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Chapter One

She’d had a long day of running errands and was ready for a bath and bed when she saw the pile of mail on the dining room table. They hadn’t checked their mailbox in over a week, and now there were leaflets and flyers to sort through in case anything important was hidden among them. Most of their bills were electronic, but sometimes the tax man sent something and there was the odd correspondence that still came by mail.

Kevin was on the phone with a potential buyer even though it was well past seven o’clock.

She sighed, slumped into the chair and started sorting. Half way through the stack her heart did a little patter when she saw the words Home Health Agency on the upper left hand corner of a letter-sized envelope. She recalled applying online as they’d had part-time listings available on their website. But when she hadn’t heard back she’d given up on them and moved on.

Tearing the envelope open she pulled out the paper inside and unfolded it. Her chest swelled and a wide smile spread across her lips. She stood up and walked quickly towards the living room, eager to share her unexpected good news. Kevin was still pacing, his phone pressed to his ear as he muttered patient ‘mm-hmm’s’ into it for whoever was on the other end.

Feeling like she was going to burst with excitement, she walked up to him and tapped him on the shoulder.

“Just hang on a second please?” he said into the phone before turning to face her. “Chelsie what is it?” he snapped.

She shook the paper next to her head. “I got a job!” she whispered, eyes wide.

He scowled and looked at the paper as if he didn’t understand. “Just…give me another minute,” he muttered. He turned and pressed the phone back against his ear. “Sorry about that. You were talking about the land transfer taxes.”

She sighed, feeling a little deflated by his lack of interest. She turned and walked back into the dining room. Unwilling to let Kevin’s disinterest spoil her good mood, she ignored the rest of the unsorted mail and walked to the kitchen. She grabbed a wine glass from the cupboard and set it down on the counter. There was half a bottle of white left over from the weekend in the fridge. She pulled out a healthy portion and headed upstairs.

After turning the heated floor on in the bathroom she turned on the taps. Setting the wine glass down on the edge of the bath, she pulled her shirt off and shimmied out of her jeans, kicking them away towards the hamper. She turned and looked sideways at her profile in the mirror. She wasn’t doing to badly. Not as trim as she had been on the lacrosse team. She had a tiny little bulge to her tummy. But it was still flat enough that her breasts and ass looked nicely shaped. She unclasped her bra and let it slide down her arms. Turning to face the mirror she pulled her underwear down her legs and kicked them over towards her jeans.

She scrunched her nose up when she saw the unruly patch of dark pubic hair sprouting between her legs. Her heart sank a little when it made her think of the last time she’d had sex with Kevin. How long had it been? Two weeks? Three? She didn’t hold it against him. His real estate career was really starting to take off and he was working crazy hours. She knew it was all going to pay off in the long run but they hadn’t even been out for a date night in at least a month.

That made her think of the other thing that had been floating around in her mind. He’d told her they could start trying for a baby the year she turned thirty. Now she was thirty and here it was late November and there was no trying in sight. She knew they still had a bit of time. But time had a funny way of slipping through your fingers if you weren’t careful.

She turned sideways again, put a hand on her belly and puffed it out. She laughed to herself as she imagined what she’d look like pregnant. Turning around she saw the bath was nearly full. She squeezed out a few drops of soap and they started foaming. Poking a toe in, she found it the perfect temperature. She stepped in and sank into the hot water, letting out a deep, satisfied sigh as she did.

Turning the taps off with her big toe, she picked up the glass of wine and took a healthy swig.

A knock came at the door.

She smiled. Kevin always felt terrible when he snapped at her. Not that it happened often. “Who is it?” she asked. She heard him chuckling and smiled wider at having amused him.

“Come on, Chelsie. Can I come in?”

“Only if you’re nice to me!” she said, her voice lilting.

The door swung slowly open and Kevin shuffled in. He sat down on the edge of the tub and hung his head low towards his chest. “I’m sorry I was a jerk,” he muttered.

