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 Chapter One



She shouldn’t have fucked him in the first place.



It was an odd thing to think as she watched him sleep, knowing she was going to wake him up by devouring his cock. And she wouldn’t regret that, just as she didn’t regret what they’d done the night before. What holes he filled (all of them), how much cum she swallowed (more than usual; it seemed he’d been saving up), how many orgasms she had (he’d made it seem like pleasuring her was his job instead of the other way around).



Not fucking him in the first place wouldn’t mean undoing the events of the last ten hours. It’d mean undoing the events of the previous ten years.



Annette wasn’t sure if things would’ve been better or worse if a time traveler had gone back to prevent the teenage Niles from awkwardly bringing up the idea that they could be friends with benefits. Or, failing to prevent that fateful conversation, if the same time traveler would’ve sat her down and showed her how much heartache she’d experience if she allowed herself to do the one thing she and Niles agreed could not happen.



“You can’t fall in love with him,” the time traveler would say.



“I know,” teenage Annette would reply. “That’s Rule Number One.”



“You’re going to break that rule,” the time traveler would somehow know. “You’re going to be in love with him before you suck his cock for the first time.”



“Don’t be ridiculous,” the Ghost of Annette Past would say, laughing. “We’ve been best friends since kindergarten. If I haven’t had feelings for him by now, I never will.”



They’d go back and forth like this for a while longer. Somehow the time traveler would have videos of Annette’s future self crying into her pillow on multiple nights each time Niles found a new girlfriend, putting a temporary end to their arrangement. There’d be another video, this one of Annette holding back her sobs -- barely -- as he told her he was moving away to pursue his career. There’d even be one of her destroying half her apartment after getting an invitation to his wedding in the mail.



And she wouldn’t believe any of it. She was simply incapable of falling in love with someone she’d seen shit his pants in second grade. Someone who wouldn’t shut up about how DC Comics characters were better than Marvel Comics characters. Someone she thought of more as a brother than as a friend. Their arrangement was purely a practical matter, something which would allow them to scratch itches they both had from the safety of their friendship. Nothing more.



The time traveler, frustrated and already thinking about the paperwork they’d have to file for mission failure, would tap a button on their wrist band and return to their own time.



Annette sighed. Part of her wished the hypothetical time traveler had tried just a bit harder. Or existed in the first place. The rest of her, though… didn’t want to give up what she had with Niles, no matter how many tears she might not have shed.



She looked at the clock. He’d texted his wife Riley three hours ago that he was driving back from a city he hadn’t gone to for a work trip. He’d have to be leaving in about an hour if he was going to maintain that cover story. If he didn’t wake up soon, Riley might end up questioning him on his actual whereabouts, and that might mean trouble for his marriage.



She was tempted to let him sleep. Maybe even tie him to the bed so he couldn’t leave. She did have some lovely new nylon straps one of her clients got her for Christmas...



But the one thing that may have been worse than knowing he was going home to his wife was the thought of him being angry at her. Or not seeing her again. She couldn’t take that, even if the logical part of her knew that’d probably be best for both of them.



She slipped out of her panties. This wasn’t strictly necessary since she doubted they’d have time for him to reciprocate. But she could always dream. She ducked under the covers and got between his legs. She pulled down his boxers ever so slowly, not wanting to wake him with anything other than her lips and tongue on his shaft.



His cock lay exposed, looking no less lovely for it currently being relatively small and soft. It would not remain so for long.



Annette leaned in, savoring the smell of his sweat and her own juices that traveled from his cock to her nose. She licked his balls and stifled a giggle when she saw his cock twitch just from that. She stopped for a moment to see if he was waking up, but only one part of him was moving. And that part was already getting just a little bigger. Harder.



She gently lifted it with one finger toward her mouth and smiled. She loved it when he was horny for her, of course, and nothing would ever take the place of feeling his rock hard shaft as he force-fed it to her himself. But she liked it just as much when she could have it soft in her mouth, to feel it getting stiffer, hotter, on her tongue. To taste the salty bitterness of precum as it formed instead of licking it off his tip after the fact.



She opened her mouth and lay his cock gently on her tongue but didn’t close her mouth. She moved her head slowly back and forth, letting the shaft slide from the front of her tongue to the back. After only a few seconds, it was occupying much more of her mouth than when it first went in. Niles moaned, his thighs quivering now.



