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“Baby, what do you want me to say? I still love you, I always have and I always will,” I reached for my wife’s hand, but she pulled away.

“How can you say something like that when I know that you’re not happy with me?”

“Something like what? That I love you?” I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. Getting emotional wouldn’t help much right now, not when Jane was already upset. “Baby, can you tell me what happened that made you think I don’t love you anymore?”

She looked away from me and crossed her arms. A tear trickled down her cheek as she mumbled, “I saw you with that slut you work with. You went into her apartment with a goofy ass smile on your face.”

“Did you stick around to see what happened after I went inside?” I asked.

Jane shook her head, “Why would I? If you’re fucking that whore, why would I want to stay, Crystal?”

As much as I loved her, my wife really wasn’t the kind of woman that blindly trusted anyone. But I wasn’t just anyone, I was the woman that married her. The person that I hoped was making a real impact on her life. I was there for her when everyone else betrayed her. It’s not like I wanted some kind of award for being a decent human being, but I did want her to stop assuming that I was out to get her.

“I had to help her move. She put in her two weeks notice, she’s going to be moving to Oklahoma. No one else was willing to help her move out. We both know how expensive hiring movers can be, so I thought I would do something kind for her. Had I known that I would piss you off because you didn’t trust me to take care of something after work, then I guess I would have let her pay for someone else’s help.” I probably shouldn’t have been as sarcastic as I was, but Jane would have to get over it.

She looked over at me and shrugged her shoulders, “Why would I trust you after the past few weeks? You’ve been staying late for,” she brought her hands up to make air quotes, “work.”

“Yes, because some of us have to make money so that the people we love can live lower stress lives. Isn’t that what your therapist wanted for you?” I asked.

“If you think that knowing you’re out there fucking random bitches while I’m supposed to be at home cooking and cleaning is low stress, then you’re dumber than I thought,” she snapped.

My jaw clenched and I spoke through my teeth, “I’m sorry that I’ve been trying to support you.”

“Support me? You’re barely around at all.”

“I’m here every damn night, Jane. What the fuck do you want from me? Should I quit my job so you can spend more time with me? I’m sure we could live for a month or two if you sold some of the shit I’ve bought for you. Maybe you’d want to pawn your wedding ring so that you wouldn’t have to be married to some kind of cheating womanizer who just wants to hurt you,” I shot back.

Her eyes dipped to the floor, “Maybe it’s time to talk about divorce then.”

Even as frustrated as I was, I didn’t want to divorce her. But that seemed to be what she wanted. She didn’t even have it in her to tell me that I wasn’t hurting her. If that was how she felt I was treating her, then what could I rationally do?

“Is that what you want?” I asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t feel like things are the way they used to be. When we first met, you were so much nicer to me. The sex was so much better. Fuck, you were so much better back then. Back before you decided to transition…”

I stared at her as if she’d lost her mind. “I’ve never changed how I’ve treated you. You just got comfortable being treated right and now it’s not good enough for you. The sex used to be better because you didn’t bitch about making it more romantic. If I was better back then, maybe it was because you didn’t have the time to corrupt me yet.”

She opened her mouth to say something, but the words didn’t come. After all I’d done for her, all the times I’d been there for her, all she had to say to me was something negative? My blood boiled at the thought of how ungrateful she was. I loved her, I did, but I wasn’t going to pretend that she was some kind of saint that served to only make my life better.

It seemed that she didn’t have anything else to say. No apologies, no doubts in her mind. Just silence.

“I’ll let you know when you need to come to sign the papers. I’ll let you stay here for another two weeks. After that, you’re out. If you think that I’m so god damn bad to you that you’d rather divorce me than see that you’re creating your own problems, that’s fine. I’ll tell you one thing though, I’m not waiting for you. I’ve tried everything I can think of to show you how much I care about you over the years. But fuck that shit. I’m tired of this. I’m tired of being kept on a leash!”

Jane said nothing, but I didn’t want her to anymore. I stormed out of the house with my destination already in mind. My coworker might not be all that bad of a person, but my wife was right about her being something of a slut. Granted, as far as I could tell, she rarely got anyone to follow through on their teasing. Most of my coworkers at my place of work were married or otherwise committed. Tonight, my wife made it clear that I wasn’t committed anymore.

