadn't really talked about it; she'd just assumed she'd be welcome to stay with him. Maybe she'd assumed too much, especially if he was having doubts again.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
Shaking herself, she forced a smile and answered, "Nothing. Just tired. I didn't get much sleep last night."
"Yeah, well, I hate to say this, but don't expect to get much tonight either." Her surprise must have shown on her face because he suddenly laughed and added, "Get your mind out of the gutter, lady. I meant because my bed isn't all that comfortable in the apartment. That reminds me, how did you manage to pay my rent these past few months?"
She felt herself turn a little red as she admitted, "Actually, I had a little savings." Savings she'd planned to use to repair the must-be-fixed in her house before winter came around again. When she'd come up short for his rent last month, she'd borrowed from her parents, who'd said it was for a worthy cause anyway. She'd figured the least she could do for her husband was make sure his stuff was preserved until he could get back to it.
When they got back to the apartment, they watched a DVD and then decided to turn in early. Sarah wasn't sure if Luke wanted to make love or not, but she changed into her best nightgown anyway. Her insecurities fled when Luke saw her in it. The look in his eyes was all too familiar and made her smile a little.
When he went to kiss her, she went into his arms with a sigh. "Luke?"
"Mmm?"
"Will you just hold me tonight?"
"Hold you?" He pulled back to look at her carefully. "You don't want to--?"
"I do," she assured him. "But I'm really tired, and I'm really worried. I'd just like to be held right now. Is that OK?"
"Sure."
He stripped down to his boxers and let her get settled in. She patted the mattress beside her, and he crawled into bed. She sighed when his arms slid around her from behind, keeping her close and making her feel protected again. She began to think about all they'd discovered today. She thought about Riley and his wasted life. She thought about Jack and how much she missed him. She thought about Luke and how strong he was to be handling everything so well. When he regained his memories, he would probably leave her. She knew she would feel that loss for the rest of her life.
The first tear spilled over and she wiped it impatiently away. "You OK?" Luke asked softly in the darkness.
The tears were falling too fast to catch now, and she laughed at herself. "I don't even know what I'm crying for."
"It doesn't matter. Let it out." She turned over and buried her face in his shoulder. He put his arms around her and held her while she wept, just like he always had.
And they both wondered what would happen tomorrow as they allowed exhaustion to claim them for the night.
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Luke and Sarah strode up the path to the Fletcher house, or rather mansion, Luke thought to himself, eyeing the large estate with trepidation. He and Sarah had argued over breakfast about how best to approach the newly-married Bree-Anne Fletcher.
He'd wanted to do it alone; so had Sarah. They'd finally settled on doing it together. "The shock value of both of us might stun her into revealing more than she would to either of us alone," Sarah had pointed out, and he'd had to agree.
When he rang the doorbell to announce their visit, he felt Sarah's hand slide into his and squeeze it a little too tight for comfort. "No matter what happens, you're still coming home to me and Jack, right?" she asked in a strained voice.
He wondered why she'd ask something like that now but decided he'd find out soon enough. Before he could answer, the door swung open and a small middle-aged woman in cleaning garb asked, "Can I help you?"
Sarah cleared her throat and beamed a smile at the woman. "Hi there. We're old friends of Bree-Anne and were passing through town. Is she home, by any chance?"
"She's around back in the garden. Please come in and I'll tell her you're here." The woman led them into a warmly decorated living room and then asked, "Who may I tell her is calling?"
"The Johnstons," Sarah said, sending Luke a veiled glance and adding another squeeze to his hand.
When the woman left, Luke decided to snoop around a little. Bree-Anne had obviously married well. The paper had said her husband was the CEO of a local marketing firm. Luke walked around the room, looking at expensive knick-knacks and framed photos of people. His eye caught one and stopped. He picked up the frame of the man and woman and said, "Hey, I know this lady."
Sarah rushed over to look for herself. "You remember her?"
He shook his head. No. It was the lady from the bar and grill, the one who'd tried to pick him up. "I saw her yesterday at the restaurant."
"Well, she used to be blonde and I'm pretty sure she's had a nose job since I last saw her, but that's definitely Bree-Anne," Sarah pointed out.
Luke suddenly got a very bad feeling about this and was tempted to grab Sarah's hand and leave.
"I was wondering if you two were going to show up," a distinctly feminine and British voice said, capturing Luke's attention. He lifted his head and saw the woman from the picture standing in the doorway, not looking the least bit phased to see them in her home.
Sarah pressed closer to Luke, but calmly returned, "Hello Bree-Anne. It's been a long time."
The other woman's eyebrows shot up as she smiled at the comment. She stepped further into the room and said, "Let's not kid each other, Sarah. It hasn't been long enough for either of us. Can I get either of you a drink?"
Luke and Sarah exchanged glances as if to say Is she kidding? Then Luke pointed out, "Your voice is very different than it was yesterday. One might think you were deliberately disguising it from me then."
Bree-Anne laughed. "How true. I have to say I expected you to remember me anyway. After all, we knew each other so intimately at one time. Then again, I suppose you don't remember any of that, do you? Pity."
"What are you talking about?" Sarah asked, even as Luke frowned at the implications.
"Oh Sarah, don't be so bloody stupid," Bree-Anne chided. "Who do you think Luke turned to when he found out you were cheating on him? Of course, that was a long time ago and I am married now. Quite happily, in fact, so if you will please just say what you came to say and leave, I would appreciate it."
Sarah shot Luke a look full of hurt and shock. He wished he could tell her it wasn't true, but hell if he knew if it was or not. His frown turned angry as he focused on the other woman and asked, "Why were you following me yesterday? How do you know about my amnesia?"
She shrugged and took a sip of the drink she'd prepared herself. "The accident made the papers. But I was hardly following you. I just happened to be at the same restaurant as you yesterday. Pure coincidence."
"Yeah, well, I'm starting to think there are no such things as coincidences."
"Suit yourself," she said. "What is the purpose of this lovely visit anyway?"
Luke stepped forward and demanded, "What did you tell me to make me leave Sarah?"
She laughed. "Tell you? Why nothing but the truth. In fact, I think it was what I gave you that finally did the trick. Sorry, Sarah, dear, but I couldn't keep your secrets forever. Dear Luke deserved better. It was quite sad, really, the way you and Riley were cuckolding him behind his back once he was trying to give you a second chance."
"What the hell are you implying?" Sarah demanded angrily.
"Does it really matter anymore? Let's just put it all behind us. Obviously you two have, if you're here together. Or did you try to use Luke's amnesia to hide your dirty affair?"
Sarah moved toward her smug-looking nemesis, with what intent he didn't know, but Luke grabbed her and held her back just to be safe. "You gave me a tape," he pointed out.
Something flickered in Bree-Anne's eyes as if he'd caught her by surprise, finally. "So you have remembered?"
"What tape? What are you talking about?" Sarah asked.
"Tell Sarah about the tape, Bree-Anne. I'm sure she'll find it enlightening to know you were taping her and Riley without their knowledge."
Sarah looked puzzled, but Bree-Anne had regained her composure and simply shrugged. "If I hadn't taped that conversation between them, you would have never known the truth."
So it had been an audio tape, not a video tape as Luke had first suspected. He probed for more details, saying, "I'm sure Riley knew it was being recorded, didn't he? I'm sure he even helped."
Again, Bree-Anne seemed surprised, but she agreed, "Poor Riley. It was his idea, actually. He really thought he was in love with your wife, but even though she was happy enough to carry on an affair, for some reason she didn't want to leave you for him. He wanted to help that along."
"That's a damned lie! And what conversation? What are you talking about?" Sarah demanded. "Luke, I swear I never led Riley on. After that one night, I made it clear I never wanted to see him again. You have to believe me!"
Suddenly Luke remembered. He remembered sitting in his office with Bree-Anne across from him as she pulled a tape out of her purse, looking pained to do so, and gave it to him. He remembered going down to his car for lunch and listening to the tape there.
The tape had been a little muffled, but he'd clearly been able to make out Riley's distinct voice talking and laughing with a woman. A woman who had sounded a lot like Sarah. As he continued to listen to the sounds of obvious lovemaking, he'd grown angrier and angrier, especially when the lovemaking stopped and Riley said, "What do you think Luke would do if he knew we were still seeing each other?"
"Probably kill us both," Sarah laughed. "Especially if he knew I was expecting your child. I suppose I'll have to convince him it's his. He'll probably be so happy, he won't even question it. I haven't told him yet that I'm pregnant, so I have some time."
Shaking himself of the memory, he stared anew at his wife, who still appeared angry by what Bree-Anne was suggesting.
"It was a conversation between you and Riley," Luke told Sarah now, even as he backed away from her a little. "Half of it was the two of you having sex, but the rest was pretty clear. You told him you were pregnant with his baby, but you'd convince me it was mine. ... Jack?" he breathed harshly and felt more pain than he would have expected at the revelation.
"What? No!" Sarah turned to Bree-Anne and demanded, "I never had a conversation like that. It wasn't me!"
"Who else could it have been?" Bree-Anne shot back haughtily. Sarah pointed a finger in her direction and accused, "You! You're pretty good at changing your voice. You must have somehow changed your voice to sound like mine."
"How ridiculous." Bree-Anne glanced at her watch. "As much fun as this has been, I'm afraid I'll have to ask you to leave now."
"No," Luke said.
He was remembering...
He remembered that he'd never slept with Bree-Anne. She had just implied, not fifteen minutes ago, that he had. That meant she was lying then, and he knew she had a history of lying. Why hadn't he realized it might not have been Sarah on the tape?
The memories were clear now. They were assaulting him, making him dizzy. He turned to look at the woman who had once been his assistant and said, "You killed Riley, didn't you?"
"What?" she turned red. "How dare you!"
"You were helping Riley embezzle funds from the firm," he said, still remembering. "That's one reason you were so intent on driving a wedge between me and Sarah. To keep me so distracted, I wouldn't find out. But I did, didn't I? At least, I almost had enough evidence to turn you and Riley in, but that's when you gave me that tape. You encouraged me to leave Sarah and leave town, and by that point, nothing mattered to me anymore so I did."
"You're talking crazy," Bree-Anne argued, but even so, she was backing away. Sarah was casting glances between him and her ex-friend as if everything was starting to make sense.
"Why would she kill Riley? How?" Sarah asked quietly.
"That I can't answer," Luke admitted.
"You can't prove any of this!" Bree-Anne said, looking more and more discomfited by the minute.
Luke thought hard for a second and then, "You tried to have me killed. You had someone rig the site I was working on so it would give way and crush me. How did you know I was even back in Atlanta?"
"I've always known where you both were," she said, and then realized she'd probably admitted too much.
"Both of us? But..." Sarah shook her head, then looked as if she'd just had a major revelation. "It was you who sent me that package! You must have sent them all. But why?"
"Isn't it obvious?" Luke said, feeling more confident in his conclusions now. "To control you. She wanted you out of town as much as she wanted me out of town. If you were still here, I might come back for you someday. She used your fear to drive you into hiding and to insure you never came back. Just as she used my anger to drive me away. She had us pegged all along."
"Even if it's true, you have to realize I was only doing it to protect you. If you came back here, I would have to—"
"Kill me?" Luke said, moving in close to shield Sarah in case the other woman was to do something crazy. "I guess you must have gotten pretty nervous when you saw I was back in town. You have a lot more to loose now – a husband, money, respect. If I went to the police with my suspicions, your whole world would crumble. Do you know it was pure luck I was the only one who got hurt in that accident? You might have killed other innocent men in the process."
Bree-Anne looked at him calmly for a second, then turned back to the bar. She quickly downed a glass of something and turned back to face them. Only this time, she had a small gun in her hand.
"I didn't want to do this," she said emotionally. "The whole thing with Riley was an accident. We were having dinner at his place; I was trying to convince him to give up his infatuation with Sarah. He knew where she was and was thinking of going to see her, but I tried to make him see that could only stir you up again if you found out. Make you vengeful toward the both of us. When he had a reaction to something he ate, I didn't know what to do. I panicked. I left him alone. I didn't know he'd die! It was only afterwards that I realized what a good stroke of luck it had been for me. With him dead, I didn't have to split the money with him. There was no one around who knew the truth, except for you, Luke, but you were gone and didn't give a damn about anything anymore. Everything seemed to fall into place after that."
"Until I came back,' Luke pointed out bitterly.
"I'm sorry. I love my husband. I love him enough to kill you to keep him from ever finding out the truth. It's not even about the money anymore. Can you understand that?" She swallowed hard and raised the gun a little higher. "I followed you yesterday as a test. If I could convince myself you really couldn't remember anything, I was going to let you go on with your life with Sarah. You see, I finally understand now, what it's like to love someone as much as you two did. I was so damned relieved when you didn't recognize me. Then you had to ruin it by coming here. Damn you! How am I going to cover this up now?"
"You can't," Luke said calmly. "Killing us will only make things worse for you. Right now, you're only facing embezzling charges. You might even get off with probation. Killing us will get you ten years to life in prison."
Luke sensed Bree-Anne's actions before she took them. He was already moving toward her even as she raised the gun and was pointing it at herself. He dove toward her just in time to knock her to the floor. The gun went off. Sarah screamed. "Luke!"
Rolling over, feeling light-headed, the last thing he saw before passing out was Sarah's concerned face leaning over him.
Epilogue
Halloween had always been a favorite time of year for Sarah. She always enjoyed the feeling of fall beginning to change to winter in Georgia, and even more so, she enjoyed seeing the excitement on the faces of the children she taught as they dressed in various costumes and worked on Halloween crafts while waiting for the end of the day to arrive.
With a slight little smile, Sarah saw her last student off safely to the dismissal area and wondered why this Halloween seemed so different from the others she'd experienced. Maybe it was because of Luke.
As if just thinking about him had conjured him in the flesh, she felt a pair of strong arms slide around her waist from behind as she was writing the next day's lesson on the chalkboard. With a happy sigh, he leaned his head on her shoulder and said, "Aren't you finished yet? Jack is dying to show you his costume."
She smiled to herself. She suspected it was Luke who was dying to see her costume rather than Jack showing her his. Luke had made a game of Halloween this year. They, along with Edna of course, were set to attend a Halloween party at the Kincaid house after they took Jack trick or treating. Luke had decided none of them would show the others their costume until Halloween night. Jack had been the exception, of course, but he'd chosen to let Luke help him pick out his costume this year, keeping it a secret from Sarah.
"I suppose I can call it a day," she said, turning to give him a teasing kiss. "Besides, I need to get home and get dressed soon, don't I?"
"Sure, and I'll be glad to help with that last part."
She eyed him haughtily in mock disgust and couldn't help but smile inside knowing how lucky they were. She'd almost lost him three times now, but thank goodness, luck had been on their side.
He'd saved Bree-Anne's life and managed only to get grazed by the bullet, but when he'd passed out and she'd seen the blood, Sarah had been certain he'd been fatally wounded. The grief she'd experienced in that minute had been overwhelming. To have had him back again only to lose him so soon had seemed like the cruelest of fates. He'd woken up just as the paramedics had arrived, only to look at Sarah and say, "Hey, if it gets me this much attention, maybe I should keep having more accidents. What do you think?" Then he'd smiled, and she'd cried in relief.
The months following had been a time of transition for her, Luke and Jack. Bree-Anne had been arrested, of course, and much to Sarah's surprise, the other woman's husband had seemed determined to stand by her, at least for now. Bree-Anne's trial for attempted murder was coming up in a few weeks, and even though her one-time friend seemed genuinely remorseful now, Sarah wasn't sure how she felt about any of it anymore. She was just glad the truth had come out, and Bree-Anne was getting help.
Luke still hadn't fully recovered all of his memories. It seemed likely he never would. But he didn't seem to mind anymore, and a lot of the memories he could now access were of the early days, when he and Sarah had been so much in love. Sure, they still had their awkward moments, but they were getting through them.
Jack had tested Luke's authority something fierce those first few weeks, but Luke seemed to know just what to do to keep their son in line. He and Jack were fast becoming best friends, and although Sarah sometimes felt oddly jealous and left out, she was willing to step aside and share her son with his father.
Luke had also continued his friendship with A.J., and Sarah had found a kindred soul in A.J.'s wife too. Luckily their new friends also had two kids, one of which was a little boy a year older than Jack. The two families often did things together now that Sarah hadn't had an opportunity to do when it was just her and Jack.
"So, what's your costume, mister?" Sarah asked Luke as he drove her home.
"What? Isn't it obvious? I'm Perry Mason, of course!" he said, then sent her a teasing smile as he flipped his tie up. On a trial basis, he was working at a small lawyer's office near the school she taught at. This time around, however, Luke was making a point of taking cases that truly helped people who couldn't afford big fees and who had legitimate cases. He seemed happy doing it, and that's all that mattered to her.
Once home, Sarah left Luke to deal with their son, who was dressed in an adorable costume as Spiderman. Edna, their elderly neighbor, was dressed as a clown. Sarah reached into the hiding place she'd made and pulled out the box containing her costume. She supposed Luke was expecting her to be dressed in something scandalous, but she just hadn't been able to bring herself to purchase the playboy bunny or French maid outfit she'd seen. She hoped she'd reached a good compromise, choosing something she wanted and something he would appreciate. It had cost a little more, but she figured it would be worth it.
Squeezing into the tight leather outfit proved to be more daring than she'd anticipated. When she had it on, she figured she'd gone a size too small, but it still looked pretty good on her. The leather molded her body like a second skin. She tousled her hair and then used the hairspray paint to add a finishing touch to the costume. Satisfied, she stepped into the hall and called, "Everyone ready to see mine now?"
Jack yelled back, "Come on, mama! Let me see. Let me see!"
Smiling, she stepped into the living room and twirled.
"Wow! You're an X-men, mama!" Jack pointed out excitedly.
"Remember which one?" she asked her son, then tilted her head so he could see the white streak in her hair.
"Rogue! Cool!" Jack danced around impatiently. "Look, Nanna. Me, mama and daddy are all going as superheroes!"
Sarah glanced around, not seeing Luke anywhere. Just then he came walking into the room, messing with his costume and not paying attention to Sarah's yet. She had to laugh, but it was a surprised, pleased laugh that caught his attention and made him look up at her.
"What! You copied my costume, woman!" he mock growled. He was dressed in the male version of her costume, another X-man. Obviously they'd gotten it from the same place. They were too similar not to.
She supposed great minds think alike. Not to mention, Jack made them watch the movies at least twice a week.
"Yeah, daddy, but which one are you supposed to be? You don't look so much like Wolverine," Jack pointed out. "Ooooh! Put on some sunglasses. You'll be Cyclops!"
Luke smiled as he walked over and pulled Sarah into his arms. "Which one is Rogue's boyfriend?"
Jack bounced up and down. "In the cartoon it's Gambit, but you don't look like Gambit either, Daddy. Gambit has this long coat he wears."



Luke pulled back, considered his costume for a second, then walked over and pulled Sarah's tan trench coat off the coat rack. He slung it around his shoulders. "This better?"
Jack cheered and laughed and said, "Not really. You're silly, Daddy."
Tossing the trench coat aside, Luke pulled Sarah close again, nuzzled her ear and said, "You're my woman. I'm keeping you close in case any other X-men get any ideas."
She laughed and kissed him. "Trust me. You don't have to worry. You're the only X-man for me."
Grabbing his father's hand, Jack interrupted with a fierce, "OK, let's go now please!"
Laughing, Luke scooped Jack up into his arms, gave him a tickle and smiled as his son squirmed and Sarah giggled.
Watching the happy family, Edna Nash felt a tear at the corner of her eye. They had their fair share of problems, but these folks would make it. The love in the room tonight was downright inspirational, and she was honored to be a part of it.
"All right, superheroes, let's go," she said before all this emotion had her blabbering away.
She had always been a sucker for a family in love.
***
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Cassie Ross struggled to push her way through the heavy door as the full impact of the night's events began to sink in and overwhelm her. Someone brushed past her in a hurry, not even noticing that she had tears streaming down her face. Actually, that was just fine with Cassie. She hated for anyone to see her cry. Dammit, she hated being weak enough to cry in the first place.
Finally outside in the fresh air, she paused to gather herself, angrily wiping the tears from her face. She took a deep breath and decided what her next move should be. The flashing red lights of a nearby ambulance cast an eerie glow over Cassie's already strained face as she reached into her coat pocket and grabbed her cell phone. She hated to do this – god, how she hated to do this – but she really didn't have much choice.
With a steady hand, she managed to dial her sister's home number. "Cassie? Good lord, Cassie, what time is it?" Heather answered, obviously still half asleep. Then, "What's wrong? Are you OK?"
Squeezing her eyes shut, she admitted, "I'm at the hospital. Can you come pick me up?"
"What? Oh my god, what happened? Are you OK?"
Cassie had to relive everything over again as she explained it all to her younger sister. Getting the frantic phone call from her best friend; Rushing to Andrea's house to find her beaten and bruised so badly she was barely conscious; Calling 911 and the ambulance ride to the hospital; Calling Andi's parents to explain that Pete had finally beaten Andi badly enough to put her in the hospital. Then there was the drama of convincing Andi to press charges against her husband, and finally giving a statement to the police.
Cassie would have stayed the rest of the night with her best friend, but Andi's parents had arrived not too long ago. Mrs. Patterson encouraged Cassie to go home, get some rest and come back tomorrow. It would have been no big deal if she had her car with her, but it was still sitting in front of Andrea's house, with her purse and wallet still inside. She hadn't thought much about it when she pushed herself into the ambulance with a glare at the paramedics and the lie that she was Andrea's sister. Yeah, Heather always accused Cassie of being a bit too impulsive sometimes, and yeah, occasionally Cassie could see her point. Hindsight is a bitch sometimes.
Cassie found a bench near the entrance and waited for her sister to arrive. She buried her face in her hands and tried to not cry again. Poor Andi. They'd been friends since grade school. They'd survived everything together, and now this. The worst part was, Andi still loved the bastard who did it to her. She even thought she deserved it for some reason. He'd been hitting her for months, but never as badly as tonight. Cassie had argued and yelled and cried, but nothing could convince Andi that this wasn't love. If it was, Cassie wanted no part of it, not now, not ever.
"Shit, I'm never getting married," she whispered under her breath, shaking her head and glancing around. How many other women were in this hospital tonight because their husbands had loved them the same way Pete loved Andi? With a scornful laugh, she suspected too many. Way ... too ... damn ... many!
Hell, even Heather and Jake's marriage hadn't been a picnic. Cassie had really believed her little sister's marriage would be the one that proved to her that maybe, just maybe marriage could be a good thing. What had happened? Heather herself fucked things up, that's what. She'd cheated on Jake, but amazingly enough, they'd worked things out and gotten married again a few years ago. Cassie was glad they'd gotten back together, but she wasn't holding her breath it would last. She hoped it would – god, please let it last – but that big ole realist inside her just wouldn't let her totally believe. She supposed she would always be flawed that way.
Still, she couldn't help but smile when she thought of how Heather and Jake found their way back to each other, with the help of a little cupid named Cassie, of course. It was almost out of character for her, but then again, this had been Heather and Jake. The little sister Cassie adored and the brother-in-law she'd come to love like a real brother. After seeing her sister walk around like a shell of her former self, Cassie caved in and called Jake, oh, about a year after the divorce. After much thought and creativity, and with Cassie's help, Jake had decided to put himself up for bid at a charity bachelor auction. After that, it was just a matter of Cassie convincing Heather to go ...
The problem was, thinking of that night also meant thinking of Kevin. And thinking of Kevin was a dangerous thing ...
"Hey beautiful, need a ride?"
She glanced up, startled out of her daydream. "Jake?"
Her brother-in-law smiled wryly and nodded as he approached in a pair of scruffy old jeans. He'd obviously gotten dressed in a hurry, but he still looked as cute as a button. "We didn't have anyone to watch the kid. We weren't sure what the situation was with Pete, so I insisted on coming alone. You OK?"
She nodded, but seeing the look on her face, he ordered, "Come here, you."
Grateful for a hug, she let herself accept the gesture of comfort - something else she rarely did. Touching was okay if you were naked, hot and horny with the opposite sex, but anything else ... hell no. Cassie just wasn't a touchy-feely sorta person.
This, however, was different. Tonight, she really needed it.
"So, how is she?" Jake asked when she pulled away, needing her space again. Cassie shrugged. "A few broken ribs, fractured arm, broken jaw. Doctors say she'll be OK – eventually."
Jake swore under his breath. "Bastard. Where is he? I hope the police have him rotting in a cell already."
"He wasn't there when I got to their house. The police said they're putting out a warrant for him, but if they can't find him tonight, it could be as late as Monday when he shows up for work before they get him," she explained, grateful when they reached his car so she was able to sit down again. Damn, she was tired. She sighed. "I need to go pick up my car. It's at their house."
She saw Jake's jaw clench tightly as he put the key in the ignition. "Then I suppose it's a good thing I came and not Heather. Maybe we'll get lucky. If he's home we can take turns beating the hell out of the creep."
Cassie smiled, liking the idea and liking Jake even more for saying it. Heather really had lucked out, she thought. Too bad Jake didn't have a twin, or an available brother she could sink her hooks into.
Of course, as her conscience reminded her, he did have an eligible best friend – Kevin. At least, last she knew, he was still eligible. For all Cassie really knew, Kevin could be married by now, or living with someone. She had to close her eyes at the sharp little sting that particular thought gave her. She really needed to see a shrink, she told herself. What? She didn't want Kevin, but she didn't want anyone else to have him? What the hell is that all about? Besides, it was a few years since they'd had their little fling. He probably didn't even remember her name by now.
Man, she wished she had a cigarette. She'd given it up a couple of years ago though. Nasty habit. She'd taken up yoga instead. Yeah, as if being able to wrap your legs around your neck could give you the buzz same as nicotine. What the hell had she been thinking, she mused, a tad crankily. Damn Kevin. She always got cranky when she thought about him. Not to mention all the rest of this shit she'd had to deal with tonight.