She closed her lips around it and started sucking. He was fully erect now, and she dove into him, gagging a little when the tip of his cock hit her throat. She sighed around the shaft when he put his hands on her head, running his fingers through her light brown hair. She knew what was coming; he was the most gentle person she’d ever fucked except for this one specific circumstance.



He balled his hands into fists full of her hair and took over her movements. As he pulled her into himself and pushed her away, he moved his hips up and down. Over and over again, the tip of his cock breached her throat, and over and over again, she thought it was going to be too much.



She always thought this, and it never ended up being true.



His cock tensed, and he stopped moving. He let go of her hair, allowing her the option to pull away if she wanted.



She didn’t. His cum flooded her mouth, her throat. She sucked harder around his shaft to try to contain as much as she could. When she’d swallowed most of it, she lapped at his shaft and pubic hair, getting what had spilled out of her mouth. When she finished, she lightly fingered the length of him to make sure she’d gotten it all.



Her task finished, she crawled up him and poked her head out of the covers. He smiled and brushed a strand of hair from her forehead.



“Good morning,” he said.



“Hi,” she said, leaning in to kiss him.



“That was a nice surprise,” he said.



She laughed. “So surprising. It’s how I always wake you up.”



“Well, it’s always nice anyway.”



She rolled off of him and lay her head on his chest. He played with her hair. She closed her eyes and imagined they’d have time for breakfast before he left. Coffee, at the very least. She decided to get up and put some on.



Before she could, he patted her shoulder and said, “I need to go.”



Tell him he can’t
 , she thought. “I know,” she said.



He hopped in the shower, where she thought about joining him but decided against doing so. She didn’t want to hear him tell her he didn’t have time to play around. When he was done with his shower, she watched him get dressed.



“This was nice,” he said. “Can’t wait until next time.”



“Next weekend, right?” she asked.
 Valentine’s Day weekend
 , she didn’t add. She was sure it was pure coincidence on his end to schedule the weekend with her. For her, though, the idea of spending Valentine’s Day with him was more than she’d ever hoped.



“Uh. I’m not sure.”



“You said you had a cover story for the whole weekend,” she reminded him.



“Yeah, it’s not that,” he said. “I might have other plans.”



“With her.” A statement, not a question.



He nodded. “Yeah. Probably.”



She didn’t say anything else but didn’t have to.



“Look,” he said, sitting on the bed and taking her hand. “This is fun, and I’m glad we can connect now and then. But Riley is my wife. I’m glad you’ve been here for me through these rough patches we’ve had, but if I can work things out with her, that’s for the best. Isn’t it?”



Rough patches
 . She almost laughed. His entire marriage had been one giant rough patch. The only reason they’d gotten married in the first place was that he knocked her up, and the only reason they’d stayed together (according to him, at least) was because of their son. It seemed like they hated each other most of the time, and Niles wasn’t the only one to seek affection from outside the marriage. Why he would bother trying to work things out with Riley was beyond Annette’s ability to comprehend.



Not for the first time, she thought about pleading her case. For all the love she felt for him, she’d never actually divulged her feelings. She was worried about how he’d take it if he knew, although part of her felt like he must know. At least on some level. How could he not?



But she was well aware of how clueless men could be when it came to picking up on emotional cues. Her mother would’ve said it was intentional cluelessness, but regardless he never seemed to get that she’d loved him before she even sucked his cock for the first time. Way before.



That damned time traveler sure knew what they were talking about.



She didn’t bring up things that were now ten years overdue for the same reason she’d never said anything before. She simply didn’t want to hear that he didn’t feel the same way. She knew it must be true but knowing it and hearing it in his own words, in his own voice, would’ve been too much to bear.



Instead, she simply said, “You’re right. I hope everything goes well.”



He didn’t kiss her before he left, but he seldom did. Even when she hugged him on his way out the door like today. He’d been gone for a while when she realized he hadn’t tried to pay her this time.



So maybe there was hope after all.



 









 Chapter Two



Other than Niles, Annette had never developed deep feelings for anyone she’d fucked. And she’d fucked plenty of people since Niles had moved away. She’d fucked quite a few since Niles had moved back. Being the only hooker in this town to have the police chief’s blessing made for a profitable business model. Prostitution wouldn’t have been her first career choice as a younger woman, but it was one at which she’d learned to thrive.



She’d resigned herself to never having sex with someone she loved again when she bumped into Niles a year ago on the sidewalk outside Starbucks.