“It’s okay,” she said, poking the outside of his thigh with her toe. “Did you hear what I said?”

He frowned and shook his head. “Something about a job? What’s going on?” he asked.

She laughed at his confusion. “Um, I got a job is what’s going on! Remember how I finished nursing school and was looking for a job?”

He rolled his eyes. “You don’t have to be that sarcastic with me,” he said. “Are you serious though? Like, a job-job? A nursing job?”

She bit down on her lower lip and nodded, smiling at him.

His eyes widened and he leaned forward. “Chelsie that’s amazing!” he said, holding his hands out at his sides.

She picked up her glass of wine and took another swig, then set it down again. “There’s just one catch,” she said.

“What is it?” he asked.

“It starts two days from now.”

“That’s fine,” he replied.

“And it’s a live-in gig,” she confessed, raising an eyebrow at him.

He frowned and thought about that for a moment. “Wait. Live-in? Like, you’re going to live at somebody else’s house?” he asked. His frown deepened.

She could tell he wasn’t thrilled. “So the only reason I’m thinking about it is that it’s only two weeks. I’m not sure who the patient is but it’s probably someone’s aging parent who needs some extra, every day kind of help.” She sat up in the bath, the bubbles clinging to her chest and covering her breasts. “If I don’t take it I’m worried they won’t offer me anything else. Do you mind? It would only be a couple of weeks.”

He thought about it for a long while. He drew in a deep breath, sighed and nodded at her. “No. No, you should take it. You’ve worked so hard for this. Just seems kind of weird thinking about you living at some strangers house for two weeks.”

“I know,” she admitted. “I was kind of disappointed by that, too. But I think if I take it there’s a better chance of me getting something more permanent and with more regular hours down the line. You’re so busy anyways. We barely see each other.”

He arched his brow at her. “Aw, well now you’re just making me feel bad.”

“No, no! I didn’t say it to make you feel bad,” she reassured him.

“No I’ve been feeling kind of guilty about it myself,” he said, shaking his head and looking down at the tile floor. “I’m just up to my eyeballs in paperwork right now with this deal I’m trying to close.”

“Hey. I get it. You’re doing it for us. I just miss you is all.”

He nodded again.

She leaned back in the tub and poked her toe out, running it along the outside of his thigh. “Maybe you could help me celebrate later?” she asked.

His shoulders slumped. “Oh god Chelsie please don’t hate me but I can’t. I’ve got to fill out these land transfer documents for a meeting I have tomorrow first thing. I promise I’ll make it up to you. I swear. God I feel like I’m giving my kid excuses for why I had to miss his baseball game again,” he said, chuckling.

“About that,” she said, narrowing her eyes at him.

He sighed and sank to his knees next to the tub. He clasped one of her hands in both of his and kissed the ring on her finger. “We’re going to get started. Soon. I promise. I remember what we talked about. I know the end of the year’s coming. I just need to get to December and then things will slow down a little. We still have time. We’ll get started. I promise.” He kissed her fingers again.

She nodded at him. “I know we will. I believe you. You need to go back to work don’t you?”

He gave three, heavy nods. “I’m sorry Chelsie. Dinner at Fibonacci’s sometime in the next two weeks?” he asked.

“Sometime after that. I’ll be gone, remember?”

“Oh. Right. Of course. Right,” he said. He let go of her hand and put his hands on the edge. He stood up and stared at her and for a moment she thought he was going to change his mind.

She brushed some of the bubbles off of her chest, revealing the top of her cleavage.

He grinned at her and started backing away towards the door. “Baby it’s not that I don’t want to, I promise,” he said.

She shrugged. “Suit yourself,” she replied, grinning.

He slipped out into the hallway, shutting the door after himself.

She picked up her wineglass, took another sip, then set it down. Slipping deeper under the water she let her hand fall down onto her stomach, then slid it slowly down between her legs. As she closed her eyes her thoughts drifted towards Kevin.