Laying her head against the window beside her, she closed her eyes and let herself remember, the way she sometimes did when she was feeling down and lonely, exactly what had happened the night she met Kevin Cooper.
***
"What the--!" Cassie hissed under her breath, momentarily fumbling with the envelope of money in one hand when she got her first look at the "ugly as sin" friend Jake had begged her to put out of his misery. She was to do this by bidding on him during the Valentine's bachelor auction Jake himself was participating in. "'Ugly as sin' my ass," Cassie breathed as she eyed the man on stage.
She listened to the auctioneer boast his assets – " ex-Marine, manages a sporting supply company and sidelines as an adventures tour guide". Cassie took a casual peek to see how much money was in the envelope. Jake had given it to her and said to use it all since it was going to charity. She pursed her lips and blew a silent whistle, estimating there was still close to two thousand left, even after what Heather had taken out to bid on Jake. From the sound of things, Cassie might need that much – if she decided to bid, that is.
As soon as the auctioneer had started the bidding, the women in the audience swarmed the stage like sharks. "Impressive", Cassie thought. Not even five minutes had gone by, and – what was his name, Kevin? – had already surpassed Jake's price. Well, she supposed, he was better looking than Jake in a 'Ken doll' sort of way. His dark hair was close-cropped, military-style, and he had the face of one of those guys you often saw on the cover of romance novels. Nice build. Muscular, but lean, she guessed from her distance. Nice package, sure, but what about the inside? Then again, he obviously had a sense of humor. He was playing up to the crowd, spinning around, lowering his jacket with a teasing look over his shoulder, and doing a little dance across the stage.
The guy was smiling and lapping up the attention and, once or twice, she could have sworn he looked her way. Cassie began to wonder if he and Jake had planned this. Was the poor dear expecting her to jump in with his friend's money and spare him from a fate worse than death, lest he be bought by an old hag with no front teeth? Was it all a setup? Hmmm, yes, she suspected it was, now that she thought about it.
Cassie didn't consider herself beautiful – in fact, there were far more attractive women in this room tonight – but she did consider herself a step above the trashy-looking bleached blonde currently trying so hard to win this ex-Marine. Cassie came here tonight to help get Heather and Jake together, but now that she was here, and having seen so many hot guys up for grabs, she was feeling a bit ... well, horny. She hadn't gotten laid in probably a year and she figured she was about due.
Cassie could really have fun with this, she decided, already enjoying watching this Kevin guy sweat a little. She gave only a smile and a friendly little wave in reply to his increasingly desperate looks in her direction. She made a point of tapping the envelope full of cash against her knee so he could see it, yet she made no move to make a bid.
Four hundred and fifty dollars. Five hundred! The bidding continued as Cassie continued her flirtatious will-I-or-won't-I stare down with Jake's handsome friend. Once or twice, she pretended to yawn and look away bored, but every time she returned her gaze his way, he was watching her. He was smiling – he had a great smile, she decided – and looked as if he couldn't wait to get her alone so he could – strangle her? He wiggled his eyebrows at her and she had to laugh. Ah, why the hell not? After bidding got close to eight hundred dollars, Cassie got a real thrill from finally, casually calling out, "Seventeen hundred dollars," in a voice that suggested they could take it or leave it and it wouldn't matter either way to her.
There was a comical hush for about thirty seconds, followed by a few gasps and giggles, but when the auctioneer accepted her bid, no one jumped up to compete. Maybe they were too stunned. Whatever. Cassie turned her back on the stage, grabbed her purse and nonchalantly left her seat, all-the-while she was giggling inside and doing a happy dance in her mind, especially as she heard the auctioneer say behind her, "Going once... going twice...Sold to the lady in red for seventeen hundred dollars, our highest bid tonight!"
Oh the drama! This was better than reruns of Dynasty, Cassie thought, feeling a bit like Alexis Carrington herself as she stepped up to the donation table and filled out a form as if she dropped close to two thousand dollars on a dime every day. She'd have to give Jake a kiss next time she saw him for the once-in-a-lifetime experience of playing rich.
Cassie sensed rather than saw him– Jake's friend, Mr. GQ. With a little sigh, she turned and said, "Seventeen hundred dollars could pay my rent for three months. I do hope you're worth it, Mr. Cooper."
"Oh, I am, Miss Ross," he smiled, reaching for her hand and lifting it so he could press a gentle kiss to the back of her hand, "Believe me, I'm worth even more than that, if I do say so myself."
Damn. She'd always wanted a guy to kiss her hand like that. She sighed and pulled her hand away. Enough with the romance. She wasn't the type to appreciate it anyway. She quirked an eyebrow and gave him a thorough once over, liking what she saw. With a satisfied smile, she asked, "Shall we plan our date now, or would you rather just go somewhere tonight instead of Valentine's Day?"
His chocolate eyes lit up with surprise and interest, and he said, "Or both?"
She raised her eyebrows. "I think we should probably take it one day at a time, hot stuff." She held out her hand. "We should probably start with formal introductions, don't you think? Cassie Ross."
"Cassie," he savored her name like a treat, taking her hand and shaking it. "Kevin Cooper. Pleased to meet you."
***
"I don't think anyone is home."
Cassie blinked and realized she was riding in the car with Jake. She blinked again and tried to focus on her surroundings, realizing they were parking next to her car in front of Andrea's house.
"Besides," Jake continued, "we passed at least two patrol cars on the way here. They're obviously keeping an eye on the place in case he shows up, if they haven't already got him, of course."
"Great," she said, reaching for her seatbelt. "Thanks, again, Jake. I appreciate this."
Cassie wasn't really afraid of Pete Hendricks – let the bastard come after her – but she didn't want to worry her sister so she agreed to let Jake follow her home. Her phone was ringing off the hook when she got there, and she didn't make it in time to catch whoever was on the other end. Probably Heather, she figured, calling to check to see if she was home yet. She waved Jake off and then closed the door behind her. She moved to pick up the phone and call her little sister when she saw that the message light was blinking on her machine. She hit PLAY as she tossed her keys on the table.
She had three messages. As she listened, she realized Jake had been right about warning her. Pete did know she'd gotten involved tonight, and he did have a grudge. In the first message, his voice was emotional, choked up as he begged her forgiveness and wanted to know if Andi was OK. In the next, it was obvious he'd been drinking. He went from crying one minute to yelling the next, telling Cassie it was her influence on Andrea that had wrecked his marriage and caused this to happen. The last message ... the last message was by far the worst. Pete's voice spewed out one angry, filthy curse after another as he called her a bitch and whore for getting Andi to press charges against him. He told her she'd better be careful, because the next time he saw her, he would split her open with his hunting knife and when he was done they'd never find her body.
As she slid down the wall clutching the phone to her ear, Cassie wondered how this day could possibly get any worse. Then, for the second time that night, she made a call she absolutely did not want to make.
"Jake," she greeted in a shaky voice. "If you haven't gotten too far, would you mind coming back and following me to your house? That is, if you guys don't mind if I c-came over for the rest of the night? I, uh, really don't want to be alone after all."
***
Kevin bounded up the walkway to his best friend's lake house with a smile on his face, hoping he'd planned his surprise visit just in time to get invited to their usual late Sunday morning breakfast. Heather cooked one helluva breakfast any day of the week, but she always seemed to cook an even bigger spread for Sunday brunch.
He glanced toward the lake and wondered if he could talk Jake into going with him and Faith for an afternoon canoe adventure while he was here. Jake's soon-to-be three-year-old had everyone – including her "uncle" Kevin – wrapped around her little finger. He didn't get to spend enough time with the kid and hoped he could squeeze in some today, if Heather and Jake didn't already have plans. He'd just gotten back from a trip hiking the Appalachian trail and hadn't seen the Devlin family for a couple of months.
As he got closer to the house, he spotted Heather at the kitchen window, smiling and talking as she worked in front of the sink. Yep, he smiled, just in time for breakfast. Then the figure of a woman came up behind her, and Kevin lost his footing.
Cassie was here.
Dammit!
As he pulled himself up from where he'd stumbled, Kevin stopped in his tracks and considered his options. No one was expecting him, and Heather hadn't spotted him yet. She was too preoccupied. He could turn around and go back the way he'd come, give Jake a call later, and no one would know any different.
He spun on his heels and realized he could forget that idea fast. "Uncle Kevin!" Faith squealed with joy and launched herself at him. "Mama, Uncle Kevin's here! Can we go swimmin', huh? Can we?"
He picked her up, settled her on his hip, and smiled wryly. "Swimmin'? Last time I took you swimmin', you kept splashin' half the lake on me. Now why would I want to take you swimmin', little girl?"
"I'm not little, I'm gonna be three years old!" she yelled, taking offense. That determined, stubborn glint in her eyes always reminded him of Cassie, and he sometimes wondered how she'd inherited so much of her aunt's temperament when her mama was as sweet as sugar. Then again, it was also probably the biggest reason he loved the kid so much.
"Yep," he agreed, giving her a little squeeze from the side. "And getting bigger and heavier every time I see you! Oh my back! My back!" He pretended she was too heavy to carry and slowly lowered her giggling body to the ground.
She ran straight for the door Heather was now holding open for him. "Hey stranger," Jake's wife greeted. "I didn't know you were back already."
He smiled at Heather as he stepped past her into the house. "Yeah, well, you know me. Full of surprises."
"Mama, I wanna sit beside Uncle Kevin for breakfast," Faith injected, clamping onto his leg and holding on tight. "And I wanna sit by Aunt Cassie too!"
Oh boy.
Heather rolled her eyes, closed the door and sent Kevin a what-are-you-gonna-do smile. "You and her Aunt Cassie both in one day. She probably thinks she won the lottery. Jake is in the den on the phone. He was supposed to be watching Faith, but I see she got outside without any of us noticing."
"Hey, I told you this kid is destined to be a Marine when she grows up," he teased with a grin, trying hard not to glance around and see where her sister had gotten to. Then again, if he knew Cassie, she was trying to avoid him, the same as he was trying to avoid her.
He found his friend pacing in front of the window, looking worried and tired and running a frustrated hand through his hair. "I see," Jake was saying. "So he hasn't been picked up yet? ... What about the warrant? ... I see."
Jake noticed Kevin with some surprise and nodded in greeting. He gestured toward the sofa and continued his conversation with whoever was on the other end of the phone. Kevin figured it must be pretty important if he was talking about warrants on a Sunday morning. Then Jake really caught Kevin's attention when he asked, "So you're saying it would be best to advise my sister-in-law to try and get a restraining order in the meantime?" He stopped pacing long enough to absorb the answer. It obviously didn't make him happy. With a frown, he said, "I see," and began pacing again.



What the hell was going on? Kevin wondered with a frown. First off, Cassie was here. Second, Jake was talking to somebody about a warrant. And now he was wondering if he should tell Cassie to get a restraining order?
Kevin let out a deep sigh and considered the possibility Cassie had gotten mixed up with the wrong sort of man again. Damn woman wouldn't know what was best for her if it jumped up and bit her on the nose.
He tried to push down the bitter taste that rose in his mouth, thinking about Cassie being with other guys. Why hadn't she been able to see that what she and Kevin had had was special?
***
Four years ago ...
"Tell me some more about yourself," Kevin encouraged. He and Heather's older sister had left the auction to grab some dinner in the hotel restaurant. He'd realized through all the small talk over lasagna and wine that this was a woman who could make mincemeat of him in a heartbeat.
Bold, independent, witty. Cassie Ross was more than he'd expected when he spotted the beautiful brunette across the room and jokingly asked Jake to hook them up. He'd only met Heather a couple of times, but she'd always been such a nice, quiet lady. He wondered how two sisters could be so different. Then again, maybe he just didn't know Heather very well at all.
Walking beside him, Cassie put her hands in the pockets of the jacket he'd let her borrow when they'd decided to take a short stroll through the hotel, and sent him a thoughtful look. "You're friends with Jake. I imagine you already know plenty about me."
"I know some," he admitted. "But not as much as I'd like to."
"I don't like talking about myself," she warned with a cutting glance, then sighed as if she realized she was being rude, and amended, "Since you obviously know more about me than I do about you, I think it's only fair I go first with the questions. Small talk is fun, but it doesn't really tell me anything about you."
"OK."
"You and Jake met in the Marines – you've known each other a long time," she said, having learned that much over their dinner. "So why is this the first I've ever heard of you?"
"Don't know," he shrugged. "Jake got out of the Marines, but I stayed, hoping to make a career of it. We kept in touch, but we never really got to see much of each other. I was supposed to be an usher at his wedding, but I couldn't get leave time. Otherwise, you and I probably would've met back then."
Kevin went on to explain how his father offered him a management position in one of his chain of sporting goods stores. Kevin chose to manage the store in this area because he liked the community and he knew Jake and another good friend both lived here.
"So you left the Marines to do that...?" Cassie prompted.
His smile faded. "My unit was on leave for the weekend. This drunk driver plowed into my car before I could react. Damn near killed me. I lost all feeling in my left leg, and the doctors weren't sure I'd ever walk again. I was approved for a disability discharge, so I took it."
She stopped and looked at him in something close to awe. Kevin had the feeling not much ever shocked her and was glad he'd managed it, as perverse a feeling as it was. She leaned against the railing in the upstairs lobby and looked him over head to toe. "I'm sorry, but you seem to be walking pretty good to me. I hope you sued your doctors."
He smiled. "What can I say? I love a challenge. Took me a quite while, a helluva lot of pain and therapy, but I can probably walk better today than I used to. It wasn't easy though, but once I decide I really want something I never give up. Truth is, in some ways, I suppose I ended up being one of the lucky ones. My old unit got called up for Baghdad last year. A few of them are dead now."
"Sorry to hear that." She nodded her head and looked thoughtful. "So now you're into extreme sports – rock climbing, that sort of thing? Are you crazy or did you decide you wouldn't mind dying after all?"
He leaned against the railing beside her and thought about the thrill, the fear, the joy he'd felt doing things he'd once never imagined he'd ever do. "When I was in the hospital and thought I'd never walk again, I told myself that if I ever could, I'd never stop living. You should try it sometime. You might even like it."
She scoffed. "Me? No way. The closest I get to active sports is watching the Cubs play on TV every year. Occasionally I'll venture out to a stadium for a local game, but that's it."
"The Cubs? Get outta here. You like the Cubs? They're my favorite team in the whole world."
"I love the Cubs." She made a face as she added, "I'm pissed Kerry had a bad year, but we saw some good stuff from Sosa and Prior last year. They'll pull it together though. You watch and see."
"My God, woman. I love you. Let's get married."
She chuckled at that and regarded him with her sauciest grin and an arched eyebrow. "You know," she said, stepping close and brushing against him, "why are we wasting time talking when there are much more pleasurable activities we could be doing?"
"Such as?"
In a move designed to seduce, Cassie slid her arms around his waist and licked her tongue against his lips. "Such as this," she said catching his lips and kissing the hell out of him. Long, slow, and easy. Then, "Take me to bed, Kevin," she whispered. "We can talk ... later."
Oh yeah, he was in trouble with this one, Kevin could tell. He'd only known the woman a few hours, and already he was hard as a rock, thinking about taking her to bed, and joking about marriage. He might have been less picky about his bed partners when he was younger, but these days, he didn't go to bed with a woman just because she was willing. He had to know and like her first. He really didn't know Cassie Ross worth a damn, but he could honestly say he liked her already. Maybe even more than like, if it was possible. He supposed he had just enough Italian in him on his mama's side to believe in love at first sight. He made a strangled sound in his throat when he felt her hand drift over his crotch and search out his cock beneath his trousers.
"Please?" she breathed, kissing him again.
How they made it in one piece to the hotel room he ended up renting, Kevin would never understand. This woman was irresistible, he thought, irresistible, plain and simple. As they struggled to get into the hotel room without loosing bodily contact – his hands in her hair, her lips nibbling at his mouth, his fingers trying their best to rid her of her dress while she tore at his shirt – Kevin thought of a whole slew of words to describe the effect Cassie Ross had on him. He couldn't remember ever feeling this attracted to any woman in such a short time. It was a little scary, but also exciting and ... hot.
He shut the door behind them then he felt her hand, her fingers easing down the zipper of his tuxedo pants with great care until she held him literally in the palm of her hand. He almost came then and there, especially when she began gently sliding her hand up and down his cock. Kevin grabbed her and spun until her back was against the wall. He got the vague feeling Cassie was trying to drive him out of his mind with lust – some kind of control issue, probably. Well, he was only too happy to return the favor.
Cassie seemed to hold her breath when he moved his lips from her neck to her mouth, thrusting his tongue inside at the same instant he pushed her panties down and slid his fingers inside her awaiting warmth. She was already wet and ready for him.
"I want—" he tried to say the words, to tell her he wanted to take it slow but he didn't think he could, not this time. She reached for him, pulled his head down to hers. Her mouth on his prevented the thought from forming into words, so he did the only thing he could at that moment. Grabbing her buttocks, he lifted her up and replaced his fingers with his cock. Then he was thrusting inside her with long, urgent strokes as she wrapped her legs around his hips and threw her head back, gasping for air and groaning out words like, "Yes!" and "Oh, that feels so good, don't stop!"
When it was over, they were both sweaty, gasping for breath, and grinning like fools. They rested against the wall, their bodies momentarily limp and sated. Kevin realized he was still wearing his pants and Cassie was fully dressed aside from the panties that were dangling from her foot. Well, he supposed you could say she was half dressed, with her dress pushed up around her waist and pulled dangerously low around her breasts.
"What are you grinning about, huh?" she asked, then nipped his bottom lip with her teeth.
"Why don't I explain it to you – in bed," he suggested, lifting her under her knees and carrying her toward the bed. He paused, a thought occurring to him, and he said a bit concerned, "I'm sorry. I wasn't expecting anything like this to happen tonight. I didn't use anything. Are you protected?"
With her arms wrapped around his shoulders, she arched an eyebrow and smiled at him. "Well, now's a fine time to ask, don't you think?" But then she nuzzled her face in the crook of his neck, kissed him so that he was sure he might have a hickey tomorrow morning, and said in a soothing voice, "Don't worry. I'm on the pill. Guess this must be your lucky night."
***
Kevin came back to the present when he realized Jake was asking him something about police, and did he know anyone on the force?
He shook himself. "I don't really know any cops that well. Why?"
Tossing the cordless phone aside, Jake explained what had happened Friday night. He ended with a description of the messages Pete had left on Cassie's answering machine.
Kevin swore. "Have they picked the guy up yet?"
"Not according to the officer I just talked to. To make matters worse, they won't assign any officers to watch over Cassie because he hasn't laid a finger on her. She doesn't even seem to be eligible for a restraining order at this point. I just need to go talk to a lawyer tomorrow morning," Jake said, running a hand through his hair. He glanced up toward the doorway and froze. "Hey, honey."
Heather was leaning against the door jamb, looking worried as she twisted a kitchen towel between her hands. She'd obviously overheard that last part too. "I just came to tell you breakfast is on the table."
With a sigh, Jake walked over and kissed her on the cheek. "We'll take care of this, don't worry. Right now, let's just eat and enjoy our family, OK?"
Kevin thought about leaving then – it would probably have been the polite thing to do. But he couldn't bring himself to do it. He was now preoccupied with worry about Cassie. He felt a bit sorry he'd misjudged her situation, and even sorrier because he knew she had to be going through a rough time right now.
He hadn't seen her in over a year, maybe even longer. Even then, it had been mostly a "Hey, how are you? Well great. See ya later," kind of situation. He'd run into her at a bar, where she'd been hanging all over some guy. Of course, he'd been on a date himself at the time, so he could hardly judge her for it.
Maybe it was arrogant of him, but he was pretty sure he knew Cassie better than just about anyone. Kevin realized she had some serious hang-ups when it came to relationships. She'd told him on their second date she didn't want anything serious, she didn't plan on ever getting married, and she liked living alone just fine, thank you very much. She didn't seem to like needing or being needed by anyone, and the first sign of commitment usually sent her running.
He took a deep breath and walked into the dining area. Cassie was sitting cross-legged on the floor, playing some silly patty-cake type game with little Faith, smiling and laughing. You could hardly tell she was under a tremendous amount of stress, Kevin thought to himself. She looked, in short, absolutely fantastic. Then again, she usually did. Cassie went to great lengths to hide what she was feeling from the world.
She glanced up and saw him. She didn't flinch. She didn't look away. She just forced a smile and said, "Hello."
"Hey Cassie."
Something about the look in her eyes reminded him of their first night together, when she'd woken him up sometime around midnight. She'd been getting dressed, searching for her clothes scattered across the hotel room floor, in the dark. "Whatsa matter?" he'd mumbled sleepily, stretching beneath the sheets. He'd startled her enough for her guard to be down when she looked at him. That look had been a mixed pot of scared, and vulnerable and panicked. Then she'd pushed her tumbled hair away from her face and said, sort of awkwardly, "I'm not the type of woman who usually sleeps with a guy on the first date, you know. I'm not –" She hadn't finished the comment, just picked up her bra and stuffed it into her purse as she turned away from him. He'd managed to get her back into bed, and she'd still been there for breakfast the next morning.
Kevin often wondered if he hadn't woken up then, if she'd have left without a word. He also wondered if he hadn't pursued her after that, if she'd have sought him out instead. He always figured the answer to both questions was no. She'd always made it clear she didn't want a "serious" relationship with anyone, least of all him.
They hadn't lasted together long enough for him to figure out why she felt that way. Sometimes, though, he couldn't help but wondering about it. He'd run through every clichéd scenario in his mind – she'd been abused as a child and had a hard time getting close to men as a result; she'd been involved in a bad relationship and didn't want to get hurt again; she had sexual issues that prevented her from getting emotionally involved. Whatever it was, he wasn't sure he'd ever know the truth. Maybe he didn't want to know.
As quickly as it had come, that look of fear and vulnerability vanished from her eyes, now veiled by her usual meet-the-world-head-on look. "How you been doing, hot stuff?" Cassie asked him as she picked up her niece, playfully tilted the little girl upside down, and headed for the table.
"Can't complain," he returned, smiling at the picture she and Faith made together. "How's the floral business these days?"
"Flourishing, thank God." She nodded to the chair beside the one she was claiming and said, "Have a seat. I promised your little girlfriend here we'd sit beside you, so don't get any ideas. Consider me the chaperon, if you must. You try to sneak so much as one little kiss from her, and I'll pound that face of yours into oblivion, mister."
"Ah, Faith, somethin' tells me your aunt is gonna drive all your future boyfriends crazy," he played along, addressing the little girl who was now sitting on Cassie's lap, giggling at him. "She'll probably follow you on every date, armed with a handgun and ready to use it at a moment's notice."
Heather laughed, and added, "She'll probably be accompanied by Jake, who will not only be armed but who will have probably bugged the poor boy's car."
"Huh? What's a date?" Faith asked in her sweet little three-year-old voice, and they all cracked up.
The playful banter continued as they all dug into the meal Heather had prepared. Kevin noticed Cassie didn't directly address him again, but neither did she seem as nervous around him as he'd expected she might be. No one brought up the subject of why she was staying with Jake and Heather until Cassie, having pushed her plate away and lifting Faith off her lap, said, "Well, folks, I need to be going. I want to run by the hospital and visit Andi, then I need to get home and do some cleaning."
Heather argued, "Wait, I'll go with you. Just give me a little while to clean up."
"Don't worry about it, sis. You need to stay here with your family. Besides, Andi's parents are still at the hospital, so I won't be there alone. I'll be fine, really."
"OK ... what time will you be back tonight?" Heather pressed.
Cassie paused, glancing at her sister carefully, and then said, "I think I'm gonna stay at home tonight."
Before his wife could argue, Jake said, "I don't think that's a good idea. Pete's still on the loose, Cassie. I don't want you taking any chances."
"I appreciate that, but I can take care of myself." She leaned over and kissed Faith on the top of her head. "You be good, sweet girl. I'll see the rest of you later."
Heather was visibly upset that her big sister was being so stubborn about the issue but too refined to cause a scene in front of company. Jake excused himself to walk Cassie out to her car, presumably to try and change her mind. He came back a few minutes later, looking none too happy.
Seeing his face, Heather stood up. "This whole situation is awful," she mumbled, and began cleaning away their mess. Faith, oblivious to the tension, started begging to go swimming, and Kevin suggested, "Why don't you take her, Jake, and I'll help Heather clean up. We'll meet you guys in a few minutes."
"I won't argue, I hate cleaning up. Come on, sweet pea, let's go get you ready for the lake," Jake said, lifting his daughter and retreating to the other room.
Kevin saw how tense Heather was and wished he could do something to help. He wished Cassie wasn't so pig-headed and realized how worried her family was about her.
"Tell me about your sister," he urged, seeing this as a great opportunity to learn more about the woman who'd haunted his fantasies for the past few years. "Have you two always been close?"
"Yeah." Heather smiled. "She's wonderful. She's always taken care of me. Probably more than she should have had to, but I love her dearly for it."
He scratched his chin and tried to seem casual as he mentioned, "Yeah, Jake said you lost your mom when you were young. That must have been tough on both of you."
"Well, it was on me for sure, but I sometimes wonder if it wasn't harder for Cassie. She suddenly had to go from being just my big sister to being my mom too. Did you know she worked two jobs after school to help my dad pay for my college? She could've gone herself, but she was more worried about me going." Heather sighed, looking reflective and a bit sad. "You know, even before our mom got sick, there were problems. Our parents fought a lot. I'm sure Cassie doesn't realize I remember that, but I do. I don't remember why they fought or anything, but I remember the yelling. Cassie probably knows, though. She was old enough to understand more than I did."
"That's tough," he said. "I'm sorry."
He glanced out the window. Cassie was a strong woman – she'd been conditioned to be – but was she strong enough to deal with this current situation alone? Maybe. The point was, she shouldn't have to, he decided.
"So, does your sister still live out near Crestfield Park?" he asked casually.
"Yeah, why?"
"Just wondering ..."
Just wondering how I'm gonna help Cassie through this, whether she likes it or not, he added to himself.
***
Four years ago ...