“Annette?” he’d said. He sounded uncertain, as if he didn’t recognize her.



She didn’t blame him. She’d never worn much makeup in their time together or worn skirts as short as what she was wearing that day. She looked like a completely different person from the girl she had been back when she dreamed about a future with Niles. Felt like a different person, too.



Was
 a different person.



Over coffee, they got caught up on the last couple of years of their lives. She held nothing back.



“Prostitution,” he said as if he’d never heard the word before. “What happened to the girl who was afraid to have sex with anyone but her nerdy friend?”



What would he have said if she told him the truth? That sex with anyone but him seemed empty and pointless? Sure, she enjoyed herself but only physically. She had never felt the slightest attachment to anyone she’d fucked but Niles. When one of her boyfriends jokingly suggested she was so good at sex, people ought to be paying her for it, she let him pimp her out to his friends.



Then she decided to run with the idea on her own. At one point, she thought if she put enough notches on her bedpost, she might find what she’d found all those years ago with Niles.



That never happened, but at least she made enough money to live comfortably without doing real work.



Before they parted ways that day, they’d renewed their old arrangement. Except Niles said he’d pay her for her time, which he always tried to do (except for this last time). She never took his money.



She wanted payment in a completely different currency.



 



---



 



Annette had never been as close to Riley as she was now.



She knew how crazy this was, crouching behind a bush underneath their living room window. She wasn’t worried about getting into real trouble for stalking. It was starting to get dark, so she’d be hard to see if she stayed behind the bush. Besides, the only thing she had to do to resolve most legal issues was let the police chief tie her up, use her for a couple of hours, and pay her for the pleasure. But she was worried about pissing off Niles.



It wasn’t enough to stop her raging curiosity. She couldn’t explain it, even to herself, but she had to know what they were like together. She’d seen pictures of Riley -- one had been included in the invitation to the wedding she didn’t attend -- and had seen her from a distance. She knew Riley was pretty, even beautiful. She looked a lot like Annette, with the same light brown hair and blue eyes. This made Annette believe, perhaps vainly, that Niles had been looking for someone like his old friend when he was seeking a partner. They’d never be mistaken for twins, though. Riley was skinnier -- too skinny -- and seemed to wear a perpetual frown.



Annette knelt below the window for a couple of minutes before gathering enough courage to peek inside. When she did, she immediately wished she hadn’t. Niles and Riley were sitting on a couch, watching something she couldn't make out on TV. Niles had his hand between Riley’s legs, rubbing her through her jeans.



After a couple of minutes of this, Riley lay back and unbuttoned her pants. Niles pulled them, along with her panties, off of her. He resumed rubbing her pussy as she spread her legs as far apart as she could. Annette couldn’t hear anything, but she could tell Riley was moaning as Niles worked her cunt. It took her a moment to realize she’d started crying.



She knew she should look away. She knew she should leave. She shouldn’t have come in the first place. But she couldn’t will herself to turn away. Not even when Niles bent down and started licking his wife’s pussy.



Riley grabbed onto the back of the couch with one hand as Niles ate her. Annette, suddenly feeling faint, gripped the window ledge to steady herself as she watched the man she loved nibble on Riley’s clit. This time she could hear the sounds that came out of Riley’s mouth, and she knew what those sounds meant.



Niles’s exceptionally talented mouth had just made Riley come.



Annette was sobbing now, heartbroken and angry. Heartbroken because it was apparent Niles cared more for his wife than he had ever let on and angry because watching him do what he just did turned her on so much. Her panties were as damp from her pussy juices as her cheeks were from tears.



Niles gently licked at his wife’s slick folds for a moment after her orgasm. Then he stood up and took off his pants. Annette caught herself licking her lips at the sight of his cock, which she had had in her mouth just this morning.



She shook her head as she watched him climb onto the couch. She told herself to leave, that she didn’t want to watch him fuck her. That as upset as she was over what had happened, it was nothing compared to what was about to happen.



She didn’t listen to herself.



Niles started to guide himself toward Riley’s cunt. She reached for him and took his cock in her hand, eager to have it inside her. He said something to her when he breached her opening, something Annette couldn’t hear, but she could read his lips well enough to know what it was.



I love you.



Words she had wanted to hear from him for ten years now, as he plunged himself into the woman he had married, who had carried his child, who he always went home to.