I didn’t need to be loved tonight. I needed to break the damn chain that my wife kept me on.

When I arrived, Sara was outside leaning over the railing of her second-floor apartment smoking a cigarette. Even from this distance, it was impossible to ignore her tight round ass in those yoga pants. Smoking wasn’t a healthy habit, but I wasn’t there to talk to her about her life choices unless they involved what she’d be willing to do with me tonight. I climbed the steps and cleared my throat to catch her attention.

She turned around and smiled warmly as she put her cigarette out, “Wow, Crystal, talk about a pleasant surprise.” Her neck-length blonde hair was slightly damp and I smelled a hint of strawberry in the air as she moved.

“Yeah, I just found out that things at home weren’t as good as I thought they were,” I mumbled. “Didn’t really know where else I could go to talk about it.”

“I hate to hear that you’re having problems. You’ve always been so sweet to me. I hate to get too personal, but do you want to talk about what happened?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I’m going to be really blunt with you, Sara. I came over here to ask you if you wanted to have dinner and maybe do something else after.”

“Something else meaning that you want to have sex?” she asked.

I looked away, embarrassed that she called me out so quickly. “Yeah, if you want me to be honest.”

Her hand fell over mine and a finger tapped against my wedding ring, “Is this going to be a problem if I said I’m down?”

“Not tonight. That’s the problem I’m having, seems like I’m about to go through a divorce,” I mumbled.

Sara threw her arms around me and pressed herself tightly against me, “Aww, I’m so sorry.”

I hugged her back and spoke softly, “I appreciate that, but I do have to tell you something before you start thinking about what might happen tonight.”

“You don’t have any kind of disease, do you? I’m clean,” her response sounded like it was rehearsed.

Maybe she really was a bit more of a slut than I thought, not that I was complaining in the slightest. Sex wasn’t something to be ashamed of. Fuck, before I met my wife, I used to be a lot more promiscuous.

“No, definitely don’t have anything that you could catch. I do have something that you might not expect,” I said quietly. Glancing around to make sure there wasn’t anyone too close to hear, I whispered, “I was born a male and I’d rather you keep that between us.”

“Ohh, so that’s what I’m feeling in your pants,” she said and pressed her hips even tighter against me.

The extremely long hug became slightly more awkward and I let go of her, “Yeah. That’d be it. Anyway, you want something specific for dinner?”

“Your cock?” she asked teasingly. “Seriously though, I’m down for just ordering something and talking for a bit. Let’s be honest, sex is sex. I want to talk to you and make sure that you’re going to be okay.”

The thought of her cute eyes looking up at me as she swallowed my cock was certainly appealing, but she seemed so much nicer than I remembered from our time together in the office. “Sara, I don’t want to take advantage of you or anything. If you’re uncomfortable with this or anything I do tonight, please say something,” I said.

She pulled away from me and headed for her apartment door, “The only thing I’m worried about is if you’re fine with being on the floor tonight. I hate doing that to you, but you helped move my furniture out, so that’s a thing.”

We stepped inside and it was just like I left it with the exception of an inflatable mattress in the middle of her living room. She sat down on the edge of the bed and patted the spot beside her.

I joined her on the bed and pulled out my phone to order a pizza. After ordering my usual, I smirked at her and laid back on the bed, “I don’t mind being on the floor, but this mattress wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world to fuck on.”

She smiled back and shook her head, “For two reasons, no. First, I don’t want to wake up on the floor because the cheap thing deflated. Second and most importantly, you couldn’t fuck me like I want to be fucked if we’re on this piece of shit.”

It was impossible to ignore the growing bulge in my pants. Just hearing a woman as sexy as Sara say something so filthy was a massive turn-on. She might have a slight reputation, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t a worthwhile companion.

“I don’t know if I can even fuck you like you want to be fucked. Let’s be honest, my wife wasn’t the most sturdy of women. She didn’t like it when I got rough,” I said.

Sara smiled and put a hand on my hip, “Don’t you worry about that. If you’re too much of a pansy to give me what I want, I’ll just take it.”

I rolled my eyes at her. “If you keep talking shit, I’m sure I’ll figure out a way to make you wish you hadn’t.”

“I hope you can, it’s been way too long since I’ve been laid,” she groaned.

“How long?”