"You know," Cassie commented as she licked her fingers clean of barbecue sauce, "you're not a half bad cook. These wings are excellent."
"My mama taught me how to cook before I could walk, darlin', so I'll take that as a compliment," he shared, and she smiled at him.
"You know, that cute little accent of yours comes and goes, hot shot. Are you really from the south somewhere, or is it just an act to attract the ladies?" she teased.
"Texas born and bred," he swore with an impish grin, dimples and all. "Thing is, you learn pretty quick to lose the twang when you get thrown in a unit with a bunch of guys from New York and L.A. Otherwise, your life becomes a living hell of hillbilly taunts and incest jokes."
"I thought hillbillies were from Kentucky and cowboys were from Texas," she pointed out. "Cowboys are much sexier, in my opinion."
"I like the way you think," he said with a charming wink.



She shook her head when Kevin lifted some wine to top off her glass. "Uh-uh. I'm driving."
"Stay," he urged, and she was beyond tempted to say yes, she would love to stay the entire night with him in his bed. But that would mean another rule broken, and she just couldn't do it. She'd already broken far too many with him.
"I can't," was all she said, not wanting to have to think up a lie as to why she couldn't. She tugged on the lapel of his t-shirt she was wearing and said, "You know I'm going to have to borrow this to get home. You did a number on the one I was wearing when I came here, you naughty boy you."
"Mmmm, but I seem to recall we both had lots of fun in the process," he said with a remembered smile as he picked up his own glass for a sip. He was leaning back on the sofa in only his jeans, stretched out and comfortable, looking sexier than any man had a right, she thought, distracted momentarily from the TV as she looked at him instead.
She wolfed down the rest of her dinner and glanced at the college basketball game on TV with a contented sigh. "Yes we did. Look at that! That shot should have made it."
"Are you blind? It was off," he argued lazily. "Didn't even come close."
"Bull. You watch the replay. Anyway—" She smiled and rubbed her bare feet intimately against his hip. "Good food. Great sex. Game on the tube. What else you got planned for me, hot stuff?"
"Like I said before – where have you been all my life?" He lifted her feet and dragged her bare legs across his lap, then proceeded to caress his hands up and down her calves suggestively. "Did I mention I'm particularly fond of the 'great sex' you mentioned?"
Smiling, she wiggled her toes and settled more comfortably against him and the sofa. "Do tell."
"Talk's cheap. Why don't I show you instead?"
His hands were soon on her. They were gentle at first, then more demanding as they neared parts of her that were very vulnerable to his persuasion. He spread her knees and maneuvered himself between them, and Cassie just leaned back and waited to see what he had planned for her this time. When he began to rain kisses on her inner thighs, she thought she had a pretty good idea what that plan was, and she definitely approved. Most men loved receiving oral sex but did not enjoy giving it back to their partners. At least, they rarely volunteered the service, in her experience, but Kevin had surprised her by not only being considerate in that regard but very enthusiastic about it as well. He was definitely a man among men, she often found herself thinking. When his warm tongue finally found its target and flicked against her wet folds, she moaned and thought the sight of his dark head between her thighs was probably the most erotic thing she'd ever seen. His tongue did wicked things inside her, causing her to moan and arch beneath him, and it didn't take long for her to reach one hell of an orgasm.
As she floated down from the sensation, she felt him move up over her, kissing a trail along the exposed skin in the V of her shirt until she was able to circle him with her arms and thank him with a very sexy kiss. She was the one who reached between them and unzipped his jeans, freeing his cock and guiding it to her center. He slid inside with ease, but as it always seemed, they both held their breath until he was fully inside her. His thrusts were gentle and, once or twice, he lifted his head to smile down at her, which caused her to laugh and begin meeting his thrusts playfully. She always appreciated sex, for the most part, but she had never had so much fun in bed with a man the way she did with Kevin. She knew she would miss that when they were no longer together.
Taken aback by the sad feeling that thought gave her, she buried her face in his neck and tried to focus on her own pleasure to no avail. It was gone. When Kevin reached his climax, he continued to lay there on top of her, kissing the side of her neck, and Cassie enjoyed the feeling of his weight and closeness, even though she hadn't come herself. She liked the feeling of his closeness so much, she allowed him to tempt her into his much more comfortable bed for another round of loving. She was troubled by nagging thoughts – thoughts she had no right thinking in the first place, she told herself – and had a hard time reaching another orgasm. Never-the-less exhausted from that mating, she told herself she would only lay there for a few more minutes while she gained her composure, and then she'd leave. Kevin had already drifted asleep, and she needed to get home soon....
That was her last thought until she heard the sound of a nearby alarm clock and cursed it to hell and back as she hit the snooze and buried her head beneath a pillow. Sometime later she drifted awake, and blinking, realized these surroundings were not those of her own bedroom. Dammit. She'd spent the night with him again. She wasn't sure if she was more disgusted at herself for letting it happen, or Kevin for not waking her up and telling her she should leave. He wasn't in bed and was obviously awake somewhere.
Pushing her long hair out of her eyes, she glanced around and caught the scent of coffee coming from the other room. With a sigh, she found her clothes, plus Kevin's borrowed shirt, and got dressed.
"Morning, sweetheart," Kevin greeted with a smile, slapping some butter on toast. "Sleep well?"
"Too well," she complained. "You know I wanted to leave last night. Why didn't you wake me up?"
"You looked so peaceful, I hated to disturb you. Besides, it's not a big deal, is it? You've still got an hour and a half to get to work." He poured her some coffee and handed it to her over the breakfast counter.
"You're disgustingly cheerful for it to be so early," she grumbled, not in the mood for being around a morning person.
He just smiled. "By the way, you never answered me last night when I told you about this weekend."
She suddenly felt very uncomfortable. He'd told her last night that Jake was having a barbecue this weekend and had invited him. Since Heather had also been invited, Kevin suggested to Cassie that they take the opportunity to go as a couple and finally let Jake and Heather know they were also dating. So far, they'd managed to keep it a secret, mainly because Cassie was more comfortable that way. She'd never dated a friend of her sister before and knew it could lead to all kinds of complications. Mainly complications in the form of Heather being upset when the relationship ended, as Cassie knew it ultimately would. She'd told Kevin up-front if he wasn't prepared for a casual relationship, he needed to say so and they could go their separate ways with no hard feelings. He'd said he was fine with that, but now she wasn't sure if he'd taken her seriously.
Maybe it was time to go ahead and end it now, Cassie couldn't help thinking, even though she felt almost physically ill at the idea. Another sign it was time, she figured. She was starting to get attached and that wasn't her M.O. At least, it hadn't been since her first boyfriend had dumped her right after they'd graduated from high school.
Sipping her coffee, she said, "I don't think I'm going to be able to make it."
"Why not?"
"Got other plans. Sorry."
When she didn't elaborate, he frowned slightly and said, "OK. I'll just arrange for us to have dinner with them some other time."
Sighing, agitated because Kevin just wasn't getting it, she said, "I wish you wouldn't do that. In fact, I wish you wouldn't mention our involvement to anyone this weekend." Agitated, she reached into her purse and searched out a cigarette. When she went to light it, Kevin told her, "Yeah, well, I wish you wouldn't do that in here. You know I wish you wouldn't smoke at all. Those things'll kill you."
"Yeah, well, something's going to anyway." She blew out a breath of smoke, deliberately, into the room. "Who are you, my fucking father? A woman has to have some vices."
"Darlin', you've got two carved out right there," he said, looking less and less happy. "I was in the military, and I swear sometimes your mouth can be filthier than the entire Marine Corps."
She smiled, thinking Jake had once said the same thing to her. She knew for a fact her language was pretty tame compared to most of the guys they'd served with. "Sorry I'm not perfect. You know what? I need to get outta here. I gotta get home and change before work. Thanks for the coffee, hot shot. Oh, and thanks for the shirt."
He didn't say anything as she grabbed her purse, slung it over her shoulder, and headed for the door without offering a goodbye kiss like she usually did. Finally, he called out, "Wanna go out to dinner tonight, or do you have 'other plans?'"
She stopped, hearing the taunt in his voice, and turned to see that he didn't look too happy with her at the moment. Well, hell. She wasn't too happy with herself at the moment either. She should have never stayed here last night, should have never gotten so involved so quickly with someone she knew she had no business being involved with in the first place.
"Maybe," she said, and then lied when she said, "I'll give you a call if I'm free."
***
Part 2 coming soon
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After one of the most exhausting weekends of her life and all the fuss with Andi, Cassie was relieved to get back to work.
Yet again Cassie had spent longer at the hospital the day before than she'd planned, simply because Andrea's parents needed a break to head back to their hotel and get some sleep. Cassie stayed by her best friend's bedside all day, doing her best not to bring up uncomfortable conversational pieces like, "By the way, did you know your asshole husband threatened my life too?" Andi was still wallowing in a vat of self pity and a belief that she had brought this ordeal upon herself. If Andi had been anyone else, Cassie probably would have cussed a blue streak and shot her friend with a heavy dose of the truth. But this was Andi, and Cassie was so used to looking after her much more fragile friend that she just couldn't kick her while she was down. Then came the news Andrea would be staying with her parents rather than with Cassie while she recovered.
Cassie herself was feeling so exhausted from this entire experience – had the abuse really started nine months ago? – that Cassie was actually grateful to be able to put some space between herself and her friend right now.
Obviously, it wasn't going to be that easy.
Cassie tried not to show the shock she felt when Pete himself showed up at her floral shop Tuesday afternoon, as easy as you please.
"What are you doing here?" she demanded.
"How is she? Please, I just need to know that she's OK," he begged. He did look like he'd been suffering too, which was some comfort. His eyes were bloodshot and his skin was a sickly color – he'd probably been drinking himself sick since Friday night, she surmised. Yet, Cassie also noticed that Pete was wearing clean clothes and had found time to shave sometime while his wife was lying in the hospital.
"She'll live, no thanks to you," Cassie told him. She sent a glance toward her assistant manager, who was aware of the situation involving Andi. Even if Tess didn't recognize Pete, she obviously recognized from Cassie's behavior that he was the man the police were looking for. "Tess, please call the police and tell them Pete Hendricks is here."
"Wait! Cassie," he pleaded. "Just tell me where she is. I need to see my wife. I called the hospital, but she's not there anymore. I know she's not at your place – I've been watching it. So where is she?"
"Bastard," she spat out. "I wouldn't tell you where she was even if you threatened to cut me open with your hunting knife," she taunted, also reminding him of the threat he'd left on her machine.
The change that came over him was pretty dramatic. His face lost all trace of worry for his wife and twisted into an angry slant toward Cassie. "You bitch!" he moved as if he would launch over the counter and grab her. "I know you've had the police looking for me. I saw them at the house. None of this would have happened if you'd kept your nose out of where it didn't belong. Just tell me where she is!" he yelled.
"Hey!" someone shouted from the doorway, and Cassie realized it was Kevin! He'd startled Pete so badly, Pete forgot he was going after her and instead jumped over the counter, pushed past her, and ran into the back office. She realized he had to know there was a back door there when she heard it slam open.
Kevin shouted for her to call the police as he raced past in hot pursuit. Not to be left out, Cassie took off after them, hoping Kevin caught up with the bastard and she could help beat the shit out of him.
She got as far as six blocks before she was too winded to go any further. Breathing hard, hands on her hips, she searched to see that Kevin was breathing just as hard as he walked back toward her, limping slightly and rubbing his left leg as if he'd pulled a muscle or something. When he got close enough, he said, "I lost him. Dammit!" Then he looked at her and demanded, "What the hell do you think you're doing? You were supposed to stay back there where it was safe. What if he'd had a gun?"
She blew out a breath and said, matter-of-factly, "If he'd had a gun, I guess he would have shot you by now."
"Dammit, Cassie, this isn't a joke."
"Am I laughing?"
He closed his eyes, shook his head, and then grabbed her by the arm. "Come on."
She jerked her arm free but kept up pace beside him as he walked back toward her store. "What are you doing here, anyway?"
"I was in the neighborhood."
"Yeah right. You would have had to drive ten miles out of your way to get in this neighborhood. Try again."
He stopped, glanced around, looking anywhere but at her, and said, "I was keeping an eye on you. I heard shouting, and when I got closer, I caught that guy about to use you for a punching bag."
"You were WHAT?"
He finally looked at her. "Your family is very worried about you."
"I can't believe this," she grumbled as she turned and walked away. "Don't you have a business to run yourself? What? Is Heather paying you to do this?"
"Of course not," he said, obviously offended. "I'm doing it as favor to a very good friend."
"Since when did you and Heather get so close, and does Jake know?" she asked, and regretted it a second later for what it implied about her sister.
"That was low, Cassie." He sent her a hateful look. "The friend I was referring to is you."
"Dammit, I know it was low," she agreed, so she kept her mouth shut the rest of their walk. When they got back to the store, the police had arrived and were talking to Tess. They took statements from everyone and then advised Cassie to think about staying with family or friends until Pete was arrested.
"I'll be fine on my own," she insisted, but she wasn't totally stupid. "He said he'd been watching my house, so maybe you could have someone patrol my neighborhood in case he's still hanging around."
The police agreed to do that much, and when they left, Kevin stopped pacing and sent her a look that was full of meaning. She sighed and demanded, "What?"
"He's been watching your house and yet you still want to stay there?"
Cassie rubbed her eyes, feeling suddenly very tired – she hadn't slept much the last couple of nights – and admitted truthfully, "I don't think Pete would ever hurt me. He might try to scare me into thinking he would, but I don't think he has the guts to touch me because he knows I'd hit him back. Andi never did."
"That's taking a hell of a chance," he pointed out. "Fine. I hope you don't mind company then. If you won't leave, I'll just have to spend the night on your doorstep until this guy is arrested."
"Oh please. Just drop the macho act." She picked up a bundle of flowers and began arranging them in a vase. She had a wedding order to fill for this weekend. "I'll call my sister and tell her you saved my life today or some crap like that, and you can go about your business. OK?"
"Heather and Jake didn't ask me to do this; I followed my instincts. Besides, I took some time off, which is what you should have done when all this happened," Kevin informed her. "I'm not going anywhere, darlin'."
She sent him a look that would have cowered most men, then went about arranging her flowers while she ignored him. Well, pretended to ignore him was more apt. Secretly, she noticed every little detail about him, all of the changes the last few years had brought. He looked good. His hair was still short, but longer than it had been when they were together. It was also lighter, probably bleached by the sun while on one of his expeditions. He had a little bit of stubble on his face, but it suited him.
"You know, I can't figure you out," Kevin said after a point. Had he realized she was looking him over? Nah, she decided. He folded his arms and sent her a serious look. Then he said, "You get scared to death and run at the thought of having a serious relationship with me, yet when someone actually threatens to do you physical harm, you just buck up and say 'bring it on'? I don't get it."
She was sort of startled that he'd come right out and mentioned their past relationship, so it took her a few seconds to process the taunt for what it was meant to be. Funnily enough, instead of tensing, she felt herself relaxing. "Nice try, but it won't work," she said. "Besides, I thought you would have gotten over that by now."
"What, us?" When she sent a look instead of saying "duh!" he smiled. "I don't think I ever will, sweetheart, and you know it."
"That's your problem, not mine."
"No, it's both of our problems because you're in the same boat," he accused, then stood up and headed for the door. "I'm heading home to pack a change of clothes. I'll be back later."
"Don't bother," she yelled after him, but the door had already shut. She sighed. As if she didn't have enough problems, now she had to deal with an ex on a macho trip?
What next? she wondered.
***
When Cassie made it home that evening, she breathed a sigh of relief when she didn't see Kevin's car sitting in the driveway in front of her condo, or anywhere on the street. Well, she wasn't surprised, maybe he'd taken her at her word and left her alone, but she was surprised at how disappointed she felt that he wasn't here.
"Yeah, right, Cass," she berated herself as she shut off her engine. "As if you want to get messed up with him again. Remember how much it hurt last time?"
She shook herself out of that funk and determined not to think of Kevin Cooper any more. Besides, she had other things to focus on – namely making sure Pete Hendricks wasn't stalking her to get to his wife. Slinging her purse over her shoulder, Cassie waved at her neighbor, the elderly Mr. Johnson, as she walked to her door. She took careful glances around, down the street, around the corner, at her neighbor's yards, as she put the key in the door and tried not to look like she was hurrying inside out of fear. If Pete was watching her place, which she highly doubted, she didn't want to give him any satisfaction.
She shut the door, tossed her keys on the table by the window and reached to turn on the lamp.
"Hey Cassie. Good day at work?"
She screamed. Not loud enough to have Mr. Johnson running over, but loud enough to get the point across that she was startled.
"Kevin!" she nearly shouted, seeing the man leaning against the wall not even four feet away from where she stood. "What the hell are you doing?"
"Proving a point," he said, with a careless shrug. "If I can get in your house without you noticing, don't you think someone else can too?" Before she could respond – she was still breathing hard, her heart beating a mile a minute from the fright he'd given her – he pushed himself away from the wall. She hardly had time to notice he was holding something in his hands before he came at her. She heard a ripping sound, felt her hands being tugged forward and pushed together, and then saw that he had roped her wrists with some sort of tape, all before she could blink or knew what was even happening.
"So, how was your day, honey?" he asked calmly, as if he were doing nothing more than greeting her at the door.
"Hey! What the hell are you doing?" she yelled at him, trying to pull her arms free and kick him, but he moved too fast.
"Still haven't figured it out yet? OK." With a tug of her bound wrists, he pulled her flush against him, and then backed her up against the wall. Cassie tried jerking her hands away but couldn't free them from his grasp. The way he'd positioned his body against hers, she couldn't move her legs or twist away from him. She was trapped. He was starting to scare her ...
"Kevin," she pleaded.
The look in his eyes was confusing. His eyes kept drifting to her mouth as if he wanted to kiss her, but when he met her eyes, he was cold – like a total stranger. She swallowed, and pushed herself closer to the wall.
"Get it yet, Cassie?" he asked harshly and then pushed himself away from her. "Do you realize just how vulnerable you are? If Pete really wanted to break in here and do you harm, it would be pretty easy. Hell, I'm surprised you haven't been robbed yet, as easy as it was. Why the hell don't you have an alarm?"
Sighing, she closed her eyes and relaxed her body. She should have known Kevin would never hurt her. He was only trying to be a jackass by making her too afraid to stay here alone.
"I'm not exactly rolling in money," she told him needlessly. "I can barely afford payments on this place, let alone an alarm."
"Let's focus on how easy it was to tie your hands before you realized what was happening," he continued, as if she hadn't spoken. "You act all tough, but when it comes right down to it, you've never had any self defense training, have you?"
She'd always meant to, but she'd never had the time. Cassie sealed her lips and glared at him, knowing anything she said now would just be used against her.
"Nothing to say?" he demanded.
"Yeah," she disagreed. "Get out."
Never in a million years would she have expected him to do as she said. She expected him to argue, to try something else to prove how "vulnerable" she was. Instead, he sent her a steady look, tugged his keys out of his jean pocket, and left through the back without saying a word!
She was so taken by surprise, it took her several seconds to realize her hands were still bound by duct tape and no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't get free. Blowing her long hair out of her eyes, Cassie considered ways to free herself. Finally, she decided to try and grab a knife from the kitchen and cut herself free. After several minutes of grappling with the only knife she could easily get to and dropping it on the floor repeatedly, she let out a string of cuss words and stomped her foot like a temperamental child. Now what could she do?
"Having fun?" Kevin said, and she realized he had returned and was propped against the doorjamb, watching her.
"You jerk! Get me outta this," she demanded. He considered her for a few seconds, making a face as he pretended to consider it. Finally, she caved, and rolling her eyes, added, "Please."
"Hmmm. I don't know. It's not often I get the upper hand when dealing with Cassandra Ross," he said, as he approached her slowly. "I think I like having you tied up and forced to listen. Then again, I don't think I've ever heard you say 'please' before. What's a guy to do?"
"Ha Ha. Very funny. Will you please cut me loose now?"
"I would, but—"
"But what?" she demanded.
"I'm not finished making my point, sweetheart. Sorry."
"What – aahhh! What the hell are you doing?" she squealed when instead of cutting her hands free, he bent his knees and slung her over his shoulder, fireman-style. Her world suddenly went upside down, and all she could see as he began moving was a terrific up-close view of his butt and her hair flapping all around her. "Kevin!"
He stopped long enough to say, pointedly, "Cassie, do you really want to make a scene in front of your neighbors by screamin' and hollerin'? If so, I'm game, but I can promise you if you keep your mouth shut, no one will see you slung over my shoulders like a sack of potatoes and your reputation as a good neighbor will remain intact. Do you trust me?"
Dammit. He knew her well enough to know she didn't like to bring attention to herself. He also knew damn well she trusted him. But what the heck was he doing? She asked him that very question for the second time in as many minutes, even as she thumped the back of his legs with her bound hands.
He chuckled as he began walking. "Isn't it obvious, sweetheart? I'm kidnapping you."
*** Four years ago...
It had been three days since Kevin had attended Jake's barbecue – alone – and five days since he'd heard from the woman he'd thought he was dating.
He'd left Cassie messages. She hadn't returned them. He'd gone by her shop. She'd always been "out to lunch." She never answered his knocks on her door at home.
He thought about contacting Jake to ask what was going on with Cassie, but she'd made him promise he wouldn't alert anyone about their relationship – another clue, he suspected, that she was trying to end things before they really began. He wouldn't pretend to be happy about it. He'd thought she was special, and he'd felt things around her he'd never felt before. On the other hand, she obviously didn't feel the same about him, so what was the point?
That's why he was caught off guard when he answered a knock on his apartment door one night to find her leaning casually against the doorjamb. "Hey, hot stuff."
"Cassie," he said with some surprise. Then he remembered how she'd been avoiding him and felt a wave of anger rise within him. "Gee. I had almost forgotten what you looked like."
She smiled and punched him in the shoulder as she invited herself in and pushed past him. "You don't do sarcasm well, Kevin. Stick to comedy."
He smelt alcohol on her breath and knew instantly she'd been drinking. He looked for her car, hoping she hadn't driven over here, and was relieved to see the tail lights of a cab rounding the corner. He closed the door and watched her try to tug her jacket off her shoulders. When she finally looked at him, she flopped back on his couch as if she were right at home and smiled. "Wow, you look good. Real good. You been working out?"
"I always work out," he said, but she knew that. With a sigh, he ran a hand through his hair and asked, "What are you doing here, Cassie?"
"You know," she looked around, made a dismissive gesture with her hand, "I got your messages and all. Sorry this is the first chance I've had to get back to you. I've been ... busy."
"Yeah, I guessed," he said, and took a seat across from her.
"Why are you sitting all the way over there, cowboy?" She patted the sofa beside her and said, "I don't bite. Well, unless you want me to."
He couldn't believe this woman. Hot and cold. What kind of man did she think he was to put up with it? He made himself settle down before simply reacting and asking her to leave. She was here. That had to mean something, right? Least he could do was try and meet her halfway.
He leaned forward and sent her what he hoped was a straight-forward look. "Listen, Cassie, I think we need to talk about our relationship – if we have one, that is – before this goes any further."
"Whoa, Kevin, fella," she giggled. "I think someone needs to lighten up. Of course we have a relationship." He breathed a sigh of relief, then cringed when she added, "We're friends."
"Friends?"
"Yeah, friends." She smiled as she leaned forward and traced a finger along his knee suggestively. "Well, friends with benefits – the best kind to have." When he stopped her hand from traveling further and pushed it away, she leaned back and giggled, then said, "Hell, you're probably one of the best friends I've ever had. I still can't believe I told you about what Becky Simmons did to me! I can count on one hand the number of people I've told that to. You didn't even laugh at me for being so damned stupid."
He tried to remember who the hell Becky Simmons was. Oh wait a second. He grimaced, recalling the story she'd told him. Becky had been her roommate, one of her best friends from high school, or so Cassie had thought until she'd come home one day and found the locks had been changed on their shared apartment. Apparently, sweet old Becky had let her then boyfriend move in with them, and he hadn't wanted Cassie around as a third wheel. Becky had sided with the boyfriend, and Cassie had been out on her ass.
Kevin sat back and admitted, "I'm glad you consider us close friends at this point, but I was hoping we were a little more than that."
"Well, I sure as hell haven't slept with any of my friends before!" she said, then burst out laughing. When she calmed down, she must have realized he wasn't laughing too. Then she got nervous, started shifting around. In a babble, she continued, "I haven't really slept with that many guys. Four – no, five now." She held up four fingers. "Yep. Five is all. Bet you probably thought I've slept around more than that."



"Cassie, I don't care how many guys you've slept with, as long as you haven't slept with them while we've been together," he told her in all fairness. "I care about you. I care about you as more than a friend. I'd like to know if you feel the same way about me."
It was the moment of truth, and Cassie, no matter how drunk she might be, recognized that. It showed in her eyes, which suddenly reminded him of a deer's caught in the headlights. She fidgeted, looked everywhere but at him, then smiled and stood up to start pacing. "Why are we talking about this stuff anyway? Let's just have fun, the way we usually do. Hey, is there a game on tonight?' she asked, glancing hopefully toward his television.
He stood up and cornered her physically as well as emotionally. He was willing to be patient with her as long as she gave him a reason to be. "Cassie, why did you come here tonight?"
"I just, you know," she finally looked at him. "I missed talking to you."
"That's a good thing," Kevin smiled, feeling encouraged, finally.
"Look," she said, turning away and rubbing her arms with her hands, as if she were cold. "I told you I was only interested in a casual relationship when we met. I'm not good at girlfriend-boyfriend stuff. I make a lousy girlfriend, even I know that. So can't we just be friends who sleep together when we get the itch? Isn't that easier, anyway?"
She smiled and slid her hand up his chest. He caught her hand and disagreed, "No, it's not." He felt like a fool as he admitted, "I've been knocked for a loop this past week, not knowing if or when I'd hear from you again. I can't live with that kind of relationship. Not anymore. I'm getting too damn old to play those kind of games."
"What are you – a woman?" she scoffed. "Isn't what I'm offering every guy's dream come true? I don't get it."