Still crying, Annette furiously rubbed herself through her pants. As Niles pounded into his wife harder and harder, Annette pressed harder and harder against her own cunt, imagining it was her beneath him now. She climaxed just as Niles threw his head back and opened his mouth like he always did when he came.



And then he saw her.



They locked eyes for only a moment before she gathered herself enough to duck below the window. Heart pounding, she stayed there for a couple of minutes, wondering if he would come out to ask her what the hell she was doing here.



She wanted him to. Even if he was angry, she wanted to be close enough to touch him. She wanted him to ask her why she would do what she just did if only so she could tell him it was because she loved him. Because she wanted him. Because she’d wanted to see how horrible his marriage was.



But it sure hadn’t looked horrible.



Sure, maybe their sex life was the only good thing about it. Maybe all the other stuff Niles had mentioned -- the arguments about money, about how to raise their son, about Riley’s aggressively possessive mother -- was real.



But he also said they hadn’t had sex in over a year. Could it be Annette was just unlucky enough to witness the one day they renewed their passions?



Possible, but very unlikely. The idea that Niles had been lying to her this whole time, had been pretending to be unhappy, just to get some sex on the side, hurt as much as watching him fuck Riley.



And it was also pointless. Annette would have fucked him no matter what. He didn’t have to lie to get anything he wanted from her.



After waiting a few minutes and becoming convinced he wasn’t coming outside, she crawled away from the window. She got to her feet and ran away, not stopping until she got to her car parked two blocks away. She fell into the driver’s seat, her heart still racing, and her mind still replaying everything she had just witnessed.



There was only one thing that could quell the storms raging inside her. When she could breathe normally, she called Sean, her police chief friend, and asked if he had time for a quick scene.



 









 Chapter Three



Annette loved being told what to do. She always had but had never understood why until she started researching various kinks after she started hooking. The day she found out about BDSM and realized she was a submissive, her entire world changed.



It was one of the things that made prostitution so appealing to her: most of her clients didn’t care what she wanted and saw her only as a means to their own perverted ends. That was just fine with her; she wasn’t exactly looking for love or even a long-term sexual relationship. In fact, she had cut off clients if they treated her too well or showed any signs of getting attached. Except for infrequent occasions, all she wanted was to play the part of a good little submissive and make a living doing it.



She understood that healthy BDSM relationships typically required mutual respect and constant communication. But no one would ever accuse Annette of seeking out healthy relationships.



Sean was her favorite client, and not just because he made sure she could stay in business by making sure she was never arrested. He was the best Dominant she’d ever encountered: able to push her right to the edge of her comfort level without ever going over. He leveraged the not inconsiderable frustrations from his day job and his personal life into just the right amount of force and cruelty to satisfy her. And when they were done, and he was calm, he stayed with her to make sure she was okay. With most of her clients, she was responsible for her own aftercare, but never with Sean. He’d once ignored an emergency call to play with her hair while she had a snack after one of their scenes.



And he was quick to respond when she called. She’d barely shut off her car when he pulled in behind her in the driveway. He was driving a patrol car. He must have used his lights to get through traffic as fast as he could. She smiled as she stepped out of her car and looked in his direction.



He got out of his car. He was wearing his uniform. He nodded at her. “Let’s do this,” he said.



 



---



 



“Undress,” he ordered her as soon as he closed the door behind him.



“You don’t want to go to the bedroom?” she asked, not waiting for an answer before reaching to unbutton her top.



“Did I stutter?” he asked, grabbing her shirt and ripping it open. Buttons flew in every direction.



She smiled. He was especially hungry today. She was glad she called him. She hurriedly got her pants down, then took off her bra and panties.



He caressed her breasts with one hand, then moved it slowly from them down her stomach and lower until he reached her pubic hair. He brushed a finger ever so slightly against the front of her pussy, and she gasped.



“What do you want, you fucking whore?” he asked.



She moaned in response.



He shoved a finger in her cunt, already dripping in anticipation. He leaned in to whisper into her ear, “Use your words.”



“I want whatever you want, Sir.”



“That’s what I thought,” he said.



He pulled out of her and pushed his fingers into her mouth. “Suck. Get ’em nice and wet.”



She raised an eyebrow and did as he said.



“Turn around and bend over.”



She did so, resting her upper half on the couch with her elbows. He parted her ass cheeks and started playing with her asshole using the fingers she’d just lubricated for him. Without warning, he shoved one in. It hurt, but only a little, and she laughed.