She sighed, “About six months. Believe it or not, being known for being a whore is actually really bad for your sex life.”

I nearly choked on my own spit. I knew I was making assumptions about her, but as often as people said things about her, I imagined that some of it had to be true. That just went to show how much I let other people influence my perceptions. Everyone told me I was a good person for taking care of my wife, too. They didn’t know how awful she could make me feel at times…

“I’m going to be honest, I came over here because of that reputation and I’m feeling a bit like a bitch right now,” I muttered.

Sara rolled over on top of me and straddled my hips. She leaned down over me and smiled as she ground against me, “I’m glad you did come over here. I’d hate to leave town without at least one good memory.”

“You’re not a little bit mad at me?” I asked.

“Not really. What’s there to be mad about? I joke and tease, everyone thinks that I get way more action than I do. If I was too upset about what people thought about me, I guess I’d stop doing certain things. But honestly, fuck all that noise. I just want to be me and enjoy myself. Sex is nice and all, but I have almost as much fun joking around about it,” she said.

A quiet sigh fell from my lips. Just feeling her hips roll against mine was more erotic than anything my wife did for me in the past few weeks. Jane was terrible about just lying on her back like a doll. Sure, it was better than using my hand, but when she wanted me to try and be romantic with her, it was just bullshit. I didn’t look forward to sex with Jane, but Sara… she already had me craving more of her.

“I hope that we can change that tonight. I might be out of practice, but I’m pretty sure I can make you remember me for a few more years,” I purred.

She giggled and got off me, “Let me go brush my teeth, believe it or not, I like being kissed when I have sex. Not much, but a little.”

“Before we eat? That doesn’t make a whole lot of sense,” I called out after her.

“Pizza takes like, ten minutes to get here. I can at least get this party started, otherwise, you might pussy out and run off before I can have some fun with you!”

I understood where she was coming from. I still had a wedding ring on my finger and that meant that I wasn’t single. Theoretically, my wife and I could still be together after tonight. That being said, I wasn’t skipping out on the chance to have sex with someone that actually seemed to want me. Jane could apologize all she wanted, if she even wanted to, but that wouldn’t change tonight.

It didn’t take Sara long to brush her teeth. When she came back into the living room, her yoga pants and t-shirt were nowhere to be found. All my blonde fling had on was a matching set of red lingerie that left little to the imagination. My eyes drifted down from her face to her perky breasts, then to her slim waist and flared hips, and finally, down to her panties. As much as I wanted to pretend that I wasn’t controlled by my lust, my cock fought painfully against the confines of my jeans at the thought of this beautiful woman being mine tonight.

“You’re still dressed?” she asked.

“Someone has to answer the door when the food gets here,” I mumbled.

Sara laughed quietly and reached down to rub her hand across my thick bulge, “I’ll answer the door naked as fuck with your cum running down my legs. I’m leaving soon, you really think I care what people think about me?”

I sat up on the bed and snatched my shirt off, “I think that you care more than you let on.”

“Even if I did care, I’m much more interested in finally feeling a cock inside me again. It’s been way too long, Crystal,” she said as she reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. Her small breasts were barely more than a handful, but that wasn’t something I was complaining about. Sara’s perky nipples were already hard and begging to be shown some attention. Lucky for her, I was definitely in the mood to shower her with much more than attention.

I stood and smiled at her. After I quickly took off my shoes and tossed them aside, I pointed down to her floor, “I want you to take my pants off.”

She knelt down and quickly unbuttoned my jeans, “So you’re the commanding type? I love that, it makes it so much easier to just enjoy myself when I know what you want me to do.”

I put my hand on the back of her head and ran my fingers through her hair, “I’m sure you don’t need to be told what to do after you take these off.”

A wicked smile crested her lips as she unzipped my pants. As she pulled them down, my cock jumped up to greet her. Panties were always optional.

“Mm, I don’t need to be told, but I really want to hear you tell me anyway,” she purred.

When my pants were around my ankles, I lifted each foot and Sara happily pulled my jeans fully off. Instead of taking my cock into her mouth, she looked up at me and her soft green eyes melted my heart. If she wasn’t on her knees in front of me waiting to be told to blow me, she’d look innocent…

“I don’t want to be teased tonight, Sara, if you want—”

“Don’t bother threatening me. If you want me to suck it, say something, otherwise shut up and fuck me already,” she said without raising her voice.