"I'm not most guys," he agreed. "Look, we can take this slow. I'm willing to wait on the more as long as I know it's a possibility."
"More, like what? Like living together?" she asked hesitantly.
"Maybe, yeah. Maybe even marriage someday. Cassie, I'm ninety percent positive I'm falling for you. I'm falling hard. I've never cared about anyone the way I care about you, and how long have we known each other? A month? That's pretty serious."
"I'm not sure I even know how to do serious," she admitted. "Look, I think maybe you were right. I should just leave. I don't think this is going to work out, and I don't want you to get hurt if I stick around and decide later I can't handle it."
"Cassie—"
"No," she pushed him away when he went to touch her, to comfort her. "I'm sorry, Kevin. You're a great guy, and you're gonna make some woman very happy someday. I'm sorry, but that woman isn't going to be me."
***
Kevin pulled his mind back from his memories of Cassie and turned to look at her sitting now in the passenger seat of his truck. She hadn't said much, which spoke volumes, so he knew she was pissed at him.
Let her stew, he told himself and turned his eyes back to the road. His methods were unusual, maybe, but you couldn't just sit a woman like Cassie down and rationally advise her on how to protect herself. He'd done what he had to in order to protect her, as much from her own pride as from Pete Hendricks. He was taking her somewhere safe. Heather and Jake knew all about it, and they'd promised to call Kevin on his cell phone when Pete was caught, and he would be, of that Kevin was certain. Pete wasn't a career criminal who knew how to evade capture for long. Sooner or later he'd do something stupid like go home or back to work and end up on the police radar.
Kevin sent Cassie another glance and reached into his jacket for some gum. She was taking in their passing surroundings, not that it would do her much good. It was dark outside and getting darker where they were going. She wouldn't be able to recognize anything if she had the sudden notion to try to head home. She turned and her eyes shot sparks at him.
"Quit staring at me," she told him. She shifted in her seat and went to brush her hair out of her eyes but couldn't because her wrists were still taped together. "I don't see why you won't cut my hands free. I could have made a fuss when you put me in the car, but I didn't, did I?"
"Nope," he agreed, and was surprised she hadn't. He popped a stick of gum in his mouth, chewed it a bit, and sent her another sideways glance. "I suppose I could cut you free now. We're miles from anywhere. You could try to escape, but you'd only get lost and end up in worse shape than you are now."
She held out her wrists. "Just do it," she ordered.
He pulled the truck over and complied. Cassie winced when he pulled the tape off – he'd hated to use it, but it was all he'd had on such short notice. She sighed and grudgingly muttered, "Thanks." She blew a breath out and nodded toward his jacket pocket. "Can I have some of that gum?"
He eyed her warily, wondering if she was trying to play some kind of trick. "I didn't think you liked gum."
"How would you even know?" She held out a hand and wiggled her fingers. "I'm dying for a smoke. I need something to put in my mouth."
Kevin couldn't help but smile at the thought that popped into his head. It was naughty, dirty and totally inappropriate. His cock twitched at his unspoken thoughts. He handed her the gum. "Did you finally give the habit up, or are you going to drive me crazy wanting some cigarettes?" he asked.
She eagerly popped the gum into her mouth, made a face as if she were chewing ambrosia, and sighed. "Gave it up a few years ago. I didn't want Faith to be around it."
"Good for you." Satisfied she wasn't going to try and flee, he directed the truck back onto the road. "Is that all you gave up?"
"What, you mean sex?" She sent him a mean look. "None of your business."
He smiled at her. "I was actually thinking about your potty mouth."
He wasn't sure because it was so dark, but he had a pretty good idea the unshakeable Cassie Ross got embarrassed then. She turned away, was quiet for a second, and then said, "I've been trying to watch my language too. I was doing pretty good until all of this sh—stuff happened."
"I don't believe it. You've turned into a regular choir girl." She sent him another glare, and he chuckled. "I don't mean to give you a hard time, Cassie. I think it's great."
"Yeah, well, a saint like you would," she muttered.
He chuckled and sent her a suggestive smile. "I'm hardly a saint." Especially around her, he thought, and tried focusing on the road.
Kevin almost missed the exit he'd been looking for. When they managed to get up the drive, Cassie, seeing nothing but trees, asked, "Where are we going, or is the hostage not supposed to ask things like that?"
He smiled at her wit. "We're going to my friend's cabin."
When the headlights put a spotlight on the cabin, which was small and rustic-looking, Cassie murmured, "Who's your friend – the Unabomber? Geez."
She hopped out of the truck as soon as he put it in park, and he tensed, prepared to spring out after her. He realized how ridiculous he was being when she only moved toward the cabin, taking it all in with interest.
Kevin grabbed his bag and the bag he'd packed for her and followed her up the steps. "I know it doesn't look like much, but it's got all the basics – bathroom, kitchen, fireplace, electricity," he said.
She pushed past him, turned on the light, and surveyed the interior, which was, thankfully, nicer than the exterior. Cassie's eyes lingered on the bedroom loft before she turned and looked at him with an expression he couldn't read.
"OK. We're here. Now what?" she asked, arms crossed and looking bored.
"Now we enjoy a little time away from the chaos of everyday life," he said and tossed her the gym bag he'd filled with her clothes and toiletries. "Consider this a vacation of sorts."
"A vacation?" She pretended to consider it. "No offense, but my idea of a vacation involves the tropics, a five-star hotel, and plenty of tequila to go around. This doesn't exactly compare." She opened the bag he'd handed her, arched an eyebrow seeing the choice of clothes he'd packed – mostly skimpy t-shirts, jeans, some lingerie, etc. – and then tossed it aside. "So are Jake and Heather going to show up with the kid? Are we going to build a bonfire and all sit around and sing 'Kumbaya'?"
"I'm afraid not." He smiled. "Heather is going to watch after your shop while you're gone, and Jake is participating in the great manhunt for your pal Pete. I'm afraid it's just you and me, sweetheart."
"Got everything planned out all nice and neat, don't ya?" She glanced around, then back at him. "Just how long are you planning to keep me hostage here anyway?"
"As long as it takes," he said, moving to light a fire in the fireplace. It was a bit chilly inside the closed-up cabin at night. "And you're not a hostage."
"Oh I see. So I'm free to leave anytime I choose," she clarified in that smart-ass tone she was so good at. "Glad you cleared that up."
She moved toward the doorway with purpose, and he was right there to stop her. She narrowed her eyes at him and tried to push past. He blocked her exit again.
"Good grief," she complained. "Can't I just take a look around outside? Geez."
"Uh-uh, sweetheart. You get out the door and you're making a run for it," he guessed.
"As if." She crossed her arms and pointed out, "For one thing, I'm too out of shape to run. This afternoon proved that. For another, I'm not crazy. I can't hotwire that truck, and I don't have a car of my own. I could probably make it to the road, but I didn't see much traffic on the way here. I doubt anyone other than a total perv would stop and pick me up if I hitched. Should I continue?"
He relaxed. "Point taken." He moved aside and told her, "Don't wander too far. It's dark outside. I might not find you if you get lost."
He watched her – he wasn't crazy either – and could see the wheels turning in her head as she surveyed the dark woods around them. Sooner or later she'd realize she wasn't going anywhere. Maybe then she'd also realize they were alone, together, and Kevin had every intention of making her realize she could trust him with her thoughts, with her body, and especially with her heart.
You see, the real reason Kevin had arranged this "kidnapping" wasn't to protect her from Andrea's husband. It was because he'd realized he and Cassie had a lot of unfinished business between them.
And this time he wasn't going to take no for an answer.
***
Four years ago...
Cassie hit the save button on her answering machine and flopped down on her sofa, contemplating the situation she now found herself in.
She had five saved messages from Kevin on her machine since the night she'd gotten drunk and ended up at his place. She groaned at that memory. She should have just deleted the messages on her machine, but for some reason, she couldn't bring herself to. She wanted to be able to hear the sound of his voice when she got really down, as crazy as that might sound. After all, she was the one who'd broken things off with him. She was the one who hadn't returned any of his phone calls and who had told him she wasn't interested in anything serious.
But still he kept calling her ...
She picked up the phone and knew she had to seal the deal, so to speak. For some reason, Kevin wasn't giving up as easily as all the other guys she'd dealt with in the past. He'd left message after message trying to reassure her he could live with a casual relationship, if that's what Cassie really wanted. She didn't believe him. Kevin Cooper deserved better, anyway. She was so emotionally crippled when it came to love and romance, she would only make him hate her in the end anyway. She dialed his number, expecting him to pick up when he saw her number on the caller ID. Instead, she got his machine, and breathed a sigh of relief that she would be able to do this the easy way. In a calm, casual voice she told him she was sorry she hadn't gotten back to him sooner but she'd been very busy.
"I met this guy – Ben something-or-other – and I've been out with him pretty much every night this week," she lied. "Anyway, I've got a date with him Friday night, but I'm sure he'll be gone Saturday morning if you want to get together later that night. Just give me a call and let me know. See ya, hot stuff."
Pressing the END button, she sighed and closed her eyes, half wondering if she'd done the right thing. If it was right, she wondered, why did she have to fight the urge to call him back and admit everything she'd just said was a lie – that she wasn't that type of woman at all? Even worse, why did she feel like she'd just lost her best friend? Oh, she wasn't completely oblivious to her feelings. She knew she cared about him – more than she had about any other man – but she didn't trust her feelings any more than she trusted his. Even if they gave it a shot and got all lovey dovey for a year or two, the odds said one or both of them would wake up one morning and realize the feeling was gone. Then where would she be? Either stuck in a relationship she didn't want anymore or ousted from a relationship she wanted desperately. No thanks.
Cassie was a loner. She liked being a loner. Well, that's what she had fooled herself into thinking anyway.
Biting her lip, Cassie wondered if Kevin would call her back. Maybe he cared enough to fight for her, even if he thought she was promiscuous and hopeless and fickle. Men liked a challenge, didn't they? She felt a flair of hope that he would call, and she knew if he did call her after the message she'd left, she wouldn't be able to fight him anymore. She didn't want to fight him anymore, she realized with sudden, stabbing clarity. As much as it scared her to death, she wanted to take a chance that what she felt for him was real and lasting, she realized. She just wasn't brave enough to take that leap without a sign from him first. Yeah, she was a coward, and she knew it. A living, breathing study in contradictions.
So she sat on the sofa for the rest of the night, surfing through reruns of old TV shows, chewing her nails, and hoping he'd call. When the night passed with no calls, she decided Kevin might not have gotten the message yet. The next night, she stayed home, holding her cordless phone and waiting anxiously for some sign that he might really be falling in love with her. The days passed. Days turned into weeks.
He never called.
Cassie told herself it didn't matter. It probably wouldn't have worked out anyway.
***
Kevin flipped his cell phone shut and grimaced as he looked back toward the cabin where Cassie was still sleeping like a baby. They still hadn't caught Pete Hendricks, but they were close. The private investigator Jake hired had tracked Pete to a distant relative's house in the next county. The place was now being watched, and as soon as Pete returned from wherever he was at the moment, they would grab him.
On one hand, Kevin was glad to hear it. On the other ... that gave him less time to keep Cassie here, and less time to convince her to give a relationship between them a chance.
Time to take a big leap of faith, he decided after checking on Cassie and finding her still asleep and snuggled up in the covers like a cute little girl. At least someone had gotten some sleep. His back was still stiff from sleeping on the floor next to the door, and his eyes felt like someone had tossed a cup of sand in them. Funnily enough, Cassie hadn't tried to sneak past him the two or three times he had dozed off last night. Maybe she'd been asleep all night, but he didn't think so.
Reluctantly, he left her a note and placed it where she couldn't miss it if she woke up – on the pillow next to her, weighed down with a rose he'd picked outside. Yeah, he knew it was cheesy and sappy and cliché, but he was getting desperate to make a dent in her armor. Maybe she would even appreciate the gesture, since she liked flowers so much, he thought.
Half an hour later, he was anxious and worried that perhaps he'd made a mistake leaving her alone. She still had her cell phone – he'd never taken it away, although he'd given her restrictions on when and how she could use it. It was entirely possible she'd woken up, called someone to pick her up, and would be gone when he got back.
Loading his package into the truck as he left the general store near the cabin, he caved in and dialed her cell phone. She answered on the third ring. She sounded sort of funny.
"What's wrong, Cassie?"
"What makes you think something is wrong?" she asked, and he pointed out how strange she'd sounded when she'd answered.
"Well, the phone scared me half to death, Kevin. I wasn't expecting anyone to call," she admitted in a huff, and he thought he heard the sound of splashing water in the background, so he asked, "What are you doing, anyway?"
"If you must know, I'm in the bathtub, soaking my muscles and trying to get my head to stop pounding," she told him.
"You...you're in the tub?"
"Yes, I'm in the tub. I couldn't leave this place without trying it out once," she said, and he remembered her commenting more than once on how uncommon claw-footed tubs were these days. "Speaking of which, where the hell are you?" she demanded testily.
"Oh, I had to go pick up some things to keep us stocked," he admitted, although he didn't clarify what he'd picked up. Talking to her now, he wondered if he should continue with his plans, and smiled, knowing he should and would.
"I should be back in a few minutes. I'm not too far from the road that leads to the cabin. I, uh..." his voice trailed off. He cleared his throat. "So, are you still in the tub?"
"No, Kevin, I just got out of the tub to get dressed. Now I'm in the bedroom." He could hear the smile in her voice now, and he smiled too.
"So, um, what are you wearing?" he asked casually, feeling a little thrill at the image that came to mind as well as the idea of flirting with Cassie over the phone. "Nothin', I suppose. You haven't had much time to get dressed," he pointed out.
He could really hear the smile now when she said, "Actually, I just put on an old robe I found in the closet – an old, ugly, ratty-looking robe that covers me from chin to toe."
"A robe, huh?" He smiled as he directed the truck closer to the cabin. "Hmmm. Well, not ideal, but I can work with that."
"Huh?"
"Lay down on the bed, Cassie." He dropped his voice down to a deep, whispery, seductive sound. "Imagine I'm undoing the sash – with my teeth ..."
She laughed and told him, "You're an idiot, Kevin."
"Can't blame a guy for trying."
"I'm hanging up now," she told him. "I don't want to get caught half naked when you walk through the door."
"Hey, I wouldn't mind. Really."
"Bye, Kevin."
Feeling more confident about what he had in store for her, he turned up the radio and whistled along with the tune as he drove the short mile back to the cabin. He was half hoping she would let him catch her changing when he walked in, but she was fully dressed, curled up in the chair, and flipping through the small selection of channels on the old TV when he got there. He smiled at her, and she rolled her eyes but smiled too.
He sat the bag of items he'd purchased on the table, and she groaned. "Please tell me those aren't a week's worth of groceries."
"These aren't a week's worth of groceries."
"Seriously?" she perked up and had to come inspect for herself. He, however, jerked the bag out of her reach before she could peek inside. She crossed her arms and glared at him. "OK, Cooper, what's in the bag?"
"A surprise," he told her.
"I hate surprises," she argued. "Let me see ..."
He swatted her hand away and pulled the bag into safe territory. "Be a good girl and you'll find out." Ignoring her protests, he took the bag and hugged it to his side so she couldn't get to it. "Do me a favor and go take a walk or something. You'll get a surprise when you come back. Just give me fifteen minutes to set things up. That's all, I promise."



"What are you up to, Cooper?"
He just grinned. "Fifteen minutes."
Reluctantly, she sighed and reached for her cell phone. "Yeah, well, I need to call my sister anyway. Fifteen minutes," she promised, sending him a narrow-eyed look of mistrust.
Kevin knew he should have asked for more time, but at least he was able to hide most of the products he'd purchased and ready the ones he needed the quickest. A glance at his watch showed his time was almost up. If he knew Cassie, she'd be back before her allotted time, just to snoop. He bounded down the steps of the cabin just in time to intercede her. "OK, Cooper, where's the surprise?" she demanded when she saw him coming to meet her.
Kevin revealed his first surprise from the bag.
"A video? This is what the fuss is all about?" Cassie asked when he handed it over. She read the title, "An Officer and a Gentleman. Hmmm. Never seen it."
"You told me that once, and I couldn't believe it," Kevin said, taking it back and readying the video player. "It's a great movie, Cassie. A great movie."
"And now that you've got me held hostage, you're going to force me to watch it?" she asked sarcastically. She curled up comfortably in the only chair in the cabin and asked, "Where's the popcorn?" when he stretched out on the floor beside her.
When the movie finished nearly two hours later, Kevin heard Cassie sniffling. He sent her a glance to determine whether or not she had actually cried at the end. She got to her feet, sent him a quelling look, and warned, "Shut up." She went straight for some paper towels, and he just had to chuckle.
"Guess you liked it, huh?"
"It wasn't bad."
"You loved it," he determined, although she was just too stubborn to admit it.
"Maybe. Richard Gere was hot."
"You loved it." He chuckled. "Admit it, Ross, you've got a romantic streak just like everyone else."
She admitted nothing. She reclaimed her place in the chair, blew her nose, and looked at him. "So is that it? I seem to remember the bag looking bigger than that."
He smiled wryly. "I don't suppose you want to take another walk for a few minutes."
She shook her head in exasperation, but was obviously willing to go with the flow. "I guess I could use some fresh air."
He had deliberately left his car keys laying out today. He saw her glance at them on the table as she got up to leave, and he knew she was considering taking them. He had no plans to stop her if she did – what would be the point?
She reached for her cell phone and bypassed the keys. "I'll be back. This had better be good, Cooper, or you're toast."
He just smiled. He had her curious, and they both knew it.
***
Cassie took a deep breath and hesitated before entering the cabin.
Kevin was starting to get to her. Starting? Truth was, he'd been getting to her all week. But today, first waking up to that sweet note and rose followed by that incredibly romantic movie, he had stirred old feelings to the forefront, despite the fact she'd been fighting them back all weekend.
One part of her wanted to go inside and jump his bones right now. Maybe not fight so hard if he suggested they try a relationship again. God, she had to be getting old to even consider it. On the other hand, she was still raw from the emotion of finding her best friend beaten half to death by the man who'd promised to love her until the day he died. Cassie knew Kevin was nothing like Pete, but she also remembered thinking that Pete was a great guy when he and Andi had first married. People changed. Feelings changed. It was a fact of life.
Well, she was getting older. Hopefully that also meant she was wiser and more mature than she had been when she had first met Kevin. She'd run from him because she'd been scared to death. Maybe the experience had taught her something. Helped her grow. Maybe she was finally ready to try a relationship without running, and Kevin would be the ideal partner.
If it was just about sex, Cassie could handle that, but this thing with Kevin wasn't just about sex. She didn't think it ever had been, really. That still scared her, and she knew she couldn't trust her judgment right now. She might mistake Kevin's attention for something more than it actually was, and then where would she be? Worse, what if she mistook her own feelings as something close to love, and three months from now realized it was only lust?
She told herself to stop doubting and start believing. Maybe she could pull it off. Maybe not.
She steeled herself and entered the cabin, and then melted all over again when she saw what Kevin had done.
There were literally dozens of flowers around the cabin. Flowers were and had always been her weakness, and even though she worked with them day after day, she had never lost her passion for them.
"Where did you get all of these?" she asked wondrously, stepping over to finger some of the petals on a long-stemmed wildflower.
"Outside, this morning," he said simply, and moved to grab her hand and pull her forward. "Welcome to your next surprise." He led her to the bathroom, where he'd drawn her up another bath, complete with wonderfully-scented bubbles and topped with flower petals this time. Earlier, she'd poured a little bit of shampoo in the tub to make some suds, which hadn't lasted long. Now, Kevin had candles perched around the tub, as well as a glass of wine sitting on a nearby shelf. "You beat me to the idea this morning, but I think you had to cut your bath short when you found out I was coming back. This time you can take a more leisurely soak and relax," he told her.
All she could say was, "Wow."
"Good response." He smiled and handed her a towel and a robe – a short, silk one she remembered having in her closet at home but hardly ever wearing. "Take your time. When you're done, I'll have your next surprise ready."
"I don't think you could top this," she admitted a bit breathlessly. She tried to think what he could have planned next, and guessed, "It's not some elaborate dinner, is it?"
"It's a surprise, remember? Yell if you need anything," he told her, and squeezed out of the bathroom to leave her to it.
With a sigh of contentment, Cassie slid into the tub and instantly felt her muscles begin to relax. She moaned and considered taking a sip of the wine he'd left for her. On second thought, she wasn't touching the stuff. She barely drank anymore, and probably shouldn't around this particular man. Not if she wanted to keep her wits about her.
She knew exactly what Kevin was doing. He was trying to seduce her, and big surprise, it was working.
She stayed in the tub for almost forty-five minutes, until the water became too cool to stand and her fingers were shriveling up like prunes. She supposed all good things must come to an end. She was feeling so relaxed that she was almost drowsy. If Kevin pointed her in the direction of the bed and told her to go to sleep now, she would be a very happy woman indeed.
Instead, when she stepped out, her hair piled on top of her head and dressed only in the short robe, she saw that Kevin had lit even more candles all around the cabin. In the fading daylight, the inside was cast in a romantic glow.
"All done?" he asked, and she wondered why he was standing there with a towel draped over his arm. "Step this way, my lady. Prepare yourself for a relaxing massage, the likes of which you will never forget."
"Massage?"
"Yep." He nodded toward the floor, where he'd laid out some towels and pillows. "It's not the Ritz, but hey, three minutes on the floor with me, and you won't know the difference."
She smiled. "I'll bet."
Cassie was too relaxed and too happy to argue as she followed his instructions and laid on the floor, face down. She'd never actually had a massage before – she didn't like the idea of a complete stranger touching her, plain and simple. Now, however, she used her arms as a pillow and sighed blissfully as she waited on Kevin to retrieve the massage oil he'd heated. She felt him kneel down beside her, heard something squirt into his hands, and then felt him gently begin to soothe the oil into her skin. He started with her feet and worked his way up her thighs. She moaned. Man, that felt good. Really, really good.
"I bet you've never had a massage by a professional before, have you?" he asked, beginning to work his magic hands under the hem of her robe at her thighs. She felt him shift his body so that he was straddling her back. She swore she felt his lips brush against her ear, then teasing the back of her neck. "Feel good?"
"Mmmm," she moaned when his hands found her shoulders beneath the collar of the robe. "Where did you get so good at this? Wait a second. I don't think I want to know the answer that question," she murmured lazily.
"I had almost a year of physical therapy with my leg," he explained, as his hands soothed away the knots that had lingered from her bath. "You know, I could do a much better job if we took this off," he said casually, tugging on the collar of the robe. "That way I can give you the full Kevin Cooper experience. What do you say?"
"Mmmm."
"Is that a yes or a no?" She definitely felt his breath teasing her ear as he talked.
She smiled. "Mmmm. OK." Since he'd already seen her naked, she supposed it didn't matter now.
She helped him maneuver her out of the robe, and she didn't feel the least bit self-conscious about being facedown on the floor with him fully clothed and herself naked aside from the bikini panties she wore. She pillowed her head on her arms again and closed her eyes. She smiled when she felt him shift behind her, then she felt his hands gently massaging her buttocks.
"You have a beautiful body, Cassie. Do you know that?"
Her sarcastic "Yeah, right," came out sounding like another blissful "Mmmm" instead.
His hands continued their journey up her back, and as if he couldn't resist the temptation, she felt him slide his fingers down the sides of her bare breasts and linger. She moaned, and he leaned down and kissed her shoulder. As his hands slid up her shoulder blades, his lips made a path along the column of her neck.
She felt him behind her, engulfing her with his heat, and realized how incredibly sensual and sexual the position was. When his lips skimmed the corner of her lips, she turned to meet him until his mouth was teasing hers open at the seam. His tongue pushed forward, and she sighed into him, remembering what a great kisser he had always been.
They tasted each other for what seemed like minutes but could have only been seconds. Feeling him pull away, Cassie pushed herself up, following him, trying to maintain contact with his lips. He leaned back, tugged his tee shirt over his head, and then leaned down to kiss her again. His slick hands slid around her, cupping her breasts, massaging them as she twisted to match the heat of his mouth, the thrust of his tongue against her own. She felt the bare skin of her back slide against the bare skin of his chest, and she felt a delicious thrill at the skin-on-skin contact.
"Turn over, Cassie," he urged and kept kissing her. "Let me do the front."
She had just turned over and felt him settle down on top of her, his jean-clad legs snuggled into the V of her bare legs, his mouth doing wild and wicked things to her own, when the shrill sound of a phone ringing startled them both out of the heat of the moment.
"What the hell?" Kevin demanded, looking in the direction of the sound. Determining it was his cell phone, he looked back down at Cassie, focused on the sight of her wet and swollen mouth, and then said, "Hold that thought." He kissed her hard and heavy in parting but got up to answer the phone, leaving Cassie lying hot and naked on the floor, panting and wondering what the hell had just happened.
She could tell from his side of the conversation that it was Jake. When Kevin asked about Pete, it was like pouring a cold glass of water on Cassie. Some of her sensibilities began to return then, and Cassie reached for her discarded robe and tugged it back on.
She blew out a breath and looked around, trying to make sense of how things had progressed so fast. Her eyes fell on the sight of a box sitting on the edge of the end table, next to the massage oil Kevin had used on her. She heard Kevin end his call and say, "Good news. Pete is in custody."
He saw that she had put her robe back on and was holding something.
"A box of condoms?" Cassie asked, holding the box up. He almost turned red. He obviously hadn't meant to leave those in plain sight. He laughed awkwardly.
Kevin took the box from her and tossed it over his shoulder. It landed somewhere with a thud. "Well, I guess my seduction techniques are a bit rusty." He sighed and lowered himself to the floor beside her. "Look, Cassie, I realize you didn't ask for any of this to happen to you. You put up with a lot before I even kidnapped you – for lack of a better word. I thought we'd make today fun, help you relax. That's all. If you happened to let me seduce you at the end of the day, hey, even better. But it's not expected, OK."