“You think that’s funny, do you?” he asked, shoving a second finger in. This time it hurt a little more.



He spent some time working her ass with his two fingers and teased putting a third in. Before he did, he stopped completely, just as she was enjoying it.



“On your knees.”



She turned around and got to her knees. Without waiting for his next command, she unzipped his pants and pulled out his already hard cock. She started stroking it, but after only a moment, he grabbed both sides of her head and pulled her to him.



“Get it nice and wet,” he said. “Just like the fingers.”



She licked him, starting with his balls and moving her way up to his tip. She licked all over the tip and around and around his shaft. She pulled back and spit on it a couple of times as she worked. After a while, his shaft was glistening, and her saliva dripped from it onto the floor below.



“That should be good,” he said. “You know what to do.”



She did. She got into her previous position and used one hand to pull her ass cheeks apart for him. She sighed as his cock touched her anus, bracing herself for the intrusion.



“I’m going to rip you apart, you filthy slut,” he said.



“Do your worst, Sir,” she said.



“You asked for it,” he said and then shoved the head of his cock in.



She cried out in pain but soon was wiggling her ass, working on getting more of him inside her. He grabbed her hips and pushed himself in farther. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes as he stretched her out, moving more quickly than he usually did. Between the inadequate lubrication her saliva offered and his aggressiveness, the pain was more significant than usual, and she wasn’t sure it would ever transition to pleasure.



She didn’t know if she could bear it and wondered if he’d think less of her if she used her safe word for once. But she also wanted the pain, wanted to be punished for what she’d done earlier. What had she been thinking, sneaking around Niles’ house like that?



And Sean seemed so eager to have her. Something was wrong with him, too, and if hurting her was what he needed -- what they both needed -- she was determined to let it happen.



Finally, with one final shove, he got as far in as he could go, and she screamed. He suddenly stopped and started to pull out. She reached behind her with one hand and clawed at him, urging him to stay where he was.



“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice suddenly soft.



“I’m fine,” she said. “Or I will be. Don’t you fucking stop.”



“I don’t want to hurt you,” he said.



“Yes, you do,” she said. “Don’t you?”



He didn’t answer.



“It’s okay; I want you to,” she said. She gritted her teeth as she pushed her ass against him.



“Use your safe word if it’s too much,” he said.



“I will,” she said, “but it won’t be.”



And it wasn’t. The pain never stopped entirely, but pleasure soon mingled with it, and she was enjoying it almost as much as he was. Again and again, he slammed into her, egged on by her occasional encouragement for him to fuck her ass, to tear her apart, to split her in two. She started rubbing her clit as he fucked her, well aware that he hadn’t given her permission to touch herself, much less come. But she didn’t care; she almost hoped he’d notice and punish her for it before finally allowing her to come.



They came at the same time, electricity radiating from her cunt as he flooded her ass. He pulled out of her, and she collapsed face-first onto the couch, his hot, sticky cum streaming out of her asshole onto the floor.



She was so exhausted from everything -- the emotional turmoil of seeing Niles and Riley, the mad dash from their house to her car two blocks away, being used even more roughly than usual by Sean -- that she just wanted to stay as she was. She felt like she could fall asleep, half on the couch and half on the floor.



Sean had other ideas.



“Such a dirty little slut,” he said. “You made a mess.”



“I know,” she said.



“You should clean that up,” he told her. It wasn’t a request. It was a command.



Slowly she pushed herself off of the couch and turned around. She got on all fours and leaned her head down. She lapped up the cum that had already come out of her ass, her pussy tingling with every lick.



“You got more coming out of you now,” he said, walking around to look at her backside. “Gonna have to clean up over here, too.”



She smiled. She knew he’d make her feel all better.



 



---



 



“I didn’t see any strawberries,” Sean said, coming into the bathroom with two water bottles and a bowl. “I sliced up a couple of apples for you.”



“Thank you,” she said.



She was soaking in the bath he’d drawn for her. He set the bowl and one of the water bottles on the edge of the bathtub. She took a piece of apple from the bowl as he sat down on the closed toilet and opened his own bottle.



“So, this seemed urgent,” he said. “Everything okay?”



“Peachy,” she said.



“Why don’t I believe you?”



She didn’t answer.



“Is this about Niles again?” he asked.



“Am I that obvious?”



He laughed. “Not really. But it’s
 always
 about Niles.”



“I went to their house,” she said. “I wanted to see what they were like together.”