I wasn’t quite expecting that, but I nodded and rolled with it, “Then you can suck it after I’m done fucking you. How’s that sound, Sara?”

“Just call me a slut if you’re going to address me. Trust me, I wouldn’t let someone call me that if I didn’t like it a little bit,” she purred. Sara leaned in and gave my cock a quick kiss before she turned around and put her hands on the floor.

Doggy style was always one of my favorite positions, but my wife hated it. Sara was much different from my wife, though. Instead of bottling up her emotions, Sara spoke her mind. Instead of making me question if what I said bothered her, Sara just told me. It would take some time to get used to that, time that I didn’t have. Time that I wished I had…

I got on my knees and wasted no time in pulling her panties aside. If she left them on, I had to assume it was for a reason. For the first time in forever, I felt nervous about having sex. With Jane, it was uncommon and even when we did have sex, it felt like a rehearsed event. All she ever wanted was missionary sex without even letting me look her in the eye. How the fuck was that supposed to be romantic?

I let out a nervous sigh as I guided my cock into Sara’s wet pussy. As my crown slipped inside her, she let out a soft moan. Something so simple shouldn’t have sounded so damn beautiful to my ears, but I loved knowing that she was already enjoying herself.

My hands fell to her shoulders and I pulled her gently against me as I pushed deeper into her. She was so damn tight, tighter than my wife. Tight enough to draw a low groan from me as my hips pressed against her ass. It had been far too long since I found passion in this act. Everything about Sara made me feel like I was missing out on life. I’d been with my wife for six years. During that time, I couldn’t recall feeling this damn turned on.

I let my hands drift down her back until they reached her waist. She let out another soft moan as my hands curled around her hips to hold her against me. Sara arched her back and then relaxed it to ride my cock as best she could without moving too much, “Mm, bigger than I thought it was. I’m not complaining, but fuck, I wish I would have known how nice it was before. I would have definitely tried to get you to cheat on your wife forever ago.”

I knew what I was doing, but hearing her say it aloud was uncomfortable. I’d always considered myself somewhat chivalrous, but this was anything but. I was having sex with another woman because of a problem with my wife. There was a certain amount of guilt involved, but I wasn’t going to pretend that it would make me stop. If this was what I was missing out on because I was married, the divorce couldn’t come soon enough.

If I could find someone like Sara, then I wouldn’t miss being bitched at about every little thing I did. Sure, someone like Sara might not be perfect either, no one was, but if they didn’t make me feel like shit for trying to make their life better, then I’d call that a win.

For now, I did have Sara. That was who deserved my attention at the moment. She was who deserved to feel better right now…

“I think you’d say that to anyone, slut. Anything for a cock, isn’t that right?” I growled as I started thrusting into her with slow, deep strokes.

Sara groaned and pushed back against me as I pushed into her, “Fuck yeah I would. If that cock was yours, anyway.”

I slammed abruptly into her, drawing a sharp gasp from Sara. Just when I thought I might have pushed my luck, she let out a low moan. As much as I wanted to let go and just annihilate her pussy, I still worried about her.

“Sounds like you’re getting attached already,” I taunted while holding her tightly against me.

“It’s a damn good cock and when you’re not fucking me like a little bitch, I love it,” she shot back.

I chuckled and gave her ass a light slap, “You saying that I can fuck you like a cheap whore?”

“Fuck me like you hate me. I don’t care, I want it rough. I want you to fucking humiliate me and make me your bitch tonight!” she screamed.

There was a flicker of panic in my mind as I thought about what would happen if I did give in to my urges. But that was what she wanted. So I’d give it to her…

I leaned forward and pressed my weight against her and forced her to the ground. She’d already given me all the permission I needed to truly fuck her. This wasn’t making love. This didn’t have to be passionate, but my heart felt otherwise. Even as I started viciously slamming into her, I didn’t feel like I wasn’t doing enough for her.

Her loud, pleasured cries filled the apartment and echoed throughout its emptiness. If her neighbors were home, they must have heard her. I didn’t care about anyone hearing. All I cared about was making sure we both got what we wanted tonight.

Every time I drilled into her tight pussy, I felt like I was on the precipice of an orgasm. Her walls milked my cock and her moans made my heart soar. This was what I used to love about having sex with my wife. I loved feeling like I was all they could need. But unlike my wife, Sara seemed to appreciate my efforts.