"Not expected?" she repeated with a short laugh, referring to the box of condoms he'd purchased – a multi-pack, no less. Not to mention what would have happened if they hadn't been interrupted just now.
"Hey, I was a Boy Scout, all right. Always prepared. Better safe than sorry. You get the idea."
"We hardly ever used them before," she pointed out, moving to stand and then to begin pacing. "Pardon me if I was caught off guard." She paused and sent him a serious look. "I'm still safe, you know, in case you were worried."
She had to mean safe as in "safe, free of disease" because Kevin knew for a fact she wasn't on the pill anymore. He knew because he'd searched her house top to bottom, trying to get her stuff together to bring her here. He would've included that essential if he'd found it. No condoms either. That had surprised him. He figured she must not have been sexually active in a while and was glad. He knew her too well to believe that she let guys fuck her without a rubber if she wasn't on the pill.
He cleared his throat, remembering some of those occasions in vivid detail, and pointed out, "Same here. In case you hadn't realized, I wasn't exactly prepared when we came here, and there's a reason for that. It's been a long time since I was with anyone."
She stopped pacing and flopped down in the chair, looking at him with an unreadable expression. She ran a hand through her hair and looked away. "I'm sorry, Kevin, but I can't."
"Why not?"
"Because ..."
"Come on, Cassie. You weren't putting up a fight a few minutes ago. What's changed between now and then?" He could clearly see that her nipples were still aroused and pointing against the silk of her robe. He imagined if he were to slide his hand up between her thighs right now, he'd find her as drenched as he was hard. She wanted him, all right; why wouldn't she admit it?
She looked at him, and he saw many things in that look that he hadn't been expecting – longing, fear, and hesitation. Before he could say anything, she continued, "Look, Kevin, if I was anti-commitment when we first met, believe me when I say I'm a thousand times worse now. I'm in no shape to be getting involved – sexually or otherwise – with anyone. Believe me, I'm trying to do you a favor here. I know that I ... hurt you last time. You deserve better."
Kevin knew she was vulnerable, and he didn't want to take advantage of that. Still, if not now, when would he ever be able to break through that wall of hers and make her realize she could take a chance on him? He felt torn between pushing the issue and backing off. Besides, what was it about him that always scared her off anyway?
"Just what kind of guy do you think I am?" he wondered aloud.
"Same as any other – the kind who wants to get into my pants," she answered, seriously. "I'll tell you what, Cooper. That's fine. I can handle that. I can even appreciate it. Any other time I would say, 'your place or mine?' but right now, I just want to heal for a while first. OK?"
Kevin was quiet for a while, absorbing that very revealing statement: "I just want to heal." He knew he could try pointing out the obvious, that he wanted more than to just get into her pants. He wanted a relationship, but she already knew that. She had to. He figured he could try to convince her not all men were like Pete Hendricks, but she probably recognized that as well. Cassie wasn't totally without common sense. She was just wounded, and he figured she'd been that way for longer than she even realized.
In the end, he sent her a supportive smile. "I seem to recall once you were looking for a friend with benefits. That position still open?"
She laughed. "Nice try, Cooper." More seriously, she said, "I might have a position open for a friend, if you're interested."
"I think I might be," he admitted, leaning back against the wall across from her. "So ..." he glanced around them at the mess they'd made on the floor. He stretched out an arm and mock-punched her in the arm. "What do you want to do, now, buddy? Clean up and head home?"
She surveyed the soiled towels and sighed. "No." He looked at her in surprise. "I think I'd like to spend a couple more nights here. You know, I haven't actually had a vacation in two years. This place isn't so bad. Can we just head home Saturday?"
"Sounds good to me."
"Thanks," she said, and Kevin got the distinct impression she was thanking him for more than the extra days. Now, he wondered, how the hell was he going to keep his hands off of Cassie until she came to terms with her feelings for him?
Worse, how the hell was he going to play at being "just friends" with the woman he knew he still loved?
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"Oh, you've got to be kidding me," Cassie mumbled to herself as she rounded the corner and saw the construction detouring her foot route to the courthouse. "What? Oh nothing. Listen, Andi, I'm almost there, I promise. Go ahead. I'll meet you in the lobby. Five minutes," she promised, and snapped her cell phone shut.
She neglected to tell her friend it was physically impossible to go around the construction, cross the busy road, and walk the remaining mile and a half in five minutes to get to the courthouse, but Cassie considered herself nothing if not resourceful.
She was in the process of peeling off her high-heeled shoes, fully willing to take off in a dead sprint to make it, when she heard a wolf whistle coming from one of the cars on the busy road beside her. She rolled her eyes. When the jackass gave another wolf whistle and called out, "Hey, good looking!" she turned, fully prepared to shoot the horny roadster a bird. Almost too late, she realized the jackass in question was Kevin.
He had pulled over to the side and was waving her over. "Praise the lord," she whispered and jogged toward him. She jumped into the passenger seat of his truck and said, "I need to be at the courthouse ten minutes ago. Go."
He chuckled, but wasted no time pulling into traffic. "Something happen to your car, darlin'?"
She was putting her shoes back on. "Yeah, I don't have one at the moment. Mine's in the shop. Speaking of which, what are you doing at, say, five o'clock this afternoon?"
"Why didn't you call me or Heather to give you a ride?" he sent her a pointed look that made her feel like she'd been caught doing something she shouldn't have been. He added, "I'll take you to pick your car up. Don't worry about it."
She sent him a beautiful, self-satisfied smile. "You're a peach, you know that? Oh, you can just drop me off in front of the building. Thanks, Cooper, I owe you one."
"You owe me several, but who's keeping tab?" He smiled and gave her the once over. "Looking pretty good, Ross. No wonder you almost stopped traffic back there."
She felt herself color with embarrassment. She wasn't the type to dress up often – that was the great thing about owning your own business. Today, however, she'd needed to look professional and responsible, so she'd pulled out one of the only business suits she had in her closet – a black number she'd partnered with some heels. She'd spent far longer than she should have on her hair, which was pulled back in a very neat style.
She couldn't wait to get home so she could put her jeans back on and let her hair down again.
"You're looking pretty spiffy yourself, Cooper. What's the special occasion?" she asked, noticing he himself was dressed in a sports coat and tie.
"Just meeting you at the courthouse to lend my support."
"You were what?" she asked, completely surprised.
"Don't act so surprised, sweetheart. That's what friends do. I mean, isn't that why you're here? To support Andrea? I'm here to support you. Now you go on inside. I'll meet you in a few minutes after I find a place to park."
She realized he was pulling up to the curb in front of the courthouse now. She hopped out and leaned in to say, "Don't worry about it, Kevin. I appreciate the ride. I'll just meet up with you later."
"Right," he agreed. "In the lobby in a few minutes. Now scoot."
She wanted to argue, but she knew she didn't have time so she just slammed the door and hurried up the steps. Andi, who looked as nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs, came forward to greet Cassie. "I was getting worried," Andi said, chewing on her nails.
"Hey, I promised you I'd be here," Cassie reprimanded gently, and then awkwardly offered a hug for support. "So what's the deal? Do we go into a courtroom or what?"
"We have to wait on the judge. I think it's just supposed to be me and Pete and our lawyers, if we have them, and then the judge will talk to the officers in charge of the case. You'll have to wait out here with my parents."
"Oh," Cassie said, having expected something more along the lines of what you saw on TV. "Well, damn. I got all dressed up for nothing."
"Yeah," Andi agreed. "Sorry."
"You have nothing to be sorry about," Cassie stressed, and Andi nodded.
Andi introduced Cassie to the tall, grey-haired gentleman who was sitting with her parents – he was the lawyer they'd hired for her. Kevin joined the group a few minutes later, and Cassie felt a bit embarrassed to introduce him to Andrea in these circumstances. She hedged and explained to everyone that she'd needed a ride, and Kevin had volunteered. Cassie knew her friend found all of this embarrassing and hurtful and probably would have been happier if no one at all knew what had happened in her marriage, let alone a complete stranger like Kevin. Hell, if anything like it ever happened to Cassie, she certainly would not want all of her friends and family hanging around to witness the ordeal.
If anything, though, Kevin charmed Andi just like he'd charmed Cassie, and he, more than anyone, did the best job of keeping Andi's mind off the matter at hand by telling her about some of the adventures he'd been on. Europe, Canada, Asia ... he'd been all over the world, it seemed.
"Have you ever been snowboarding?" he even asked Andi at one point.
"No, but it looks like fun," she admitted, totally engaged in the conversation.
"Well, you'll have to let me take you and Cassie sometime. It's a lot of fun once you get the hang of it. We can go to Colorado – they've got some great slopes there."
Cassie scoffed. "Me? Strap a board to my feet and go hurling down a mountain at sixty miles an hour? I don't think so."
They all got a good laugh out of that.
Almost an hour after her scheduled appointment, Andi was called back with her lawyer, along with a stone-faced Pete and two police officers Cassie recognized from the night of the beating. For the next twenty minutes, Cassie watched the door worriedly, chewing on her nails.
Finally, Andi came out, looking tired and pale and with tear stains on her face. When she gathered herself enough to explain, Andi told them that she had been granted the Order of Protection her lawyer had requested, and both she and Pete were scheduled to be back in court. Andi added that the judge had also granted her sole rights to their home until the Order of Protection against Pete was lifted.
The prick was released on bond and would be out there somewhere, but at least he couldn't go near Andi – or wasn't supposed to, anyway.
That, she further explained, would give her the chance to pack all of her personal items and belongings and "get the hell out."
Thank God, Cassie thought. She'd really expected Andi to stay with Pete, just like she had all the other times. For once, she was glad to be proven wrong.
Hopping into the passenger seat beside Kevin, the first thing Cassie did was let her hair down. She shook it out and ran her fingers through it as she told him, "Maybe Tess can take me to pick my car up later. I hate to keep asking you for favors."
"Don't worry about it."
But she did. She absolutely hated to be indebted to anyone for any reason. Leaning back in her seat, she sighed. "I'll pay you for it then. How much does it cost to fill this thing up anyway?"
"Dinner and a movie, and I get to pick both. You pick up the check."
"Deal."
"That was easy." He whistled. "Damn. I knew I should have asked for a night of hot, sweaty sex instead."
"Keep dreaming, cowboy."
"Speaking of dreams, did I tell you the one I had the other night? It involved me, you, a bottle of honey and a hammock ..."
"Kevin!" She sent him a scandalous look. "Friends, remember? Geez."
His chuckle was evil. "Lighten up, Ross. Sheesh. Can't even take a joke. It's sad really."
She shifted uncomfortably, thinking, no, I damn well can't! Not jokes like that, anyway. The mere thought of her, Kevin, a bottle of honey, and a hammock sent her pulse racing and made her tingle in all the right places.
She was glad for the escape when he finally dropped her off at her shop. It was getting too hot in the cab of his truck for her liking.
"I'll be back around five," he promised, and sent her a sexy grin.
Friends, she reminded herself as she waved him off. All they could be was friends ...
***
The night of their dinner and a movie – her treat – finally came and Kevin found himself reluctantly calling Cassie to cancel. For someone who rarely got sick, he'd managed to come down with one helluva cold, and in the middle of spring, no less. Just his luck.
Cassie called the next day to check on him, almost sounding concerned. He took that as a good sign. He sounded almost as bad as he felt, and he felt terrible, so he really shouldn't have been so surprised when she showed up on his doorstep on the third day of his illness armed with a bag of medicine and a bowl of chicken soup, ready to take no prisoners.
"No offense, Cassie, but I want to get better, not worse," he joked stuffily when she handed him the soup she said she'd made herself.
"Very funny, wise guy. I'll have you know I've got plenty of experience nursing people back to health, thank you very much. My chicken soup helped get rid of more than one of my father's and Heather's colds in the past, so shut up, eat up, and like it."
Grumpily, he let her guide him back to bed, and she sat beside him on top of the covers, watching and waiting for him to try the nutritious liquid. He hesitantly took a sip from the spoon. "Hey, this is pretty good," he admitted, and scooped up a bigger helping.
Later he handed her his empty bowl. "Thanks. You're pretty good at this Mother Hen stuff. Who would've thought?" he teased.
"Yeah, well, I don't do it for just anyone. Consider yourself one of the lucky ones, cowboy."
He figured she must have had to nurse Heather plenty of times after their mother had passed away. That thought brought with it a revelation of sorts.
Cassie picked up his remote and began surfing through the channels on his small bedroom TV. "I saw where The Travel Channel is showing a documentary tonight on haunted places. You interested?"
"Sure. Just promise to protect me if I get scared," he agreed. Mainly, he was trying to think of a polite way to mention what he was thinking. Finally, he just said, "I guess it must have been kind of weird when Heather went away to college. I mean, after you had taken care of her for so long."
He could tell he'd hit on something by the way she seemed to stop breathing for a few seconds. She shrugged. "Yeah, I guess ..."
Certain he'd found a clue in his constant search into what made this woman tick, he continued, "You know, you never really talk about your father."
"So?" She sounded defensive now.
"I just wondered. I mean, is he still alive, or is he living it up in sunny Florida, or maybe he's in the CIA and you can't talk about him ...?"
"Afraid not. He died the same year Heather and Jake got married. Now, do you mind? I'm trying to watch this."
So her father was dead, and Heather had moved on with Jake. Her best friend had gotten married to a scumbag she'd refused to leave until now. After taking care of all of them for so long, suddenly Cassie hadn't been needed anymore. Like a brick hitting him in the face, Kevin suddenly got it. Cassie was afraid to get close to anyone because she probably felt like everyone she'd ever invested her efforts in had abandoned her. Could that really be it? Had he finally figured out her issue?
"Wow," he breathed, feeling pretty confident that he had.
"What? That ghost looked pretty fake to me," she scoffed, watching the TV.
"Oh, nothing," he said, then sneezed and blew his nose.
Cassie sent him a cutting glance. "You infect me, and I'll kick your butt."
"Hey, you're the one lying on the bed with me," he argued good-naturedly. He grinned. "Hey, you're lying on the bed with me," he pointed out with devilish merriment and wiggled his eyebrows.
She rolled her eyes but couldn't help but smile. Still, she scooted a little bit to the right, away from him. "You couldn't do anything if you wanted. You're sick."
"Is that a challenge?"
"No, that's a fact."
"Why'd you scoot over there then? Scared?" he teased.
"Hell no. I don't wanna catch your germs."
He smiled to himself.
"What?" Cassie demanded, seeing that smile.
"Oh nothing. Just daydreaming."
Her eyebrows shot up in surprise at that unexpected response. "About what?"
"I can't tell you. You'd get mad at me," he smiled.
"You're probably right," she agreed, and focused on the TV again.
Kevin chuckled and decided to let her off the hook. Even though he generally felt pretty lousy right about now, he also felt surprisingly upbeat at the moment, and he knew it was because Cassie was here.
***
The next few weeks were extremely busy for Cassie as she had several weddings and parties booked at the store. Still, that didn't stop Kevin from stopping by every other day to take her to lunch or dinner. A few times, he'd even volunteered his services to deliver flowers when her regular help had called in sick and she was caught in a bind.
Cassie was becoming very comfortable with their friendship, and she had to admit, she liked having a guy around as a friend, someone she could depend on whenever she needed him, though she was still loathe to admit it. Her short-lived friendship with Kevin had been the main thing she'd missed a few years ago, and now she didn't know what she'd do without it. Even though there were days when she was severely tempted to risk turning it into something more, she held back because she didn't want to ruin what they had now. The mere idea of not having him in her life any more now terrified her.
The fact that she could admit that to herself was even more terrifying.
When Heather called and asked if Cassie and Kevin would like to join them for a night out, Cassie didn't even hesitate to agree. Unfortunately, she got held up in joining them at the country western bar they'd picked and was almost half an hour late.
"Sorry," she said, joining the three of them at the table they'd reserved and shrugging out of her jacket. "Tess had to leave early and I got stuck with some late customers."
"You should have called me," Heather chided.
"It wasn't anything I couldn't handle. Did you guys order already?" she asked, picking up a menu.
She wasn't surprised they'd waited on her, and they all agreed to split one huge pizza with some beers. Cassie settled back in her seat and sighed, glad to be with friends for a change, and not working or going to court or counseling sessions with Andi.
Once or twice, Cassie caught herself glancing at both Jake and Kevin as they bantered back and forth across the table. They really were great guys, and so much alike in a lot of ways.
"Are you two up for a game of pool?" Jake asked the women after the pizza was gone.
"Not me," Heather sighed, and Cassie agreed, "It's been a long day. I just wanna sit here and kick back for a while longer. You go ahead without us. Give us a chance to gossip."
"Suit yourselves," Jake said, and leaned over to kiss his wife. "Wait here while I go show Kevin who's king."
"King of the losers maybe," Kevin shot back and winked at Heather as he followed Jake to the pool tables.
"So," Heather said when they were alone, "are you and Kevin dating yet, or still trying to be 'just friends'?"
"How many times do I have to tell you – friends only," Cassie emphasized.
"Still trying to put up boundaries? How sad. I think you two would be great together," Heather said.
"You've made that perfectly clear, little sister." Leaning forward, Cassie considered her sister and then glanced to where Jake and Kevin were talking and readying their game of pool. "Can I ask you something, sis?"
"Absolutely."
She considered her words carefully, not wanting Heather to jump to conclusions. "When you first met Jake, did you know he was the one?"
Heather's eyes widened in surprise. "When we first met? Honestly, no. I mean, I didn't think anyone like him could be interested in anyone like me, so I had these walls put up, you know? I never even let myself imagine it. It took a lot of convincing from him before I realized he really did love me. One day I just realized he was the man I wanted to spend the rest of my life with and I couldn't imagine my life without him in it. Why do you ask?"
"Just wondering ..."
Damn. Cassie could answer 'yes' to both those questions herself.
"This wouldn't have anything to do with you and Kevin, would it?" Heather smiled knowingly.
Cassie sighed, figuring if she couldn't trust her sister, who could she trust? "Maybe," she admitted. "I don't know. A part of me wants to take that chance, you know? But another part of me knows it just wouldn't work out. Besides, he deserves better."
"You'll never know until you try," Heather encouraged. "And he can't get any better than you, you moron."
Cassie just loved her little sister to death for saying that. Still, she wondered ... did she have what it took to be the kind of woman Kevin deserved? Or should she just stick to the 'just friends' objective?
Heather glanced in the direction of her husband, and then grimaced.
Cassie followed her gaze and saw that two women were chatting up Jake and Kevin. Even she tensed, seeing that.
"Damn," Heather murmured softly. "I hate it when women try to pick him up, even when I'm around. Doesn't she care he's wearing a ring?"
"Does it really worry you?" Cassie asked, feeling a little worried herself, seeing the second woman flirt shamelessly with Kevin, who absolutely did not have a ring to hide behind.
Just then Jake turned and sent Heather a smile and rolled his eyes to let her know he wasn't encouraging the attention. Heather laughed and blew him a kiss in return. "No. Not really. He always finds a way to untangle himself. Just watch."
"Mmmm. Well, Kevin doesn't seem to be trying to get away," Cassie grumbled.
"Technically, he doesn't have a reason to," Heather pointed out. "Can I give you some advice, sis?"
"Yeah, sure."
"Walls don't keep other people out. They keep you fenced in. Now why don't we go over there and show those floozies to stay away from our men?"
Cassie did what she usually did. She reacted without thinking.
"Best idea I've heard all night," Cassie agreed, wasting no time in abandoning her drink and heading that way.
When Jake saw his wife doing the same, he excused himself from the woman trying so hard to flash her ample, er, assets under his nose. Uh-oh, Cassie realized, seeing the blonde just turn and focus her attention on Kevin, who was already being worked over by a redhead in too-tight pants. He lifted his eyes, saw Cassie coming, and looked ... relieved?
Poor thing. Did he need her to rescue him from those two over eager bimbos? Just like the night of the bachelor auction, she recalled. She swore, if she didn't know him so well, she'd say he was gay.
Pasting on a wicked smile, she chuckled to herself as she got closer. Poor Kevin. He'd never know what hit him when she got done. She just pushed her way in between the two women and pressed her front up close against him, sliding one hand around his waist and the other up to play with the ends of his hair. "Sugar pie, honey dear," she drawled in her best – or worst – Southern imitation, just like Scarlet O'Hara or something. "Are you bein' a bad boy leadin' these poor women on?"
He stiffened, and she had to try real hard not to laugh at the flicker of merriment that suddenly lit up his eyes. The look he gave her said he was having the same problem. He exaggerated his own Southern accent to mimic hers, saying, "'Course not, love muffin." He slid an arm around her waist and gave her a squeeze too. "These two lovely ladies was just tellin' me about a party they were givin' for a friend."



"A party!" Cassie squealed. "Woo-hoo, I do love a party now."
Not to be left out, Heather, who was snuggled in Jake's arms, chimed in with her own atrocious Southern drawl. "Hot damn, honey, you know I'm always up fer a party too. Where's it at?"
The redhead was looking uncomfortable, but the blonde tramp just looked plain mad. Cassie toyed with them for a few minutes more before they just gave up and wandered off, seeking other prey. Cassie chuckled. When she went to slip away from Kevin, however, he wouldn't let her go.
"What's your hurry, sugar pie, honey dear?" he mocked with a big smile. "I do believe they are playing our song. Least you can do is offer me a dance now that you scared away all my dance partners."
She pretended to consider it, although she was thrilled at the idea of having a legitimate excuse to press up against him for a while longer. "Hmmm, well, sugar pie, honey dear, I guess I can do that."
They were playing some old country song, a ballad about lost love and heartbreak and twenty beers to drown it in, but Cassie barely heard the lyrics as she sighed and melted into Kevin's arms on the dance floor. How easy it would be to let go and fall completely in love with this man, she thought.
Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed that Jake and Heather were dancing too. They looked so comfortable together, and so happy. No one else in the room existed for either of them, from the looks of it. Cassie was glad. Maybe they would make it after all. She hoped so.
"Can I ask you something personal?" Kevin whispered, and his breath against the sensitive shell of her ear sent a thrill down her spine.
"Sure, love muffin."
She heard the smile in his voice as he asked, "Why did you really scare that woman away? Jealous?"
"You bet," she said without hesitation. "That woman had great hair. I wonder if I should dye my hair red," she added thoughtfully.
"Don't you dare," Kevin said and pinched her bottom in warning. "Seriously. Were you?"
She sighed, figuring she owed him nothing less than the truth. "I don't know. Maybe. OK, yeah, I was. I don't know why. We're just friends."
"Your rule, not mine," he reminded.
"I know." She turned her head on his shoulder, watched the lights gleam. "I should see a shrink."
"Plenty of people do. Doesn't mean you're crazy."
"Gee, thanks. You weren't supposed to agree with me."
"Hey, I like crazy. Crazy is hot. Really, crazy turns me on."
She felt his erection against her hip and thought, yeah, no kidding. She lifted her head and stroked her cheek against his. "Okay. Say you'd seen a couple of really hot guys flirting with me instead – would you have been jealous?"
She swore she felt his body tense and smiled to herself. "Hell, yeah," he agreed without hesitation. Then he was the one to sigh. "Difference is, you know I want to be more than just friends so it would have been justified."
She thought about that for a few seconds, wondering if her jealousy meant she would never be able to be "just friends" with Kevin. She smiled wryly at herself. Hadn't she been over this a thousand times in her mind already? If Kevin could promise her that adding sex back into their relationship wouldn't destroy their friendship, she would go home with him right now and give him a night he wouldn't soon forget.
She knew that wasn't a promise anyone could make though. She sighed, loudly and deeply. Heather's words came back to haunt her: "you'll never know until you try."
"Okay."
"Okay what?" Kevin repeated.
She just kept her head on his shoulder as she said, "Maybe we could try something ... more."
His hands around her waist tightened, and he seemed to falter in his movements for a second. Cassie realized she was holding her breath, waiting for some sort of audible response from him as well.
A softly whispered "Damn" was her only reward.
"Damn?" she repeated, lifting her head and sending him a look that could kill. "All you can say is 'damn'?"
He simply pressed her hips closer to his with one hand and pushed her head back down toward his shoulder with the other. "Feel that? I was already turned on holding you, but what you just said made me hard as a rock. We're gonna have to keep dancing until I can get out of here without embarrassing myself."
"Oh." A slow, self-satisfied smile spread across her lips. She lowered her head back to his shoulder and relaxed again. "Okay."
In the end, Kevin had to excuse himself to use the restroom, and when he came back – quite some time later – he was less noticeably aroused, but not by much. Cassie hid her smirk behind her mug of beer and continued her conversation with her sister and Jake until Jake finally reminded, "Time's up. Gotta get home to relieve the sitter."
The foursome walked outside, continuing their banter and fellowship until the last possible minute. Cassie noticed Kevin was walking behind her, using her as a shield to hide his condition. Poor thing. She felt a thrill knowing she'd put him in that condition, and she was probably grinning like a fool too. Maybe it was the beer she'd drank, although it hadn't been much. Maybe it was the full moon overhead. Cassie even found herself doing something totally out of character by initiating a hug with her little sister in parting.
"Thanks," she whispered in Heather's ear.
"For what?" Heather laughed, squeezing back.
Cassie just shrugged. "Just thanks. That's all."
"Tell that kid of yours I'll take her canoeing next weekend if she's good," Kevin was saying to Jake, who gathered Heather close with one arm and waved goodbye with the other.
"Where are you parked?" Kevin asked Cassie and pointed out that he was parked in the back lot.
"Same here. The place was packed when I got here," she explained, wondering, 'what do we do now?' Should she ask that god-awful question, your place or mine? Or should she let him take the lead? Encourage small talk? What? She actually felt butterflies in her stomach for the first time in years! How ridiculous was that?
"So ..." she said after the silence grew uncomfortable as they rounded the building. "Wanna go catch a movie now or—" She broke off when she saw something sharp come into his eyes, something reckless and thrilling that had her heart racing to a faster beat just from seeing it.