He raised an eyebrow. “What’d you do? Invite yourself over for dinner?”



She shook her head. “No. I hid behind a bush and looked through their window.”



“And?”



She told him what she’d seen and how she almost got caught. Saying it all out loud made her feel even more ridiculous about everything than she already did.



“This is never going to be over until you tell him how you feel,” Sean said. “One way or another, you need to ‘fess up and see what he has to say about it.”



“I don’t know that I want it to be over,” she said. “Isn’t having part of him better than none?”



“Only you can answer that,” he said. “But if he’s serious about working things out with his wife, you may not have even a part of him much longer.”



That made her angry, and she had to fight not to tell him to get the fuck out of her house. But he was right, of course. She decided to change the subject.



“So, it seems like I’m not the only one with a troubled mind today,” she said.



He laughed. “What do you mean?”



“You were more urgent than usual,” she said. “You weren’t just playing at hurting me.”



His face flushed red. “I’m really sorry about that.”



She put a hand on his knee. “Don’t be. It’s what we both needed.”



He sighed. “Yeah.”



“So what’s up?”



“Blake’s moving to California for work,” he said.



“Oh.”



“Yeah. I could fight it and maybe even win…”



“But?”



“It’s a huge opportunity for her,” he said. “In the long run, the kids will be better off if she moves.”



“Better off without their dad just across town?”



“That’s debatable,” he said. “I meant financially. The way she talks, she’ll be way better off than if she sticks around here.”



“Can’t argue with her there,” Annette said. “I mean, this area’s great for my line of work but not much else.”



He laughed, and she felt glad to have caused it.



“It’s going to kill me if I can’t see them whenever I want,” he said.



“I know. I’m sorry.”



“I’ve got to get back to HQ,” he said. “Got some paperwork that has to be done today.”



“Working late for paperwork?”



He smiled. “I wouldn’t have had to, but I got a phone call I had to respond to.”



“I’m so sorry,” she said, smacking his knee.



“But I won’t leave if you’re not okay.”



She smiled. “I’m fine, really. But thank you.”



“I left your payment on the nightstand like usual,” he said, standing up. He bent down to kiss her forehead. “Good luck with Niles.”



He started to walk out of the bathroom but stopped at the door and looked back at her.



“I…” he said.



When he didn’t continue, she said, “Yes?”



“Nothing,” he said. “I’ll see you later. Give me a call in the morning if you want to talk more.”



He left, and she sat there for a while, long after her bath water had gone from hot to lukewarm to cool, wondering what he didn’t say.



 









 Chapter Four



Annette made a phone call the next morning, but it wasn’t to Sean.



She nervously waited on hold for Niles to pick up. She’d never called him before, always letting him make contact first. This was per his instructions. It was ostensibly to make sure Riley didn’t hear a phone call or text message and ask who it was, but the no-call request extended even to his work phone. She’d often thought it was silly not to be able to call him at work, where Riley would never know, but she’d never risked his ire by doing it.



Until today.



She wanted to apologize. As startling as witnessing his lovemaking with his wife was for her, she knew she’d crossed a line. She shouldn’t have been there in the first place, and she certainly shouldn’t have kept watching once they’d begun. It was a breach of trust, and she wanted him to know that she knew it was wrong.



She wanted him to forgive her.



The phone clicked, and the hold music ended. “Hello?” he said.



“Niles,” she said.



“What the fuck are you thinking?” he snapped. “I’ve told you not to call me. I call you, remember?”



His instant anger stunned her. Not that she didn’t expect him to be angry about last night, but being so mad over the phone call threw her for a loop.



“I’m sorry,” she said. “I just wanted--”



“I don’t give a fuck what you wanted,” he said. “Calling me when I’ve asked you not to, peeping into my window. What the hell is wrong with you?”



I love you
 , she wanted to say. But if there had ever been a worse time in ten years to finally say those three words, she couldn’t imagine when it was.



She blinked hard when she realized she’d thought about answering, “What the hell is wrong with you?” with “I love you.” What if loving him was precisely what was wrong with her?



There was so much more to say, but she couldn’t for the life of her put it into words. She hung up, pretending Niles wasn’t relieved that she did so.



 



---



 



The rest of Annette’s day was filled with client appointments. One by one, her clients came knocking on the door of the cheap motel room she rented monthly for her work. Only two notable clients -- Niles and Sean -- knew where she lived and fucked her anywhere but this motel room.