Chapter Two

Kevin was gone when she woke up in the morning. When she went downstairs to put the coffee on she smiled at the sweet note he’d left by the coffee maker. ‘I’ll try to be home early tonight, my love,’ it said. He’d drawn hearts and flowers on it. She picked it up and held it to her chest, feeling cheesy but appreciating that he was thinking about her.

After getting a cup of coffee into herself she went upstairs and fished out the big, sturdy backpack she’d had since college. She spent an hour picking out clothes to wear for the next two weeks. As she was carefully folding them into the backpack she started laughing at what an idiot she was. Pulling all the clothes out, she stuffed them back into the drawer. She opened the drawer filled with scrubs and put four sets of those into the backpack instead. She put in a few old t-shirts to sleep in then went to bathroom.

After capping her toothbrush and getting a fresh tube of toothpaste to take she mulled over whether she should take any makeup. She’d probably just be cooped up inside, aside from whatever time she would get to herself for meals and exercise. On a lark she tossed in some lipstick and mascara into the top pouch of her backpack.

She made herself lunch then watched a few episodes of the ER show on her laptop. Her phone dinged around five-thirty. Her heart sank as she reached for it. She was pretty sure she knew who it was.

Babe. So sorry. Running super late. Will try to be home before ten.

She sighed and let the phone fall down onto the couch. Bored with TV she got up, changed into her running gear and headed out for a quick run around the block. It was dark by the time she got back home. The endorphins from the exercise felt good. She was still a bit disheartened at Kevin’s message, though.

After a shower she made herself a bowl of ramen and took it upstairs to eat in the bedroom. Sometime after the ramen, but before Kevin got home, she passed out. When she woke up in the middle of the night it was two o’clock in the morning and Kevin was snoring next to her. She trudged to the bathroom, peed, then walked back and slipped back under the covers.

She wasn’t sure how much sleep she got but when she woke up again she heard Kevin in the bathroom, his electric shaver buzzing. She rubbed the sleep from her eyes and walked over and opened the door.

“Hey, baby,” he said, smiling at her reflection in the bathroom mirror. “You were passed out cold when I got home. Like, dead to the world. I didn’t want to wake you.”

“No, it’s okay,” she said, sighing. “I guess this is it.”

He shot her a funny look in the mirror. He turned off his shaver, set it down on the vanity and turned to face her. “You say that like you’re going off to war,” he said, smiling at her and rubbing her arms. “It’s only two weeks. Do you not get any time off at all?” he asked. “Can I come see you?”

She frowned. “I don’t think so. I doubt they’d allow that. I know it’s only two weeks but…” She trailed off. They hadn’t spent much time apart since getting married. And while she hadn’t given it much thought up to that point she was going to miss her Kevin. She curled into his chest and he wrapped his arms around her in a welcoming hug.

“You’re going to do great,” he said. “It’ll be over before you know it. And I’m sure you’ll be able to have some time to yourself. We can grab a coffee or something. They’re not going to chain you up in the basement and not let you leave, right?” he asked with a chuckle.

“Yeah,” she muttered, feeling more than a little mopey.

“Okay,” he said, kissing her on the forehead. “I’ve got to run. I’ve got a nine o’clock meeting. I love you,” he said, stooping down to gaze into her eyes. “You’re going to do great.” He pecked her on the forehead again and stepped past her out the door.

“I love you!” she called out after him as she heard him descending the stairs.

“I love you too!” he shouted back.

She turned the water on for a shower, peeled off her t-shirt and panties and stepped in under it.

***

Two hours later she was pulling up to a large house in the suburb of Oakwood. She was a little surprised that her clients would be so wealthy. On the other hand, those were probably the sorts of people who could afford live-in care. She parked the car at the curb, pulled her backpack and laptop bag out of the trunk and, after closing the trunk, walked up the long, wide driveway to the front door.

When she rang the doorbell she heard a very ostentatious ding-dong sound from inside the house. She waited a few moments and the door was opened by a woman who looked to be in her fifties. She was wearing a pearl necklace and was dressed in a very conservative pant suit. She had short, red hair which was obviously dyed, and pearl earrings in her ears.