She felt her body jerk against his as he pressed her back against the brick wall behind the bar, hidden in the shadows. She didn't care. She just wanted his hands on her, and he didn't let her down. He slid them both beneath the hem of her shirt, slid them up the silk skin of her back as his mouth crashed down on hers. It was a hard kiss. A greedy kiss. It was easily a kiss that had been stored up inside both of them for the past four years, she reasoned as she pressed into him, giving every bit as good as she got. Her legs got tangled up with his. She lost track of whose hand was where. She just let it happen, not caring if the entire Chicago Cubs baseball team were to happen by and catch them at that moment.
Pulling back, breathing hard, Kevin pressed his forehead against hers and, after a moment, managed to say, "Sorry. I'm sorry. I just couldn't resist. You've had me so worked up all night ..."
"Just all night?" she challenged, smiling, still breathing hard herself.
"Minx." He smiled back and admitted, "Okay, you've had me worked up since the moment I first laid eyes on you, sweetheart. Now what are we gonna do about it?"
She let her hands do some exploring and pressed her hips closer to his in reply. Yep, he was still turned on; she could feel him poking against her, more so than before. He growled in her ear. "Watch it, darlin', or I'm gonna end up taking you right here, right now."
"Would that really be so bad?" she teased in his ear at the same time her hand slid between the waistband of his jeans and his hot, hard skin.
He groaned. "Got any protection on you?"
She stopped what she was doing, yet again realizing the thought had never once crossed her mind. Why was it always like that with him, and only him? She regretfully shook her head. "No."
"Damn. Me either. I didn't want to risk you finding any on me and jumping to conclusions. Boy, was I stupid." He closed his eyes and said, "Just give me a minute."
Cassie thought about their situation and ways out of it, but only for a second. Then she put both of her hands to work – one to lower his zipper and the other to fish out his erection. She nipped his earlobe and smiled when he groaned and leaned more into her, a slave to his hormones. "Why don't you let me take care of this for you so you can be more comfortable following me back to my place?" she told him.
He seemed to look around, trying to see if anyone was around to spy on them. She already knew there wasn't – she'd already looked for herself. Not to mention, it was so dark where they were standing, no one would see them anyway. Either way, she was willing to risk it if he was. Still, he seemed to grit his teeth and say, "Nah ... Wouldn't be right."
"If it was right, it wouldn't be so much fun," she smiled and just shoved him around until he was the one leaning against the wall, at her mercy. "Just lean back and enjoy the ride, cowboy. You can return the favor later."
"Cassie ... oh god," he began to protest and then groaned when her hands, then her lips made contact with his very hard cock. His head fell back against the brick and he unconsciously arched his hips toward her. Swallowing hard, Kevin lifted his head, opened his eyes, and looked down at her on her knees and servicing him behind a bar.
As he watched her mouth slide up and down on his cock, Cassie heard herself moan a time or two along with him. She made love to his cock like she'd never done before, coating it gently with her tongue so she could slide more of him between her lips. She knew he'd already been so turned on, it wouldn't take long for him to cum. She really started to bob up and down, faster and faster. She felt Kevin grab her hair and say, "I'm close, Cassie. .. Better ...stop," he gasped.
She started to feel his cock swell as she continued to lick up and down his long, hard staff. She'd never swallowed for anyone before – she didn't know of any woman outside of porn and erotic stories who actually enjoyed doing it – so she pulled back and finished him off with her hands.
When his breathing seemed to return to normal, she smiled a self-satisfied smile and straightened to lean into him. "Better now?"
"Damn, Cassie." He tugged her close and wrapped his arms around her. "I'm not so sure I can repay a favor as good as that one."
"Don't worry. Practice makes perfect, and I plan to see that you get plenty of practice," she told him and pulled away with the intent to get in her car and race home as fast as humanly possible. Now she was the one who was hot and horny and aching for release. She'd never given a guy a blowjob in a public place before, and for some reason, it had made her wet. Excited. Eager. But Kevin grabbed her hand and tugged her back before she could get a move on it.
"My place, not yours," he said with a grin. She wondered why the preference and guessed it must have shown on her face. He reminded, "Condoms," and she almost turned red. Yet again she'd let it slip her mind, and he did have that big multi-pack to use up. She had none to speak of herself.
"Okay. Your place," she agreed and turned to leave. He wouldn't let go of her hand.
"Wait, Cassie," he said, obviously not sharing her edge of urgency now that he'd gotten his rocks off. "If you change your mind on the way there ... you know I'll understand."
She smiled and leaned in to kiss him, hoping to convince him she wasn't going to change her mind anytime soon. "Nice try, hot stuff, but you're not getting out of that favor you owe me. Now, will you just leave already or do you need an engraved invitation?"
He just smiled real big, obviously relieved and just as excited as she was, and when he said, "Make sure you follow me. I know a shortcut," Cassie knew she was in for a night she would never forget.
***
The 'just friends' rule had been tossed out for nearly three months, and so far, so good, Kevin couldn't help but think.
What a great three months it had been too. He and Cassie had been virtually inseparable since the night she'd caved in and agreed to add sex to their renewed friendship. She had not only stayed the entire night at his place that night without having second thoughts, she'd stayed that entire weekend. Then the next, and the next, and sometimes he stayed at her place too. Kevin hadn't exactly gotten her to say those three little words just yet, but he'd let them slip to her a couple of times now. He knew he loved her; he felt she should know it too. Sooner or later she'd accept he meant it and feel comfortable enough to share her own feelings. Maybe she felt the same. Maybe she didn't.
He was a patient man. He figured he could wait a little bit longer to find out.
Kevin sighed as he sat on the edge of the swimming pool behind his newly purchased house and watched as Cassie helped her niece stay afloat in the water. The woman was a bit of a distraction in that bikini, but he reigned in such thoughts, knowing it was hardly proper since they'd been entrusted with Faith for the weekend while Jake and Heather celebrated their wedding anniversary out of town. Still, he didn't mind looking. He knew Cassie had caught him staring at her with a grin on his face more than once. She was getting pretty good at pretending she didn't notice, but he'd caught her checking him out a time or two as well.
They had yet to christen his swimming pool – they'd been too busy christening all the other rooms. If little Faith weren't their responsibility today, Kevin felt sure they'd be christening the pool right about now. He could just picture it. Just the two of them. Cassie's legs wrapped around his waist. Their slick, wet skin sliding against each other. Her hot, slick tunnel surrounding his hard cock ...
He was ripped from his thoughts when he suddenly felt a wave of water splash him in the face followed by the sounds of the little girl's laughter. "Ooops. Sorry," Cassie feigned innocence as her niece giggled helplessly in her arms.
Kevin pretended to growl and slipped back into the pool with them, then chased Cassie – who was holding Faith – until he trapped them against the wall. "You think that was funny, huh?" he asked, grabbing Faith, lifting her up high and then perching her on his shoulders. She squealed with glee and laughed when he asked Cassie, "Now what about you, young lady?"
"Lady? Where?" she asked and pretended to look around. "I don't see a lady around here."
He couldn't help but chuckle at that and launched a wave of water in her direction in retaliation for her earlier attack. Cassie just squealed in protest and splashed back.
By the time they made it back inside, he was pretty sure all of their sides were hurting from so much laughter. He couldn't help but think, "If we had kids, this is what it would be like." He sighed. Oh yeah. He had it bad. Real bad.
When Faith disappeared into the bathroom to "tinkle," he cornered a still wet and bikini-clad Cassie in the kitchen, where she was making them sandwiches for lunch. He took the opportunity to slide his arms around her from behind and nuzzle her neck.
"Mmmm. You feel good, sweetheart. Nice and wet, just the way I like you."
"Pervert," she accused, but twisted so he could kiss her on the mouth rather than the neck. "Too bad I can't stay here tonight. Gotta take care of the kid though."
"You could both stay here," he reminded, but she arched her brows at him like he was crazy for suggesting such a thing. "Not with my niece, I won't. I won't set that kind of example. I'll stay tomorrow night when she's back home."
"Mmmm. I can't wait," he murmured, nibbling her earlobe. When he slid his hand around to feel her breast, she moaned and leaned back into him. Then they heard the sound of the toilet flushing, and Cassie protested, "She's coming," and wiggled free of his grasp.
Kevin loved seeing her so flushed and flustered, even though he was disturbed by something she'd said. She didn't want to set "that kind of example" for her niece. That kind of declaration could put a serious hamper on his plans to ask her to move in with him.
He'd had her tour this house with him when he made the decision to buy one, just so he could make sure she liked the one he bought. He'd been on the road so often since he'd moved to this town, it had never bothered him to pay rent on an apartment. Nowadays, he hardly traveled at all – he'd actually turned down guiding adventure tours in order to spend more time with Cassie. It made him realize he'd like to have a home of his own, hopefully one he could share with her. He was ready to settle down, and he hoped she was too, finally.
If she'd been anyone else, Kevin would have already asked Cassie to marry him. But as she had been so eager to remind him time and time again, she was allergic to commitment. She was comfortable with the way things were. So he'd been trying to decide if he should go ahead and ask her to move in instead – even though the thought just didn't sit well with him. His mama and sisters had always taught him to have more respect for the woman he loved, but he had himself convinced Cassie might actually agree with that before she would marriage.
Now he wasn't so sure of that either.
The rest of the day Kevin made sure he made no move to flirt with Cassie at all. In fact, he was perfectly content just to spend time with two of his favorite ladies, playing silly board games, watching cartoons, and visiting the local McDonald's for a snack. When Cassie and Faith left his place later that evening, he actually felt sad and lonely for the first time in a long time.
Too dignified to mope, he did the next best thing – he called the sister he was closest to for advice. When he hung up nearly an hour later, he thought maybe, just maybe he had a better idea of what he needed to do ...
***
"What do you mean, you're leaving?" Cassie asked, trying to sound like she wasn't upset by the idea, even though she was. She pulled Kevin's discarded tee shirt over her head and turned to find him watching her with appreciation.
"I've got a booking for a white water trip," he explained. "I'll only be gone for a couple of weeks. You probably won't even notice I'm gone."
"Yeah maybe," she tried to agree, although she was pretty damned sure she would notice. She went back to the bed and sat down and didn't even focus on him lying there naked aside from the bed sheets and looking deliciously disheveled from their recent bout of lovemaking. She chewed on her nails and stared thoughtfully at the wall.
It was over for her. Cassie had known for certain the minute she had walked into Kevin's new house the first day he'd moved in and saw the rose petals he'd strewn along the floor for her. She'd never get over him. Never get past him. With single-minded purpose, he'd destroyed all of the careful walls she'd built around her heart until there were none left.
Now she was stupidly, hopelessly, irreversibly in love with the man, and she had to admit to herself she probably had been all along, ever since that first night together so long ago now.
Kevin could shatter her. No one had ever been allowed to have that control over her before. And now he was leaving? Leaving just when she was beginning to get a handle on her feelings for him?
"Hey," he said, trying to get her attention back on him. "I won't be gone long. I promise."
Cassie forced a smile. "I've got plenty of work to catch up on. It's probably a good thing. You just surprised me, that's all."
"Someday I might take you on an adventure with me – if you're real nice to me, of course," he said with a teasing grin.



"Nice? I can be nice," she said thoughtfully, sliding down the bed until she was facing him. "Just how nice do I have to be? As nice as this ...?" she asked and slid her bare leg over his. Then she ran one hand beneath the bed sheets until she found his cock, already hard and throbbing, and stroked it with her hand.
By the time he left her place the next morning, she felt better about his leaving, although she still wasn't happy about it. Mostly because he'd waited until the day before he was due to leave to even mention it to her. He had to have known about it for at least a week. Why couldn't he have told her then, she wondered.
The first week he was gone wasn't that bad, she had to admit later. She kept busy at work and kept her mind off him by spending her evenings with Andi or Heather's family. The second week was much harder, largely because she had yet to hear from him. She'd thought he would at least call once in a while to check on her. Geez.
When Kevin finally called Tuesday of that second week, it was to inform her he'd be gone a few more days longer than he'd thought. He didn't say why he hadn't called more often, and she didn't ask. She suspected this was his way of telling her he was getting tired of their relationship, just as she'd figured he would from the beginning. Eventually he'd start taking longer and more frequent trips again, and one day she'd wake up and realize she hadn't heard from him in months. That he wasn't going to call her again because it was over.
Okay. So what if he didn't call? she told herself. She'd just start calling him instead. She'd spent the past few months feeling guilty as hell because Andi was going through relationship hell while Cassie was happier than she could ever remember. She'd held back – a leopard couldn't just change her spots overnight, after all. But now that she knew for certain what she wanted, she was willing to stand her ground and fight for it, she decided. Kevin shouldn't have to do all the work anyway. She vowed to start pulling her fair share of the weight in this relationship when he came back. Maybe even tell him how she felt about him, finally.
When Tess invited Cassie for a night out on the town, she agreed to go. Better that than sit around being lonely and dwelling on negative thoughts. Tess was a few years younger than Cassie and wanted to hit all of the clubs even if it took all night to do it. Cassie realized how old she was getting – in her mid thirties now, steadily creeping older, and struggling to stay conscious after one a.m. Stubborn as always, she still tried hard to fit in with the younger crowd but just wasn't feeling it. A few times, guys hit on her, and she did a little harmless flirting with them, if only to soothe her ego. But she was never once tempted to take any of the guys up on their offers. They just all seemed to pale in comparison to Kevin. She'd had that problem the last time too, which is why she'd virtually stopped dating, period, until he'd re-entered her life.
Maybe it really was time she settled down. She was getting too damn old for this crap she decided the next day after waking up and feeling every one of her years.
That was the condition Kevin found her in a few hours later when he unexpectedly showed up on her doorstep. "Geez, babe, you look like hell," was his first comment.
"Don't talk to me," she snapped. She turned and headed for her kitchen, leaving him to choose whether to follow or not. He did, and he watched her fish out a bottle of pain killers and wash two down with some water. Finally, she said, "I didn't know you'd be back today."
"Yeah, well, I got back early. Silly me, I thought you might be glad to see me," he said.
She couldn't lie. "Guess I have mixed feelings about that, to be honest."
"Apparently," he scoffed. "Where were you last night? I tried calling a number of times – until three o'clock, actually."
She took a seat at her dining table and told him the truth. "I went clubbing with Tess."
"Just Tess?"
Was he accusing her of something? She instantly got defensive, then reminded herself she would have probably reacted the same if she were in his shoes. "Yes, just Tess. Before you ask, no, I did not bring home any guys nor did I sleep with anyone at all while you were gone."
"I wasn't thinking that."
"Yes, you were," she argued, seeing it in his eyes.
"I wasn't." He sighed, crossed his arms, and leaned against the wall. "So why are you having mixed feelings about seeing me?"
Once upon a time, she might have tried to play it cool, act like she hadn't been bothered by his absence. She was different now, though, so she admitted, "Because I can't help but wonder if you left to signal to me that you wanted some space. Because you didn't call me every damn day like I hoped you would. Because I missed you and didn't want to. A lot of reasons."
"Oh," was his only response.
"Yeah, I know. Pretty pathetic." When he didn't argue, Cassie lifted her eyes to see that he was watching her with a serious, thoughtful expression on his familiar, handsome face. "What?" she demanded.
"What are you doing tonight?"
She blinked. "Probably nothing. Why?"
"Good," he said and straightened. "Would you please have dinner with me around seven?"
"Yeah, sure."
Kevin finally smiled. "Great. Do me a favor and wear something nice and sexy."
"You do me a favor and wear something nice and sexy," she returned haughtily, wondering where they were going that didn't allow her usual jeans and t-shirt. He leaned down and brushed a kiss across her forehead.
"Hope you feel better. I'll go so you can rest up," he said. "Oh, and by the way ... just so we're clear, the reason I left wasn't to signal to you that I wanted some space. Far from it."
"What's that supposed to mean?" she wondered out loud, fishing for clues.
"You'll find out – tonight."
"You and your surprises," she muttered as he left.
After a shower and some coffee, Cassie felt in better spirits now that Kevin was home again and they had plans for the evening. She grabbed her purse and headed to the mall, where she got her hair done, and she even splurged on a new dress since she didn't have many to begin with. By the time Kevin was due to arrive at seven, she was dressed to kill. She just hoped he didn't show up in jeans, planning to take her to the local steakhouse.
He showed up wearing a tuxedo, which threw her for a loop. "Oh, god, I'm underdressed, aren't I?" she said drolly in greeting.
He smiled. "You've got to be kidding. You look fantastic, Cassie."
"In this old thing?" she flattened her hands over the fabric of her new dress. "If I'd known we were going to a wedding, I would have made more of an effort," she joked.
Smiling, Kevin reached for her hand, raised it and kissed the back of it. "You look absolutely gorgeous, and you know it."
She couldn't help but smile at her own reaction. She twined her arms around his neck and greeted him properly – the way she should have that morning, in fact. Kevin broke the kiss and said, "No more of that or we'll be late for our dinner reservations."
Cassie was so busy telling Kevin about Faith's latest shenanigans that she didn't realize what their destination was until he pulled his truck into the parking lot of the hotel. The same hotel where she'd met him; the same hotel where they'd spent their first night together.
She started to get nervous. "Okay, what's going on?"
"I thought it would be nice to come back here," he said simply, and got out of the car.
Cassie took a deep breath and followed him out. She was quiet until they were seated at a table in the hotel's plush restaurant. Kevin was making small talk, telling her about his white water rafting trip, but she barely heard a word he said. She couldn't help but wonder if he was thinking of doing something crazy tonight.
Like proposing to her or something...
She laughed nervously at the thought. Now she was the one being crazy. Why on earth would Kevin propose to her? It wasn't like she'd given him any reason to expect that's what she wanted. Quite the opposite, in fact.
She shook herself of the thought. He was just being his usual romantic self, trying to treat her to a night out to celebrate his homecoming. That's all. She should relax and enjoy it, she told herself.
"They're not having one of those bachelor auctions again tonight, are they?" she enquired casually, glancing around at a few other couples dressed similarly to them.
"Why? Thinking about bidding on a new model?" Kevin said with a smile.
She sent him a straight look. "Don't be ridiculous. I just don't want other women thinking you're up for grabs. It's hard to win a good catfight dressed like this, and I might not do a good enough job of scratching their eyes out."
He blinked in surprise, and Cassie felt her cheeks heat in surprise herself. There, she thought. That was close enough to telling him how she felt, wasn't it?
She cleared her throat and added, "Not that I've ever been in a catfight or anything ..."
"Sure," was his only comment, followed by a barely muffled chuckle.
The food was delicious. The company was even better. Cassie found herself relaxing up until dessert arrived and Kevin started acting funny. Sort of fidgety. Nervous? Her thoughts went back to the idea that he was going to propose. Surely he wouldn't ...
Marriage was such a big step. They should live together first. That's what she'd tell him, and that would be a huge compromise for her. Surely he would appreciate that.
He poured her a fresh glass of champagne and smiled at her. She lifted it, took a long swallow, and then sat it back on the table. "OK, Kevin, spit it out."
His eyes widened. "Spit what out?"
"Whatever it is you're so worried about asking," she said pointedly. "First, I want to say something though."
"Okay."
"If you brought me here tonight with some crazy notion that ... well, that you were thinking of –" she lifted her glass again, took a brief sip, and said, "Oh hell. Just ask. Go ahead. I'm ready."
He was half smiling, looking a little dazed as he tried to make sense of her words. Clearing his throat, he reached for her hand across the table, looked deep into her eyes, and said, "Cassie, sweetheart, the reason I brought you here tonight is to ask you—"
When he hesitated, she squeezed his hand and prompted, tensely, "Ask me...?"
He took a deep breath. "Cassandra Elizabeth Ross ...?"
Oh god, oh god, oh god.
He squeezed her hand reassuringly. "Will you do me the honor of going home with me to meet my family?"
"What?"
Cassie swore she almost fainted then. Not just from the shock of his question but from the relief that it hadn't been the one she'd been expecting. She took a deep breath herself, steadied her nerves, and repeated, "Meet your family?"
He just nodded, watching her reaction closely, seriously.
She laughed and felt tears – wonderfully happy, relieved tears – blur her vision. "Well, I've always wanted to visit Texas."
"Really?"
She nodded, and said, "I love you, you idiot. Of course I want to see where you came from."
Kevin laughed in relief and couldn't restrain himself from jumping out of his seat and pulling her into his arms for a happy hug. He kissed Cassie fiercely, then told the hovering waiter, "Check please, and hurry, will ya?"
He glanced down at her and smiled. "So, you love me, huh?"
"Don't get cocky," she warned with a playful glare. "I can always change my mind."
He just laughed at that. "No you won't," he argued. "I won't let you."
*** Epilogue
God, he was tired.
Kevin took a seat and blew out a tired huff of breath. Cassie was relentless. She couldn't get enough. He felt like he'd created a monster, and he didn't know how to switch her off now. He couldn't believe he actually felt that way, but he did.
"Come on, you slouch," she yelled from where she was waiting on him to continue. A second later, she dropped down beside him, still a bundle of energy. "Whatsa matter? Tired, cowboy?"
He smiled at his wife of a year and pulled her close. He snatched a quick kiss, then said with what he hoped was a charming smile, "Can't we go back to the lodge now? Back to our nice, warm room with an even nicer bed where we can do some really nice things to each other?"
"Sure," she agreed. "When we get finished with this course, we will."
She poked him with the end of her ski pole and taunted, "If we race, we'll get done even faster. Bet I can beat ya!" she taunted, then hopped back to her ski-clad feet to begin shuffling to the top of the mountain.
Kevin chuckled as he followed, thinking of the irony of it all. It had taken a lot of convincing to get Cassie to participate in any of his sports, but once she had, she'd taken to them all like a duck to water. When he'd told her they could spend their first anniversary anywhere she wanted, he'd been expecting and hoping she'd choose Paris, maybe Italy, maybe a cruise to the Bahamas. She'd floored him when she'd picked this famous ski resort in Colorado instead.
"I want you to teach me how to snowboard," had been her explanation as she'd jumped into his lap and twined her arms around his neck to convince him it was a good idea.
Kevin thought back to the past year and a half. Taking Cassie home to meet his family had been the best decision he'd ever made. She'd loved them almost as much as they'd all loved her. He'd bided his time, waited for just the right moment, and asked her to marry him not long after they returned home from that trip. She hadn't even hesitated to say yes then. They'd had their fair share of arguments since, but oh, how he enjoyed the making up part of those fights.
He hadn't quite convinced Cassie that they were ready for children yet – for some reason, the thought of having a baby scared the living daylights out of her and she adamantly refused to even consider the idea.
Kevin wasn't worried about it though. He'd changed her mind about marriage. He'd eventually change her mind about kids too ...
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I suppose, looking back on it now, I've only experienced two gut-wrenching shocks in my lifetime. I try to be grateful I haven't had more, but man, I'm not sure I could survive any more like the two I've already had.
The first is probably predictable, given the category you're reading, but I should probably preface that one by explaining the way I met my ex-wife, Paige. Or maybe it would be more important to go back to the very beginning of me for you to understand our story.
I was born to older parents who'd tried many fruitless years to have children until, surprise, surprise, I came along. My mother was thirty-eight and my father was forty-five at the time. My father was also a policeman in the heart of Wisconsin. Yeah, you guessed it. He caught two bullets in the back one night while responding to an armed robbery. I was only four at the time, so I can't say I have many memories of him, although sometimes I think I can actually remember pieces of his funeral and some of the unfamiliar faces that hugged and coddled me while my mother silently fell to pieces in another room.
Not only was I an only child, but so were each of my parents, meaning I had no cousins, no aunts or uncles and certainly no grandparents to dote on me growing up. You might think my mother turned all of her affection toward me following my father's untimely death, but she was so depressed and lost in her grief that I often got overlooked and, yes, neglected. She did finally move us to Texas to be close to one of her best friends, and it was Lettie that often made sure I was clothed and fed and sent to school on time.
Lettie Jordan had her own husband and children to care for, but somehow she blended me into the fold. Her husband and children never took to me the way that she did though. When my mother passed away from a heart attack, I was 20 years old and barely shed a tear. When Lettie passed away, I was 31 and cried like a baby. I quickly lost all contact with her brood, who, in my opinion, had never appreciated the old gal the way I always had.
It was Lettie who had encouraged me to attend college. I can't say I had much interest in my studies growing up, and I always figured I'd spend my post-high school education selling cars or flipping burgers.
"No, Drew, you must pursue a career," Lettie had told me, and then handed me a check for $2,000 written out to the community college. "Take this and make something of yourself. You're made of better than you think."
I had no direction, hell, I had no interest in any specific career, but I took the money and enrolled anyway just to please Lettie. I was so eager to make that woman proud that I still have no idea how I ended up in Stanford's graduate program some years later.
I met Paige while working a part-time job as I finished my degree in business. I washed dishes nights, waited tables some when someone else didn't show up like they were supposed to, and often watched the cute, auburn-haired waitress from afar as she shuffled around the dining room.
Maybe it was my upbringing or maybe it was just my nature that I always kept to myself and didn't talk much. I never had many friends simply because I never went out of my way to make any. I was fairly good-looking, so I'd dated some without having to put forth much effort. I'd had a scare once when I thought I might have made a girl pregnant in high school, but it had turned out to be a false alarm. That was around the time I'd gotten serious about college, too, so I'd never had a real girlfriend, and I'd felt like a fool for even considering asking Paige out then. She was sweet-natured, kind to everyone, and seemed to come from a good family. I mean, what would she see in me? As far as I could tell, she didn't even know I existed.
Or so I had thought.
One night I'd just finished closing up and was headed to my car when I almost literally bumped into Paige in the parking lot.
"Oh, geez, you scared the hell out of me," she'd said, and then cushioned the complaint with an apologetic smile. "Sorry, Drew, I didn't see you. Hey, are you the last one inside?"
"Uh, yeah," I'd responded like a fool, thinking, shit, she knows my name?
"Dammit!" She'd glanced around, looking troubled. With a hand on her forehead, she winced and sent me a sideways glance. I swear she even blushed. "Sorry. I don't usually cuss."
"Is there a problem?"