Only one client -- a nineteen-year-old who sometimes left her poems he wrote for her along with her cash -- asked her what was wrong. He could tell her mind, almost always focused on providing excellent customer service, was somewhere else. She gave him an extra hour for free.



None of the rest noticed or, if they did, cared.



 



---



 



Annette looked like shit. She hadn’t bothered to look at herself in a mirror before leaving the motel room, but she knew it nonetheless. She also hadn’t bothered showering in between or after her last two clients. She knew her makeup was ruined and could feel how unkempt her hair was.



But she was beyond caring by that point. The only thing she wanted was to tell Niles how she’d felt all this time, and she didn’t care if his wife was there when she did it.



She parked right in front of his house this time. A woman walking an ugly little dog gave her a dirty look as she walked from her car to the front porch, but Annette paid her no mind. She knocked on the door with no hesitation.



She heard footsteps on the other side of the door. One of them was looking at her through the peephole. She didn’t have long to wonder who.



Niles opened the door with a panicked expression on his face. He stepped outside, and she moved back to allow him space. He closed the door behind him.



“What are you doing here?” he whispered. “You need to leave. Now!”



“I love you,” she said, afraid if she waited for one more instant, she’d lose all the nerve she’d been building up on the drive over. “I love you, and I always have. Even when you shit your pants in second grade, I think.”



He stared at her for a moment, the panic on his face giving way to a blank expression. Then he laughed.



He was fucking laughing at her.



“That’s ridiculous,” he said. “You don’t know what you’re saying.”



“I do,” she said. “It’s something I should have said a long time ago.”



He sighed. “I don’t know what you want from me.”



I want you to love me, too. I want you to admit you should leave Riley for me, even if you can’t do that right this second. I want you to at least fucking not act like me loving you is “ridiculous.”



But the words didn’t come out.



“Look, I’ve enjoyed our hookups,” he said. “But let’s be clear: that’s all they were. All they’ve ever been.”



She staggered backward. He may as well be hitting her. It would have hurt less.



“I’m sorry if I wasn’t entirely truthful about my marriage,” he said. “Things aren’t quite as bad as I maybe said they were.”



She laughed, but not at his words. She was laughing at herself.



“I don’t know what you expected by coming here,” he said. “But Riley’s my wife, and I love her. And I care about you; don’t think I don’t. But you’re a whore, Annette. Surely you understand that sex doesn’t automatically equal feelings, right?”



She’d been backing away from him as he talked, and she was close to the steps now. She almost stumbled backward and reached out to grab the railing to steady herself.



“You should go,” he said, turning back to open the door.



And then Riley opened the door.



“What’s going on?” she asked, looking from Niles to Annette. She turned back to Niles and asked, “Who’s this?”



I’m your husband’s oldest friend. We’ve been fucking since way before he met you, and we fucked the night before last. I sucked his cock yesterday, an hour before he walked in the front door and kissed you with the same mouth that kissed me when I still had some of his cum in my mouth. I’m in love with him, and I was hoping he felt the same way, and even though he doesn’t, I still want to ruin what you have with him.



She wanted to say all of that, but she didn’t. Later she would regret it and wonder if she should have done Riley a favor by telling her what an asshole her husband was. Maybe the right thing to do was cause her a tremendous amount of pain now to spare her even more potential pain in the future, should Niles continue his extramarital adventures.



Instead, she said, “My name is Shawna. I was looking for a friend of mine named Lisa. Bitch owes me money. She said she lived here, but apparently, she lied to me.”



“Apparently,” Niles said. “But we’ve lived here for a year now.”



“The house was a foreclosure,” Riley offered. “Maybe she was the previous owner?”



Annette nodded. “Maybe. Thank you. Sorry to bother you.”



“It’s no bother,” Niles said.



And then she walked away. She didn’t know if it was the last time she’d ever see Niles, but she knew one thing.



If it was, she was okay with that.



 









 Chapter Five



The bastard texted her on Valentine’s Day morning.



The days since she’d confronted him went by in a blur. She didn’t know how many clients she’d serviced, and she had no idea if they’d paid her correctly. She didn’t care. Her only purpose in life was to serve as a receptacle for men. For their fingers, their tongues, their cocks. Their cum.



You’re a whore
 . Ten years of conversations with Niles and those three words were the only ones she could, with any clarity, remember him saying.



Sean texted and called a few times, but she ignored him. He meant well, but she didn’t want to be comforted. Even in the painful-yet-wonderful way he had a knack for doing.