The wet slap of my balls against her soaked pussy kept coming faster and faster, but I couldn’t hold back much longer. My arms ached from holding the position, but I couldn’t stop slamming into her until she came. I needed her to finish for me, she might love being fucked like a slut, but she wasn’t some disposable chick that I could forget about after tonight. She deserved pleasure. She deserved love and for whatever fucked up reason, my heart wanted me to give it to her.

I bit my bottom lip and held my breath as if that would help keep me from cumming too soon, but that didn’t help. Each vicious stroke into her brought another ecstatic cry from Sara, but I couldn’t keep myself together any longer than I had. “Sara, I’m fucking close!”

“Oh fuck, don’t stop! I didn’t tell you to stop!”

The warning I gave was good enough. If she wanted me to pull out, she should have said something. Even as the flame in my core burned hotter and hotter, all I could think about was what might happen if I ran away with Sara. As fucked up as it would be to leave everything I loved behind, I’d have her, if she’d have me.

The thought of living a happy life was too much to handle. It shouldn’t have been nearly as erotic as it was, but after what felt like years of a loveless marriage, this one night with someone that appreciated me was everything I needed.

I let out a pathetic gasp as the first shot of my cum pumped deep inside Sara. She told me not to stop, though, so I didn’t. Even as my balls unloaded into her, I kept hammering into her.

Her moans grew louder until they just stopped. My heavy breathing and the clap of our bodies colliding sounded so wrong without hearing her moans, but her walls clenched around my tender cock and Sara let out a quivering breath as an orgasm wracked her body. Her hands curled into fists and she pushed against the tiled floor until her back arched. Sara’s shoulders pressed against my tits and she whimpered softly until her climax ebbed.

I stayed with her like that for a little longer, until the doorbell rang. Sara let out a quiet groan and then mumbled, “Get up, I’ll get the food. We can eat and then do that again, right?”

“Maybe if I stayed the night. I’m not sure I could do that again just yet, I’m not as fit as I used to be,” I admitted as I slowly pulled out of her and rocked back to sit on my heels.

She chuckled and got up, “Then I’ll ride you in the morning just to be sure.”

“Sure of what?” I asked.

“Sure that I at least try to get knocked up before I leave here,” she purred as she walked away.

My blood ran cold for a moment. Was I even ready to be a mother? Was she? Did she even want me around if she did get pregnant?

A few seconds later, the front door opened and I heard a man stammer, “G-Good evening. S-Should I come in?”

Sara giggled and purred, “I don’t think my fuck buddy would appreciate that. Thanks for the pizza.” She shut the door and came back into the living room and sat the pizza down in front of me, “You look like you’re constipated.”

“Yeah, well when you drop a bomb like that on me, I’m not sure how I should feel.”

“Eh, if you want to be around, you know where I’m moving. If you don’t, I’m not going to make you pay child support or whatever. I’m twenty-three, I’ve wanted to start a family for a few years. Whether you show up or not isn’t really important. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’d love to have someone like you in my life, but I get that you’re still probably staying with your wife. You’re probably going to forget I exist soon—”

“Stop talking like that. I’ll be there if you want me to be there. Sara, I can’t say if I’ll ever marry again, but if you want to give whatever this is a fighting chance, I’m down to try it. Can’t be worse than marrying your best friend and ruining a marriage and six years of my life,” I said.

She smiled weakly, “I don’t think they were wasted. You and your wife found out that you’re not a good couple. That’s normal. People divorce all the time. Personally, I think marriage is stupid, I don’t need a piece of paper to tell me that I’m in love with someone. I mean, there are perks, especially if I do end up getting preggers.”

I flipped open the pizza box and grabbed a slice, “Then I guess we’ll see how it all goes. Fuck, it’s going to be weird to put in my two weeks notice.”

“If you can’t find a job, I can cover rent for a few months by myself. If you never found a job, I could just make you my designated sex slave, that’d be fun,” she said as she grabbed a slice of pizza as well.

I chuckled and shook my head, “I don’t think I’m going to let you pay for everything, but I wouldn’t mind being a sex slave if it meant more of what we just did.”

“Oh, sweetheart, that’s just the start.”
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