"Yeah, my car won't start. I know Frank used to be a mechanic, so I was hoping he was still here and could take a look at it." She glanced at me hopefully. "Hey, you don't know anything about cars, do you?"
I knew only enough to be dangerous, but I lied and told her I knew more. It was an excuse to give me time alone with her, to play the hero, and try to work up enough courage to ask her out. She chatted happily the whole time I was tinkering with her car, telling me all about herself. She was only a year younger than me and she was studying journalism, hoping to work in television news.
"You're sure pretty enough," I said then, speaking my thoughts aloud. It was my turn to blush.
"You really think so?"
"I wouldn't have said it if I didn't mean it."
She blushed again. I always found her blushes endearing. She said nothing, just watched as I moved some cables and wires around under the hood. When she tried the engine, nothing happened as expected.
"Sorry," I told her. "Guess I don't know as much as I thought."
She chewed her bottom lip.
"Can I give you a ride, or would you prefer me to let you back inside to use the phone?" I'd asked then, thinking she was probably scared of being alone with me.
Her face lit up. "Um, yeah, a ride would be great."
And that was the beginning of my whirlwind romance with Paige Conerly. Paige had told me later that she'd been trying to get my attention for weeks and figured God must have finally intervened on her behalf that night and killed her car just to give her a chance with me. Apparently it's true that women are always attracted to the mysterious, silent types, and since I'd never said more than a few words to her in passing, she'd taken an interest. Thankfully I did something to hold it because she agreed to marry me almost two years later. She was radiant on our wedding day, a blushing almost-virgin since I'd had the privilege of deflowering her eight months after our first date.
We'd been married almost eighteen years when that first gut-wrenching shock I mentioned happened to me.
At some point early in our marriage, Paige had decided she was more interested in having a family than working, so she'd abandoned her career as a reporter for the local newspaper. She'd hated it anyway. When she never fell pregnant, she went back to work, but she never liked anything else either and was always changing jobs. She eventually she landed a part-time job at our affiliate TV news station as a producer. Finally, she'd found a job she loved, and we gave up consciously trying to have a family, figuring it would happen when it was meant to happen. We'd both been tested and both were told we were fertile. I guess God had a plan for us even then.
Looking back, I suppose my relationship with Paige fell into the same rut many marriages do. I was working so much that we didn't spend as much time together. She would sometimes get mad at me because she said I didn't open up enough to her. Certain times I would get tired of her criticizing and snap back at her. But I adored my wife, and I never doubted her love for me.
Well, not until about two years ago, that is.
I'd been putting in a lot of hours, trying to hold onto my job when I began to notice subtle changes in our relationship. One morning I found a pack of birth control pills hidden beneath some items in the bathroom. When had she gone back on birth control, and why had they been hidden?
When I asked her about it, she waved it off as nothing, saying, "I figured I might as well. You know I love my job and am not ready to give it up just yet."
Well, I figured our chances of having a kid at this point were pretty moot even without the birth control, but I tried to be understanding. I guess I was too preoccupied with the danger of losing my job to really think about it that morning. It triggered something in my subconscious though, because then I started noticing other things. When had she stopped dressing like the Paige I had married and more like the Paige I had dated? Then there were some days she came home late, supposedly from work. Not to mention, when was the last time we'd made love? A few weeks at least.
Holy hell. Was my wife cheating on me?
I watched Paige closely the next few days, watching for obvious slip-ups. I realized we hadn't been talking much lately. When had that happened? Sure, I wasn't much of a talker, but I usually enjoyed hearing about her day, enjoyed hearing her laugh whenever I had something funny to share.
She caught me looking at her one morning and she blushed self-consciously, so I walked over and put my arms around her from behind.
"How about we make time for each other tonight? It's been too long since we've had a nice night away from the house together. What do you say?" I asked her.
She looked surprised, but then she smiled brightly. "That sounds wonderful."
I decided I'd take her to her favorite restaurant that night. It was a bit pricey and upscale, but I knew we needed it. Whether she was cheating or not, we both needed some time together.
When I picked Paige up, she looked stunning. I knew she'd been insecure since turning forty, but she looked better than a lot of women half her age, I thought. I made sure I told her multiple times how beautiful she looked. Each time, I swear she blushed.
Was she cheating? Did I really want to know?
As I held my wife in my arms on the dance floor that evening, I couldn't imagine her ever being unfaithful. Her heart had always seemed so ...pure.
"I'm sorry I haven't given you much attention lately," I told her and meant it. "Work has been stressful. That's no excuse though."
She looked concerned and asked me why it was so stressful. When I told her about the impending layoffs, her face turned pale, as if something I had said had shocked her.
"I'm sorry," she said, looking at my chin. "I should have known that. You aren't the only one who hasn't been giving enough attention."
"I could have told you." I shrugged. She just shook her head, looking sad as she buried her face against my shoulder.
I think we both felt guilty and ashamed of ourselves that evening. When we made it home, she all but attacked me inside the doorway, ripping at my shirt and tie as she kissed me like she hadn't kissed me in years. I grabbed her hips and smashed my lips against hers hard. How we made it to the bedroom, I have no idea.
As I peeled off her dress, I made sure to whisper how much I adored her against her ear. I felt her shudder when my fingers found her breasts and squeezed. A few minutes of playing with her nipples were usually all it took to send her out of her mind with lust.
She moaned when my fingers found her drenched pussy. "I don't want your fingers, I want your cock," she whispered and pulled away.
Her hands made quick work of getting me out of my pants, and I groaned when her own fingers found me, hard and waiting for her. She slipped to her knees and sucked me off for a long time, much longer than ordinary. I almost lost it, so I pulled her up and practically threw her onto the bed. A few minutes of licking her pussy was all it took to have her screaming out my name, begging for release, while I regained some of my control.
I slid inside her, and she gasped, breathing out, "God, I love you!" as I began to slowly slide in and out, leaning down often to kiss her as I thrust my hips. We made love a second time sometime during the night, and I was amazed I had been able to get it up. As I drifted off to sleep, secure again in my wife's love, I heard her whisper, "I love you so much."
Maybe it was fate that I got laid off that day, almost three weeks later.
It was while I was sitting at a red light between First and Third streets wondering how we'd pay our bills if I couldn't find something else soon that I spotted my wife coming out of a restaurant with a man I vaguely recognized as one of her co-workers. I probably wouldn't have thought twice about it if I hadn't seen her grab his hand, pull him into the alley beside the restaurant, glance around coyly and then reach up to kiss him on the lips.
If someone had suddenly pulled out a gun and shot me in the chest at that moment, I think it would have been less shocking than seeing my supposedly faithful, loving wife kiss another man like that in public.
I followed them to a motel, waited outside long enough to decide murder wasn't a viable option for me, and then drove home. I had almost all of my bags packed when Paige came home an hour later — an hour earlier than usual herself.
"What are you doing home?" she asked, looking incredibly nervous.
"What does it look like I'm doing?"
Paige wiped her palms down her pants-leg, something she always did when she was very, very nervous. "Are you being sent on a trip for work?"
I almost laughed. "Nope!"
"Then what--?"
I'd never had the urge to hit a woman, but when I stopped what I was doing and glared at her, I'm sure she must have read the desire in my eyes. "Think about, and I'm sure you'll figure it out."
I saw tears swell up in her eyes. She knew she'd been caught. At least she didn't try to pretend otherwise.
"How did you...?" A sob ripped through her. "Oh God!" she cried and fell against the wall for support.
I ignored her. Just finished my packing, grabbed my bags and left. She tried following me, screaming "Drew! Wait! Please!" as I tossed the cases into my car and drove off.
I drove like a madman, trying to put space between me and my slut wife. If I'd had a gun at that moment, I probably would have used it on no one but myself.
Once again, I was alone in the world. No family to rely on. No wife. Abandoned, just like always.
I could bore you with the details of where I went and how I spent a pitiful week in a hotel two states away, trying to cope with the loss that had ripped a new hole in my chest. Paige tried calling me multiple times, but aside from once or twice when I was drunk out of my mind, I never answered. I finally realized I couldn't stay in the hotel forever and went back home. Hell, it was my house more than it was hers.
She looked like hell, which made me feel slightly better. She was dressed in sweats, her eyes were red and puffy. She blinked in shock when I walked in, put my bags inside of the guest bedroom and sat down on the sofa across from her.
"I'm filing for divorce tomorrow," I told her. "Until we get things settled, I have no choice but to stay here." I waited a beat before saying, "I got laid off."
She nodded. "I know. Gavin told me."
Gavin was probably my only real friend in the world. His office had been right next to mine. He'd helped me pack up my desk.
Paige hadn't moved from her position across from me. It was as if she was frozen or something, maybe too afraid to move. I blew out a puff of air through my nose. A clear signal to her that I was still pissed.
"Just tell me why," I barked.
Paige didn't answer. She took a deep breath, wiped her eyes and shrugged. "It just happened. I don't know why." She swallowed, and then added, "I still love you very much."
"I'm sure," I grumbled. "And him? Do you love him too?"
She looked away, unable to meet my eyes, and I had my answer, even though she said, "It's different. We...I'm not sure what my feelings for him are. It's not what I feel for you."
I snorted. "You threw away an 18-year marriage. I sure hope the bastard loves you back." Well, that was a lie. I wished them both nothing but unhappiness. I leaned forward. My jaw clenched. It was one thing if it was only sex. Sex I might have been able to get past. An emotional involvement was much more wounding. "Just tell me one thing. How long has this been going on?"
She looked down again. "About six months."
Six months? How could I not have noticed? I suddenly felt exhausted. I placed my head in my hands and leaned over. This hurt too much. I just wanted to leave. I wanted this done so I could move on to the next chapter of my life. I just wanted the pain to stop.
I felt Paige's touch on my shoulder and realized she was kneeling beside me. She was crying again. "I'm so, so sorry, Drew. Please. Is there any way we could...?"
I jerked my shoulder away and stood up. Without a word, I retreated to the guest bedroom.
To make a long story short, Paige didn't fight the divorce. I figured she'd decided it would hurt her relationship with her lover if she protested too much. Who knows? In the end we split things fifty-fifty, we sold the house, I found an apartment and was fortunate enough to find another job within a week of filing for divorce. Paige would call me every now and then, but she usually sounded like she'd been crying. Guilt, I'm sure. I was always short with her, but never too rude. I didn't want her to know how much I was still hurting, so I said very little when she asked how I was getting along. I was always tempted to ask how her lover was and if they were still together, but I wasn't sure that I could handle knowing the answer. I finally asked her to stop calling. I didn't think it was healthy for either of us.
I'd thought Lettie's death had been devastating, but it was a walk in the park compared to the feelings caused by the divorce. Maybe it was just me. I knew plenty of divorced people who seemed to get along perfectly fine. Many were remarried. Had kids.
It never occurred to me that I should date someone else until about three months ago when Gavin visited my office and chastised me for always being so serious.
"There's a pretty hot number working out there, and I chatted her up for you. Guess what? She's single."
I frowned. "Who?"
"Said her name was Annie."
"Annie?" She seemed way too young for me. Besides, I didn't think our personalities meshed well. She seemed pretty straight-laced and was pretty devoted to her church. I hadn't set foot in a church since my wedding, and look how well that had turned out. "Stop joking around."
"Man, you've got get past this. Have you thought about therapy or...?"
"Gavin, I'm not amused."
"Fine." He threw his hands up. "You know, Paige has been in therapy since the divorce."
It was like he'd pointed out the pink elephant in the room. I knew his wife Karen was still friends with Paige, but he never mentioned her. Never. He knew how I felt.
I slammed shut the book I'd been writing in. "Good for her. I hope it helps."
"Do you mean that?"
"Hell no." I sort of smiled, and so did he.
"Yeah, I don't blame you." He gestured toward the hallway. "Seriously, man, you need to consider your options. It's been almost two years since your divorce. She seemed like a nice girl. She could be good for you, and she's interested. She asked me if you were single too."
Aw, hell. "Gavin..."
He held his hands up. "Just consider it."
I did consider it, and the thought of Paige being happy motivated me to at least try to be the same. Annie turned out to be in her thirties and about the sweetest girl I'd ever met. Then again, I'd once felt the same about Paige...
Annie was a brunette, but her hair was shorter than Paige's had been. She was a tall woman who looked sophisticated even when she wasn't dressed for work. She also had a hearty laugh that always brought a smile to my face to hear. It was evident she loved life, although to hear her story, she hadn't had an easy one either.



We dated casually at first. Annie seemed to understand I wasn't ready for anything serious, so we simply went to the movies, out to dinner and to a baseball game or two. We seemed to dance around each other when it came to sex. I wasn't sure I was ready for that either, and she didn't seem to be in much of a hurry to get naked.
She was a hell of a kisser though.
I had no idea how long a girl like Annie would be willing to wait for me to get my shit together, and I knew I wasn't being fair to her if my heart wasn't in it.
But I just couldn't seem to let her go.
I was sure that, given time, I would grow to love her, and my heart would have the hope of healing again.
Yeah, I should have known nothing could ever be that simple.
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As I sat waiting in the restaurant for my lunch date to arrive, I realized my knee was bouncing anxiously with every second of the clock. I glanced at my watch again. This is what I got for arriving too damn early.
I hadn't been this nervous in ... hell, I couldn't remember.
I'd made a decision — one that was too important to deliver over the phone, of course, so here I sat, waiting for her to arrive. I pulled out my phone and didn't see any missed calls. I took a deep breath and considered calling her — calling Annie. Hearing her voice might calm me. She'd been my rock the past month. She meant more to me now than I'd ever hoped she'd mean, but how would she feel about the decision I'd made? I hadn't discussed it with her yet, but I thought — hoped — she'd like it.
I fingered the small object in my coat pocket and felt my nerves attack again.
"Drew?"
I glanced up and saw that my date had arrived. Paige stood staring at me, half smiling as if she weren't sure what to expect. I stood up and smiled, actually relieved to see my ex-wife. What a feeling. I thought I hated the woman for what she'd done to me — to us. I hadn't laid eyes on Paige for close to two years now. She looked good. Healthy. Beautiful as always.
"You're early," I said, glancing at the clock on the wall behind her. She was almost twenty minutes early. I had been thirty. "Please. Have a seat."
She avoided my eyes. "Well, I was anxious to see you. Um, you're early too." She was watching me again, seemingly intent on reading my every expression.
I laughed. Actually laughed. "Yeah, I guess I am." I took a deep breath. "You look wonderful. How have you been?"
Making small talk was surprisingly easier than I had expected it to be. By the time our entrees arrived, I knew that Paige had given up her job at the television station and was now working as a freelance writer from home. That home was a small one-bedroom apartment across town, not far from Annie's, actually.
It wasn't until she said, "I was really surprised to hear from you. Karen says you never ask about me and that you prefer it if my name is never mentioned," that I became uncomfortable. I recognized the pain in her eyes as she spoke, but she met my eyes, unflinching. I sensed she felt she deserved the pain and was forcing herself to endure it for whatever odd reason.
Oh boy. I took a deep breath, stuck my hand in my pocket and felt the glide of metal against my fingertips. The small talk appeared to be over. It was time to announce my real purpose for this meeting.
Remember when I said I'd only ever had two gut-wrenching shocks during my lifetime? The first was, of course, finding out that my wife had been cheating on me for six months while I remained oblivious to the fact.
The second...
Well, the second had come only a couple of short months ago.
I was sitting in the doctor's office after battling a nasty case of the flu — a flu I couldn't seem to shake — when the grey-haired man who'd been treating me said, "Drew, I want to run some tests."
What fateful words, I remembered now. The tests had confirmed his fears. Cancer. Lung cancer, to be exact, and because I was at an advanced stage, my prognosis wasn't as positive as it could have been.
I remember feeling again as if I'd been punched in the gut, the shock was so great. I was only 43 years old. I'd never so much as smoked a cigarette in my life. How could I have cancer? I'd stumbled to my car, barely noticing a thing around me. Who would mourn me if I died? I had no family. Just a few friends. Gavin and his wife, Karen. And Annie. Paige's face briefly flashed into my mind, but I squashed all thoughts of her before they could pierce my heart again. For all I knew, she had remarried. Married her lover, Alan Mackerel, the man who'd stolen her heart and body away from me.
Oddly, the thought didn't disturb me the way it once had.
You see, the story you've been reading has never been about which woman I would choose to spend my life with -- sweet, beautiful Annie, or beautiful, flawed Paige. Hell, my life seemed to be over, so what did it matter? It's never been about whether I would turn out to be a wimp husband who forgave his whore of a wife, never knowing if she would cheat again. It's certainly not about the hot rebound sex I could have had with Annie if we'd both been willing. Don't you understand that those things are all trivial compared to my purpose for writing this story -- to purge my own soul, if you will, and to go back and look at my life with a fresh perspective. To gain redemption for myself, whatever that meant, for the remainder of years I had left in this world.
I'd shared the news of my cancer with Annie that evening when she brought me a meal as she'd been doing regularly since I'd fallen sick. I half expected her to politely excuse herself, to withdraw from me, but she hadn't.
Did I ever mention the main reason Annie and I had never had sex? Annie had been raped by a complete stranger a few years before, and while she might have been interested in me, she'd made it clear from our first date that she wasn't ready for that type of intimacy yet. Like me, she was still healing from past emotions. She'd said she had a feeling I would be understanding about it -- unlike the few sexually-motivated chumps she'd attempted to date since her rape. She'd been right.
"I'm here for you," Annie had said simply after hearing my news, clasping my hand. And she had been. From my first chemotherapy treatment up until last night, when I'd realized I was starting to loose my hair, Annie had been there. My emotional rock. I was pretty sure I loved the woman for that.
"Drew?" Paige murmured now, looking at me, confused.
Oh, right. I lifted my glass of water and swallowed to prolong the words I had to say. Paige sighed and said with a forced little smile, "Um, I hear you're finally dating someone. Is that what this is about?"
"You heard that?"
"Well, I asked Karen," she admitted. She glanced down at her hands. "I saw you coming out of the movie theater last month with a woman I didn't recognize. She was beautiful. You looked good together. You looked...happy."
She said the last almost as if she were asking for verification, so I nodded and forced a smile of my own. The irony of her statement wasn't lost on me. I'd found out about her lover by seeing them together from afar. How had it felt for her, seeing me with another woman? I was glad it had happened that way though, not that it mattered anymore. Neither of us had a claim on the other. I nodded. "Yes, her name is Annie. She's pretty terrific. Far too good for me, but she sticks around for some reason."
"No one is too good for you," Paige said, then quickly looked away as if she instantly regretted voicing that opinion.
I cleared my throat. This was suddenly very...awkward. "So, are you and Alan still together?"
Her face turned pale. Her eyebrows furrowed, and she shook her head, her long, auburn hair brushing her shoulders as she met my eyes again. "I haven't seen him since before the divorce. Didn't you know?"
I shrugged. I'd had no idea. "Is there anyone else?"
"No," she said simply, firmly.
If I died, I didn't want Paige to be alone, I realized. I actually wanted her to be happy.
"One of the reasons I asked you here today is because I wanted to give you something." I reached for the brown envelope sticking out of my briefcase. "I was going through some paperwork and I realized you were still the beneficiary on my life insurance policy."
Something died in her eyes, I thought. "Oh," she whispered. "Do you want me to sign something releasing myself from it?" Her voice had weakened with disappointment. I recognized the tone from our many years together. What could she possibly be disappointed about, I wondered. She stood to inherit close to a million dollars when I died.
I shook my head. "No, I want to make sure you still have a copy of the policy."
"Wha..what?"
I handed her the envelope and then reached for the key that had been burning a hole in my pocket all morning. "You know I don't have any family. You gave me 18 mostly happy years. You deserve something for that."
She looked dumbfounded. "But I don't understand." She barely glanced at the envelope she now held. "Don't you want to—" She stopped herself. "I mean, you could always remarry or have children, Drew. Surely you don't mean for me to remain your beneficiary."
Under normal circumstances, I probably wouldn't have, but the chances of me remarrying were pretty slim at this point. The doctors hadn't point-blank told me I was dying, but I doubted I had a snowball's chance in hell of living past two, maybe three years. Even if I was certain Annie wanted to marry me, I would never allow myself to make her a widow so quickly.
I held out my hand and said, "Actually, I'd like for you to have this, too."
She took the small key from my hand. "What is this?"
"It's an extra key to my safety deposit box." When I died, I wanted her to feel comfortable taking back some of the items I'd removed from our shared home. There were pictures she might like to keep. Other small keepsakes I hadn't been able to throw away or sell that had no value other than sentiment. I'd gathered them all and put them in a neutral place, the bank. I'd also kept my wedding ring in there. "I'd like for you to hang onto it, just in case. Gavin knows the full details. I just wanted you to have the key."
She frowned. "Drew, I really don't understand this. Is there something you're not telling me?"
I almost laughed. I felt like crying, too, which was a strange mix for me. I'd never been the emotional type. I'd planned to tell Paige about my diagnosis, but sitting across from her, looking into her soulful eyes, I found that I just couldn't.
I couldn't tell her, and I wasn't even sure why I couldn't.
"I, um, started going to church," I confided, truthfully, hoping to distract her from the topic. After my diagnosis, Annie had suggested I attend with her one Sunday to see if it helped lift my spirits. I suppose being faced with one's own mortality made a person do strange things. I agreed to go, and the experience had actually been life-changing. Her church wasn't bad at all. It was contemporary, casual dress, and her preacher had a sense of humor he used to engage the congregation's attention. The pastor's sermon that first day had also been about marriage and the reasons so many marriages failed. As I listened to the man speak, I'd realized I had to accept some of the blame for letting my marriage end. There was no excusing what Paige had done, but perhaps my failure to be what my wife needed had led her to fall to temptation. My refusal to attend counseling or give Paige a second chance after her affair had also weighed heavily on my heart that night, but what was done, was done. There was no going back.
Paige blinked and looked like she wanted to speak, but I continued, "The sermon last week was about the importance of forgiveness. I'm trying to be more open-minded these days. Like I said, you were a large part of my life for a long time. No matter what mistakes we've both made, I could never forget that."
My ex-wife's eyes filled with tears, which she quickly tried to wipe away. "Thank you for that. It's more than I deserve, I know." She sniffed then forced a smile. "It sounds like she's been good for you in more ways than one."
Annie? I couldn't disagree.
"There was something else I wanted to ask you about," I said, changing the subject abruptly.
"Oh?" Her body instantly tensed. Why? What was she expecting?
"I was talking to Gavin, and he told me that you've been in therapy," I said, choosing my words carefully. "Well, I just started therapy myself, and one thing my therapist has me do is write my thoughts and feelings down in a journal."
Her body relaxed. Paige nodded. "Yes, me too. It's actually pretty helpful."
"I also remembered that you kept a journal most of our marriage, off and on." She nodded, looking confused. How could I tell her why I wanted her journals without revealing I was probably dying? I cleared my throat. "I know I probably have no right to ask, but I was wondering if you would humor me with something. I was wondering if you would let me read your journals -- from just before you started your affair until now. I think it would be really helpful for me to understand why you did it, help me realize if I was to blame, and help me move past the anger and hurt I still have inside me over it."
If possible, her face turned even more pale. "Are you sure you want to--?"
"I'm certain, and I think I would prefer to read about it rather than ask you just to tell me." I wasn't sure I'd believe her voiced words as much as I would those she'd written down during the affair.
"Why?" she asked, and her voice was hoarse and full of emotion. "Why now? I don't want to dredge up old hurts again, Drew. I've been working past this. So have you."
"I know. Like I said, it's just a request, something I thought would be helpful to me in my own therapy." I know. I was a mean, deceitful bastard for manipulating her this way.
Her chest moved as she took a deep breath and gathered her emotions. Finally, she asked quietly, "Would I be able to read your journal too?"
My own journal? That was too private. Too personal. I had to fight the urge to shake my head and turn defensive. I reminded myself that maybe it was only fair in the circumstances. And maybe, if Paige still loved me at all and grieved for me when I died, having my journal would be a comfort of sorts to her.
I unclenched my jaw and nodded, reluctantly.
She looked surprised. "You can read my journals, all of them. You don't have to give me yours. It's unfair of me to ask." Paige looked me in the eye and said, "Do you love her?"
"Yes." It wasn't the same love I had felt for Paige once upon a time, but I did love Annie.
Her eyes teared up. "Paige." I tried to comfort her."You're a beautiful woman. You have a good heart, I know that. I know there's someone out there for you, Paige. Someone who can make you happy. Someday you'll find him." It was a cliched speech, I know, but I wasn't feeling well enough to be more original at the moment.
Paige laughed in disdain through her tears, which she hadn't yet been able to stop. "I already did. Then I lost him because I was a selfish idiot."
I assumed she was referring to me. "Paige, don't," I warned.
"I'm sorry. I'm sorry, excuse me, please." She grabbed her purse and dashed away before I knew what her intent was. She hurried out of the restaurant as if the devil himself were on her heels. I started to follow, but truth was, I didn't feel well. I certainly didn't feel like giving foot chase to my ex-wife, even if she had left the envelope with my insurance policy on the table between us.
By the time I made it back to my office late that afternoon, Paige had already been by and left a package for me. There were three large, hand-written journals along with a note attached that read, "I'm sorry for running out during lunch. I hope these put your mind at ease. I'm sorry if any of it does the opposite. Please forgive me. Love always, Paige."
That night I told Annie what I'd done. She didn't seem disturbed by my decision at all. In fact, she seemed happy.
"I'm glad you're trying to make peace with her," she said, smiling. "I know what she did hurt you a lot and it couldn't have been easy, but you did the right thing."
Lovely Annie. My feelings for her were just as confusing as ever. Before I'd seen Paige and been reminded of so many memories, both good and bad, I'd had myself convinced I'd finally fallen hard for the tall brunette standing beside me. But I had to admit now that what I felt for Annie paled in comparison to what I had always felt for my wife. The truth was, Annie had become my best friend. Moreso than Gavin. Probably moreso than Paige had ever been. But there was just no mingling of passion or romantic love to be found in my heart. I think she knew it, too.