When she saw that Niles texted her, her first instinct was to throw her phone across the room. Instead, she opened the message and stared at it.



Sorry about the other day. I have some time to stop by this evening if that’s okay. Around 5?



And suddenly, all was right with the world. Annette did not expect that he’d be spending the entire evening with her, but at least she’d see him. At least he apologized. And he texted her, from his own number! And maybe they could have a quickie.



It was better than nothing. Right?



Awesome!
 she texted back.
 Can’t wait!



Annette canceled the three client appointments she had for the afternoon. She spent most of the morning shopping: new clothes, new makeup, an emergency appointment at the salon.



She danced around her apartment all afternoon to her favorite music as she got ready. She found herself giggling like a schoolgirl. Like she was when she was 16 before those first few times with Niles.



Like she wasn’t a whore who fucked a different guy every other hour.



She was ready by 4:30. She looked in the mirror and admired her work. She was beautiful if she did say so herself, and she was prepared to rock Niles’s world. As much of it as he would give her, anyway.



She sat on her couch and waited, trying to still her racing heart.



 



---



 



Niles texted again at 4:50. This time, she wanted to throw her phone across the room after she saw the message.



Can’t make it tonight after all. I’ll call you tomorrow.



She felt a catch in her throat and wanted to cry. She wanted to but didn’t. The tears just didn’t trouble themselves to come.



Her hands trembled as she tried to think of something to text back. She almost told him not to bother, that she was done with him and that she didn’t want his phone call, or his cock, or his love. The only thing that stopped her was that she wasn’t sure if any of that was true.



Before she could respond, someone rang her doorbell. She looked back at the text and wondered if Niles was messing with her. Anger flew through her. If he thought telling her he was canceling before showing up anyway was funny, she’d set him straight.



She stomped over to the door and flung it open, ready to give him a piece of her mind.



“Hi,” Sean said.



Annette gasped. Sean wore a black suit and tie. In his right hand were a dozen red roses, and in his left, a heart-shaped box of chocolates. She felt dizzy.



He looked her up and down before saying, “You look great. I hope I’m not… interrupting something?”



All she could do was shake her head.



“I meant to be here earlier,” he said. “But a couple of the guys are out sick, so I had to work for a bit today.”



“But you’re here now,” she said, the tears she wanted to cry earlier having no problem coming out now.



Annette stepped aside to let him in. He set the box of chocolates on the coffee table and went to the kitchen, searching for a vase for the roses.



“I got us reservations at Theodore’s,” he said, bringing the vase back into the living room.



Theodore’s was the only restaurant that passed for fine dining around here. She’d never been.



Annette looked at the roses, then the chocolates, and finally at him. There were so many things she wanted to say, but they were all getting jumbled in her mind. “How did you manage to get reservations at Theodore’s on Valentine’s Day?”



“I made them six months ago,” Sean said.



She laughed. “What? For you and Blake?”



It was his turn to laugh. “No. For you and me. I wanted to surprise you. I’ve been trying to call you the last few days to make sure it was okay. I figured I’d just take a chance and come over.”



“Are you asking me out? On a real date? On Valentine’s Day?”



Sean rubbed the back of his neck. He seemed so far removed from the commanding Dominant he typically was when in her presence. It was cute. It was charming. It was everything.



“I guess I am.”



“You better stop before I start to think you have actual feelings for me,” she said.



“I do,” he said. “I have for a long time. I almost told you the other day, after…”



Her heart pounded. “Why didn’t you?”



He shrugged. “I don’t know. I told you to tell Niles how you felt, and I neglected to follow my own advice. For a long time now.”



“How long?” she asked.



“Forever,” he said. “Since the beginning. Or, close to it, anyway.”



She sat down -- fell, really -- on the couch. Suddenly so many things seemed to make sense. To fall into place.



Sean was the one she always called when she needed emotional support. Or a rough fuck done just the way she wanted it. He was the only one who went out of his way to give her aftercare. He never minded if she called him at work and often was the one calling her.



And he was here now. On Valentine’s Day. She looked at him with fresh tears in her eyes.



He sat down next to her, putting his hand on her knee. An electric shock ran up her leg from his touch, and her pussy throbbed.



“Is everything okay?” he asked, showing more concern for her in that one moment than she’d felt from Niles for years.



She smiled at him. “It is now.”



 









 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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