Annie, my best friend, began sleeping on my couch those nights when I had chemotherapy treatments. They were rough, but not as bad as I had always feared. Still, they were rough enough that I was pretty useless to everyone including myself. It pissed me off that I couldn't decline her help when she offered.
I waited until Annie was asleep to pull out Paige's first journal. She'd included several from early in our marriage, too, and I read those, fearful I would find news confirming that she'd been cheating the whole time we'd been together. I was somewhat surprised and moved to read how much she claimed to love me, how much she loved being married and having me for a husband. It saddened me to read of her disappointments all those times she'd gotten negative results on pregnancy tests. She claimed to have spent many many afternoons crying, wiping away the tears and putting on a happy façade before I came home from work to spare my feelings.
My eyes had devoured Paige's viewpoint on at least eight years of our marriage -- all of which she'd been faithful, as best I could tell -- by the time my eyelids drooped, demanding sleep. I decided to take a personal day or two to read the rest. I felt like a man possessed. I resented that I had to sleep because I wanted to read more.
The next morning I settled into my favorite chair with a cup of coffee and my ex-wife's journals. I could find no evidence that Paige had cheated on me with anyone prior to those six months before I'd discovered her affair. Some of her entries were very long. My wife had always been a little wordy when she wrote, but some were also very short. I'm noting the most interesting entries below, in Paige's own words, which seem to reveal how it began:
**
Drew and I had a fight again today. I'm not sure why I've been so impatient with him lately. I've come to the reality we will never have children. He doesn't seem the least bit interested in adopting when I mention it. Why? Why? Why? I wish I understood him better. Alan and I had lunch again, and I questioned him about his feelings on adoption. If he were married and couldn't have kids, would he consider adoption? He'd said he would, so why won't Drew? It's not like we can't afford it, and neither of us is getting any younger. Maybe I should ask Alan more directly for advice? He's been such a great listener lately. I'm glad we've been working on more commercials together. He's a good friend....
I'm feeling a little guilty at the moment. Alan accompanied me on another shoot today. It was hot outside. Miserable heat. At some point, Alan stripped out of his shirt to cool off, and wow, does that man have a nice chest! I found myself thinking all sorts of naughty things, things Drew definitely would not approve of. I'll make it up to him, though. I'm making Drew's favorite dinner and plan to seduce him for the dessert. Wow, it's been two weeks since my dh and I have even kissed. Must fix that soon....
I don't know what to do. Alan kissed me today. ANOTHER MAN KISSED ME! Worse, I allowed it. Why the hell am I writing this down where my husband could see? I have no idea. Maybe I want him to see it. I shouldn't have enjoyed kissing Alan as much as I did. I pushed him away, but I didn't want to. He's an incredible kisser. I'm not even sure how it happened. We were talking, joking around, and next thing I know he had his arms around me. His lips were so soft and hot against mine. I was so shocked, I just opened my mouth for him when I felt his tongue brush against my teeth. I kissed him back. He almost had my bra undone before I realized it and pushed him away. I don't know what to do. If I tell Drew, he'll lose his temper and demand that I quit my job. I love working at the station. I will tell Alan tomorrow that it's best if we don't work together again....



Oh god, what have I done? I've been doing so good at staying away from Alan. I thought we would be OK working alone together, but I was wrong. God, I want to die. Drew is going to leave me. My life will be over. I love my husband. I swear I do. I should have never told Marilyn I would work late editing that piece. Alan must not have known I was in the editing room or surely he wouldn't have come in tonight. At first, we talked. I thought things would be fine. Then he asked me if I'd had a chance to talk to Drew about seeing a fertility specialist like he'd advised. I told him about the fight Drew and I had had over it. I started crying, and Alan tried to comfort me. It felt so good to be held in his arms. He made me feel protected. It was stupid of me to lift my head from his chest. Stupid of me to kiss him back when his lips met mine. STUPID OF ME to let him peel me out of my clothes or to reach into his pants and feel his cock. Oh god. When he turned me around against the console, I'd had time to stop him. I'd felt his large cock pressing between my legs, felt it glide against the folds of my pussy. Even as he'd pressed his cock inside of me, I had time to stop him. I can't believe I let another man fuck me. And at work?!? I hate myself. What have I done? Oh god. What if I get pregnant? What if it's not Drew's baby?...
Drew doesn't seem to suspect that I am a cheating, lying whore. I tried to tell him about Alan and couldn't. He seems preoccupied with something. I hope it's just work. He gets so involved in his work that he can go days without even speaking to me. I just have to prove to him that I still love him. What else can I do but try to make it up to him?...
Marilyn sent me on an assignment today with Alan. I think I may have to quit my job after all. I've been doing so good avoiding him! He seemed to accept that the other night was a mistake. Or so I thought until he pulled the van over and forced me to listen as he insisted he loved me and wanted me to leave Drew for him. I told him I couldn't leave Drew. I told him I loved Drew, but Alan argued I had to have feelings for him too if I'd allowed myself to sleep with him. Is it true? Do I have feelings for Alan? Would it make me feel better if I did rather than knowing I'm simply a lust-filled whore willing to sleep with any man? Oh god. What does this mean?...
I've accepted that I can't stay away from Alan any longer. I was able to resist an entire month, doesn't that count for something? I still love my husband, but I just can't seem to resist Alan either. He came in on me in the editing room again this evening. I didn't realize everyone else had left until I felt his hands slide around my waist from behind and saw that he'd shut and locked the door. I said nothing. 'I've been thinking about you a lot, baby,' Alan had whispered in my ear. After a moment of playing with my breasts through my clothing, he'd reached under my dress and just ripped down my panty hose. "You don't need these," he said and lifted me up onto the edge of a table, facing him. He pulled them completely off, pushed my dress up around my waist and yanked my dainty little panties down. I was a little shocked at the suddenness of his assault, but I didn't utter a sound. I simply let Alan do as he wished. An excitement began building inside me again, anticipating his large, unfamilar cock. I knew he was going to fuck me again but couldn't seem to stop him. Part of me was scared, but I also wanted to feel that big cock inside of me again. Drew hadn't touched me in days. Drew, my poor, loving husband. What would he do if he knew that Alan had stepped out of his pants and pushed down his own underwear as he stood between my thighs. I'd looked at his massive cock already hard and ready for me. He spread my legs as I sat there on the edge of the desk, placed his cock right on my entrance and shoved it up inside me. He began fucking me, burying his cock deep with each stroke. Sliding my arms around his middle, I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of each thrust inside my body. I heard myself moan and whisper, "Oh, it's so good. It's so good." He went on for several minutes stuffing that hard cock into me as I moaned louder, 'Ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, yeeeessss." I'm surprised no one caught us. I had lost all sense of reason as to what I was doing. At that moment, I didn't care that Alan could just be using me for a quick fuck. Drew could have walked in and I wouldn't have noticed. All that mattered was how good Alan's big cock felt sliding in and out of my hungry pussy. It didn't matter we were at work. I just sat with my legs spread letting this man who wasn't my husband push his cock inside me over and over again. It wasn't really that long before Alan buried himself deep inside me, held there, and started cumming. I swear I could feel his hard cock way up inside my body throbbing and throbbing as it spurted his seed in my womb. I'd always loved that feeling so deep inside me. My excitement set off my own orgasm and for the next couple of minutes I held Alan around the waist keeping him inside me. What if I got pregnant? I thought. Well, at least I would finally have the baby I'd always wanted. Drew wouldn't have to know it wasn't his. Right?...
**
I closed the journal, feeling anger stir my veins to a boil. That bitch. She'd planned to pass another man's kid off as mine? I sat for several seconds, trying to calm myself. Trying to remind myself I'd already divorced her. Reading her entries, which seem to grow in detail with each one, made me feel like everything was happening all over again. As if I'd caught Paige cheating only yesterday.
And I'd wanted this, why??
I forced several deep breaths, which erupted in a round of coughing that completely stole my energy. Oh right. I was looking for redemption here. Trying to use the truth to set both myself and Paige free. So, I reluctantly continued reading, skipping over a few more entries detailing their illicit fuck sessions after hours at the station, until I came to these.
**
I tried to end it with Alan today. It's wrong. I can't believe what I'm doing anymore. I love Drew, and I think a part of me loves Alan too, but I asked myself a very important question today. Which one could I live without? I absolutely could not live without Drew in my life. It would kill me. So I'm wondering if I love Alan at all, or just want to believe I do to explain my behavior? I've been on the pill, just in case, thank God I was smart enough for that. I'm not sure how Alan will react when I finally manage to end things, but I know it was stupid and wrong of me to even consider using him to have a child. I want any child I carry to be my husband's. I want it to be Drew's, or at least, with Drew's permission. And after the miserable way I gave in this afternoon after telling Alan I couldn't see him again, I know I must be safer about that. My God, what have I become? I let him fuck me in the car, where almost anyone could catch us. I'm wondering, though, if I can get pregnant? Lord knows between Drew and Alan, I've had plenty of chances. Alan was different today. More loving. He took his time, thrusting in and out of me slowly while looking deep into my eyes. I should have never allowed this to happen. I wish there was someone I could talk to about it.
**
A few more similar to that, and then...
**
Drew and I had a wonderful night together. I feel horrible because I was completely unaware his job was on such shaky ground. I'm a poor excuse for a wife. He deserves better. We went to dinner and talked -- talked in a way we haven't in a very long time. Once or twice, I came very close to telling him about Alan, but I couldn't stand the thought of risking my marriage with the truth. God, please let me set things straight. Making love to Drew tonight was so much better than any sex I've ever had with Alan. So much better. I know where I belong now. I know I have to end it. Eventually, I'll tell Drew the truth, but I need to show him again how much I love him before I do, so that hopefully he will give me a second chance....
I ended it with Alan today. He tried to seduce me again, but I resisted. I actually resisted! He's not speaking to me, which I know is for the best. I'm looking at career ads to see where else I can apply. I love my job, but I love Drew more....
Alan cornered me today outside of the van and told me again that he loved me and that Drew was a bastard who didn't appreciate what he had. I got so angry. I was the one who hadn't appreciated what I had had in Drew. We started shouting at each other. Someone called the cops. I don't know who, but the whole thing scared me. ...
I don't know what to do about Alan. Today he tugged on my heartstrings by begging Marilyn to film a piece on a young cancer patient in desperate need of donations for her medical treatment. While filming, I noticed how calm and good he was with the little girl. Afterward, he asked me if I'd sleep with him one last time. He now knows I'm leaving the station. Marilyn told him I'd turned in my resignation letter. I told him no, but I can't stop thinking that I owe him one last time. He's not a bad guy. But I don't want to do anything else to hurt Drew. I hate being so torn. I'm trying to stay faithful to my marriage now, but I'm tempted.
**
That was the next to last entry indicating she'd slept with Alan. The last one, of course, was written on the day I'd caught her cheating. It was full of self remorse and pain over the hurt she'd seen in my eyes. She knew she'd lost me and even wrote that she wished she knew an easy way to kill herself. Guilt did funny things to a person, I supposed. Her reasoning for sleeping with him again was quite ridiculous, I thought. She said, "I looked into his eyes over lunch -- our farewell luncheon -- and felt such remorse for the way I'd used Alan that I decided I would give him one last afternoon. In my twisted mind, it was meant to be closure for both of us." Stupid woman. Couldn't she see that he'd been taking advantage of her, manipulating her, all along?
I closed the journal, saving the rest for later. I had read these entries looking for answers, and I had found plenty, but gained even more questions. I couldn't deny that if I'd been a better husband, Paige wouldn't have succumbed to Alan's advances. She carried most of the blame here, but not all of it.
I suddenly feel so confused. What am I supposed to do here? Forgive Paige for her sins and release myself of some at the same time, or politely give her back the journals and send her on her way again?
Is this story I'm telling really meant to be about finding my own redemption -- or is its purpose for me to help Paige find hers before I die?
I wish I knew.
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One night, a few days after a treatment, I woke up around midnight in pretty bad shape.
After I'd coughed up an insane amount of blood and goo, Annie packed me into her car and drove me straight to the hospital. She called Gavin to let him know. Her voice was shaking with fear as she talked to him and fought not to speed through countless red lights.
It turned out I had a blood clot, which required my first hospital stay overnight. Once they had me in a room, I was so drugged I didn't know which way was up. That's probably why I thought I was dreaming when I first saw my ex-wife Paige crying beside me. She was holding my hand, grasping it tightly, and murmuring some kind of prayer over and over again. I tried to reassure her, to make sure she was OK, but I found myself drifting instead back into darkness.
I knew I wasn't dreaming the next time I saw her. A nurse was standing over me, fiddling with my IV, and I recognized instantly where I was. When I spotted Paige standing nearby, anxiously rubbing her arms with her hands, I took a deep, strained breath and croaked, "What are you doing here?"
She moved forward, cautiously, and said, "Gavin was scared, and he called me. How do you feel?"
I blinked, realized I felt pretty crappy, and said, "Well, I've had better days." I tried to smile to soften that truth.
She came closer and slid her hand into mine. I tried to squeeze back. Everything took so much effort though. "Why didn't you tell me, Drew? Why?" she whispered. Her eyes were hurting. "When we had lunch, you could have told me you had cancer."
"Don't know. Just couldn't bring myself to," I managed before sliding back into the darkness again.
The next time I awoke, Paige seemed to be asleep in the chair beside my bed. Surprisingly, I spotted Annie in another chair, reading a magazine. She came over when I stirred and placed a gentle kiss on my forehead. "Guess I owe you one, kid," I told her.
"Nah. You owe me a million. Seriously, I've never been so scared in my life. Don't. Ever. Do. That. Again."
"Yeah, I'll make sure I don't." I smiled, and it was easier this time. I wasn't so groggy anymore. I felt a little stronger, too. "So am I going to live this time?"
"This time and a long time, pal. You're not getting rid of us that easy," she said and smiled.
"Us?" I questioned, confused. She nodded toward Paige.
"I like her. A lot." She raised her eyebrows, as if that surprised her a little. "She hasn't left your side since they moved you to the room. She's been pretty frantic with worry."
I glanced at Paige, watched her sleeping, curled uncomfortably in the chair, and nodded. I couldn't help but remember the things I'd read in her journal. Despite the fact she'd cheated on me, she'd also seemed to genuinely care for me. "She's got a good heart when it comes right down to it. Always has."
"She does," Annie agreed with a nod. "Good people make bad mistakes every day, Drew. Know what I mean? It's how they redeem themselves that matters in the end."
Redeem themselves? My eyebrows furrowed at the remark. I'd never really thought about it that way. I hadn't exactly given Paige any chances to redeem herself after her affair, but hell, she could have forced the issue if she'd wanted. Maybe all of this was God's way of punishing me for that while giving Paige her chance to repent. I thought about some of the things I'd learned from reading Paige's journals. There were times I hadn't been understanding and possibly even harsh. Maybe God was punishing me for not being a better husband. Who knew? I sucked at all of this God stuff. I sighed and started coughing like crazy. It startled Paige out of her slumber. Annie quickly lifted a cloth to my mouth to catch the mucus I excreted.
"What's wrong?" Paige demanded, scrambling to my side. Her eyes searched Annie's then mine. "Drew?"
"He's fine. He'll be fine," Annie assured us both. She pressed the nurse's call button anyway.
I had a fitful night, unable to sleep until the doctor came in to check on me around five in the morning. He assured me I was responding well to medication and that no other blood clots were evident. I should be able to go home soon.
"You'll have someone staying with you, right?" the young doctor asked.
I looked at Annie, who was looking hard at Paige and vice versa. Annie uncrossed her arms and said, "He won't be alone. Don't worry."
When the doctor left, Annie asked Paige if she could have a private moment alone with me. I had the distinct impression they were planning something together.
"So, I've been offered a chance to travel to Birmingham to work on the Ryder account," Annie began, smiling wryly. "I need to leave tomorrow."
"That's great. That means you're in line for a promotion." I smiled, genuinely glad for her. "Don't worry about me. I'll be fine."
"I know."' She suddenly looked very serious. "Paige will be looking after you."
"Paige?" I frowned.
"She offered -- actually, she demanded that she be able to help out," Annie said. "I think it's a great idea. I gave her my key to your apartment and she's going to be staying with you until I get back."
I frowned harder. "I'm so glad you are both making plans about me without my consent," I scoffed. "I'll be fine on my own."
"No, you won't," she insisted in a firm voice.
"Dammit," I swore. "This isn't fair."
"No, probably not, but it is what it is." She turned and went to open the door. "Someday you'll thank me."
Annie left town before I was released from the hospital, and I had to rely on my ex-wife to shuttle me home. I repeatedly told her I didn't need her help, but she seemed determined to offer it anyway.
Finally, I said, "Really, Paige, no one expects you to still take care of me."
She had just helped me get settled in my bed. Her eyes glared at me. "Just shut the hell up, Drew. Just shut up about it. I took a vow once for better or worse, in sickness and in health. This is where I belong, and this is where I'm staying."
Something inside me snapped. "You already broke those vows, Paige. A long time ago. Don't try to pretend they still mean something to you now."
Her jaw clenched, but she didn't say a word. I recognized the glint of pain in her eyes and wished I could take it back. Even if I did mean the words. She sighed and looked properly chastised. "It's time for your medicine. You need to get some rest. You're not back to full speed yet."
And that's how it went for the next few days. I was a miserable patient, but Paige proved to be a tolerant, patient nursemaid. No matter how often I snapped at her, she never snapped back again. She simply kept quiet and made sure I had my medicine, food and got plenty of rest.
I felt well enough to return to work almost a week after being released from the hospital. Annie was still out of town, and when she called each day, our conversations grew shorter and shorter. I could tell she was preoccupied with her work account, but I also wondered if she was distancing herself from me because of Paige. Stepping aside, if you will. I decided to discuss that theory with Paige to see if she'd done anything crazy ... like warn Annie away.
Paige had been working from my dining room, which is where I found her that morning, buried up to her eyeballs in research papers. She looked surprised to see me dressed for work.
"Are you sure you're ready for that?" she asked, frowning.
I straightened my tie and nodded. "I have to pay the bills somehow. Besides, I'm feeling almost normal again." I cleared my throat and smiled. "You know I can't ever express how grateful I am for what you've done, and I apologize if I've treated you rudely. You know I've always made a terrible patient." She smiled wryly at this but said nothing. She seemed to be watching me warily, so I continued, "You can go home now, Paige. I'll be fine on my own, and I don't want to be an inconvenience you any longer. I'm sure you miss your bed, your apartment, your privacy. Besides, Annie will be back tomorrow if I need a babysitter."
Her eyes and her smile dimmed. She looked away, focused on her papers. "I'll try to be gone when you get home. Do you mind if I finish what I'm doing first?"
"Of course." Our discussion about Annie could wait. I grabbed my briefcase and headed out the door. "Stay as long as you need." I was halfway to my car when I realized I'd forgotten an important folder. I hurried back to my apartment, opened the door and froze.
Paige had her head buried between her arms that were folded on my table. Sobs wracked her body. Loud, gut-wrenching sobs. Why was she unhappy now? I wondered almost in irritation. She should have been glad to get rid of me. It had to be the guilt again, I decided. I was sure the guilt was her motivation for everything she'd done for me lately.
"Paige?" I asked softly. She jerked up, frantically wiping her eyes. "Is something wrong?" she demanded. "Don't you feel well after all?"
I gestured toward the table. "I forgot something." Instead of gathering the folder, I walked over and placed my hand on her shoulder. "Are you OK?"
She nodded, but I could tell it was just out of politeness. "Oh, you know. Just silly hormones."
I nodded. If that's what she wanted me to think... I began searching beneath her papers for my own. She jumped to her feet and helped me look, mumbling apologetically, "I'm sorry, I know I shouldn't have worked here, I just --"
"It's OK," I assured her.
Paige suddenly burst out into sobs, and I didn't have a clue why or what to do to comfort her. Hell. I hated it when women cried. I did the only thing I could think of -- what I'd always done with Paige in the past -- and pulled her into a hug. She clung to me as if I was a life raft and she was lost at sea. I begged her to please tell me what was wrong until finally she mumbled, "I'm so afraid."
"Of what?" I asked.
"You're sending me away again," she said between sniffles. "Is this it? Is this the last time I'll see you?"
I froze. Paige was so upset because I told her she could leave? That didn't make any sense. I'd treated her horribly the past week. I found myself feeling a mixture of irritation and compassion for her. There was no denying the reality that I probably wasn't going to be alive much longer. We both knew that. Was it so important to her that she make up for what she'd done to me before I died? Was that it?
"Paige," I said and tried to pull away. She wouldn't let me get very far. "I'm really confused by your actions here. Maybe..." I hesitated. "Well, maybe we should sit down and have a real heart to heart later. Maybe it's time we did that."
"I'm sorry," she said. "I'd like to have a heart to heart with you. When?"
"Maybe we could have dinner tonight, my treat for all you've done this past week. Say, I can pick you up at your place around seven? While I'm still feeling up to it."
She smiled and nodded. She finally let me go, stepping back and hugging herself. "Do you know where I live?" she asked, and since I had no clue, scribbled down the address for me.
It was hard to get through work as I anticipated the evening ahead. A thought had formed in my mind, and I couldn't seem to shake it loose. I remembered how much Paige had wanted a child -- how she might end up alone when I died -- and wondered if there was some way I could help her remedy that situation, while I still could.
Sleeping with her wouldn't solve anything. We hadn't had a child when we were younger, and I knew the chemo had possibly made me sterile now. Adoption? I'd never wanted to consider it before, but Paige obviously had. Would they let a single woman adopt? Maybe I could help Paige find a new husband, a man to father her baby. I knew some decent guys I could probably set her up with.
I was surprised at how much that thought suddenly hurt me again. Paige with another man still wasn't something I could handle, so I shut down the idea before it could take hold and wound me further.
It didn't help my sanity that Paige looked incredibly beautiful when I picked her up. I didn't like the emotions she roused in me, nor the memories of times when we were happy together. I took her to a nice restaurant, and we made small talk for a while. Finally, I told her, "There's something I want to ask you, Paige."
She looked wary. "OK."
"Why didn't you stay with Alan after I filed for divorce?" I'd read her journals and knew she'd written that she regretted her affair and felt she'd never loved Alan the way she'd always loved me, but she obviously had felt some love for the other man. Her journals up until now claimed she hadn't dated at all since our divorce. Why?
She tensed, but didn't look away. "Because I still loved you."
I took a deep breath and nodded. "And you've been staying with me -- why? Because you feel guilty and want to make up for what happened? Is that it?"
Her eyebrows pulled together. She looked sort of irritated now. "That's ridiculous," she said. "I mean, of course I'll always feel guilty for what happened between us, but that's not why I've stayed with you." Paige reached for my hand across the table. "I stayed because you needed me, and I love you. I've always loved you, Drew, even when it might not have seemed like it. I suppose some foolish part of me hoped that I could prove to you how much I still cared and you'd give me a second chance. I know you have Annie now, but..." She looked away and let the sentence hang between us.
I accepted her hand, grateful she'd confirmed some of my suspicions, and asked, "Did you tell Annie that? Is that why she's been staying away?"
Paige looked offended. "Of course not. She ... well, as much as I wanted to hate her, she's pretty wonderful, and she really cares about you."
I considered my words carefully. "Paige, you know I might die from this. In fact, I'm pretty certain I will."
Her eyes teared up. "Why? Has the doctor told you that?"
"Not in so many words, but he's told me it's a possibility." I squeezed her hand. "That's why it's important to me to let you know that...well, I forgive you. For everything. And I want you to be happy. If you still have a chance, any chance at all with Alan, then I want you to know I give my blessing. When all is said and done, I just want you to be happy, and it's not like we're still married."
She looked grateful, then shocked, and then angry all at once. "Alan?" She shook her head and pulled her hand free from mine. "Why do you keep mentioning him? Drew, don't you think if I'd wanted to be with Alan instead of you, I could have been with him these past two years?"
I had to admit it was true. Maybe guilt wasn't her motivating factor in all of this. Maybe...maybe she did still love me after all.
"Then I'm afraid I don't understand, Paige. Are you saying you've been hoping all this time that I'd take you back?"
She still looked angry, but at least she seemed to appreciate that I was only trying to understand her feelings, not judge her for them. "I suppose ... yes, I have been praying you'd take me back someday. I only stayed away because, like you said, I only wanted you to be happy. I'd just hoped you'd realize you were happier with me than without me. But you never called. You never tracked me down. Stupid of me, huh?"
"No, not stupid," I told her. "Not stupid at all. In fact, the reality is, I was happier with you than without you, but how could I have known, after what you did, that the same was true for you?"
She raised her hand to her face. "Oh, I made such a mess of everything." Wiping away her tears, she told me, "I've been miserable without you, Drew. The happiest days of my life were when we were married. I'm sorry if you ever doubted that, but I can't blame you if you did. I've thought a lot about how I'd feel if you'd cheated on me, and I think I would have reacted the same. Well, I might have killed you, your slut and then myself, but I would have been absolutely devastated. That's why I never begged you to take me back, because I understood how you must have felt." She glanced at me now. "Is it too late, Drew? Is there really no hope left for us?"
I shook my head sadly. "I don't think there is, Paige. If I were to survive this cancer, maybe, but..." We both knew my chances of survival were slim to none.
"Is that the only reason?" Her eyes begged for an affirmation. "Don't you realize I want to be with you, even if you're dying, which I refuse to accept, by the way. You're too strong to let this beat you, Drew."
I sighed. If only it were that simple.
She reached for my hand again. "Drew, I want to stay with you. I suppose it doesn't have to be the way it once was -- I mean, as husband and wife -- but I'd really love it if you let me move back in with you. Then, when you beat this cancer, you can decide if .... Well, you know what I'd like to see happen."
Was I crazy for even considering letting her back into my life in that way? I squeezed her hand, and nodded. Yes, I was crazy. I accepted that now.
"OK, Paige, you can stay with me, but no promises for the future. Understand?"
She nodded, and I smiled. The only problem was, what the hell did I do about Annie?



        