“Hi,” Chelsie said. “I’m Chelsie. Here for the live-in position?”

“Chelsie! Yes, of course! Wonderful! I’m so glad you’re here early. Come in, come in,” she said, waving Chelsie inside. “I’m Diana,” she said, extending a hand. She had a firm grip and long, bony fingers. “Charlie and I are just getting ready to leave. Just leave your things here for now and I’ll take you in to meet Damien. Did they tell you about the situation at all?”

“Uh, no. I just got the details about the address and when to show up. Confirmed on their website that I’d take the job but didn’t hear anything else from them about it.”

Diana clucked and shook her head. “This is the third agency we’ve tried and I swear they’re all the same. Don’t get me wrong, I’m sure you’re wonderful. And the previous nurses were, too. But the communication is just not there. It’s basic stuff. The three A’s of business. Availability, affability and ability. Charlie’s been droning on about it the last few weeks too.” She put a hand on the back of Chelsie’s arm and led her towards a large, arched entrance to the living room.

“So before we go inside,” Diana said, stopping right before the entrance. “Damien’s our son.” She took a deep breath and sighed. “We did what we could. We did everything. He had every advantage and he insisted on getting a job instead of going to university.”

“Oh,” Chelsie said, furrowing her brow. The last thing she’d been expecting at the job was someone’s son to take care of. This sounded like it was going to be more complicated than it had seemed. “Is he alright?” she asked.

“He’s perfectly fine except for the burns he got on his hands.”

“Oh. Geez, that sounds terrible,” Chelsie said.

“It’s really not even that bad. The doctor said they’re healing quite nicely at our last visit but to keep them bandaged for at least another week until he can see them.”

Chelsie looked at Diana, a discomfort growing in the pit of her stomach. “Can he use them at all?” she asked.

“He really can’t. That’s why we’ve had to bring in help. Charlie and I have had this vacation to Cancun booked for over a year now. It’s our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary and our friends are flying down with us.”

A large man, who also looked to be in his fifties, came down the stairs carrying two black suitcases. He smiled when he saw Chelsie. “Is this our latest victim?” he asked, unapologetically eyeing Chelsie up and down.

“Oh stop being a pest before she runs away screaming,” Diana said, swatting her husband on the arm.

“Pleasure to meet you,” Charlie said, holding out a hand.

Chelsie shook hands with him and watched him pick the suitcases back up and carry them to the door.

“In any case. He’s a bit self-conscious about being so helpless. I’m sure you can understand, a man his age not being able to feed himself.”

“Oh of course. Of course!” Chelsie said.

“So if he’s a little stand-offish that’s just the reason. It’s nothing personal. That’s all I wanted to say.”

“Thank-you. I appreciate you telling me that,” Chelsie said.

Diana put a hand back on her arm and led her into the living room.

Chelsie’s breath caught in her throat for a moment. Seated on the couch was a very attractive man in his early twenties. He had broad, muscular shoulders  and square-like jaw. His hair was cut high and tight and his hands were bandaged to the wrists. As they walked in he turned and looked at her. She tried to ignore the way his eyes quickly roamed down her purple scrubs. She put on a smile as Diana led her closer to the couch. “Hey, Damien,” she said. “I’m Chelsie.” She stuck out her hand and immediately regretted it.

Damien held up both hands in the air and turned them side to side.

Chelsie closed her eyes, pinched the bridge of her nose and shook her head. “I am so sorry,” she muttered. She was relieved when she heard him smirk.

“It’s all good. Actually kind of funny how many people do that,” he said.

Chelsie turned to Diana who was staring at Damien with a look of surprise on her face. When she noticed Chelsie watching her she turned to look at her. “Why don’t…why don’t I let you two get acquainted?” she said. “I’ll just be out in the hall packing the rest of our things,” she said, patting Chelsie on the arm. She turned and walked quickly out of the room.

Chelsie turned and put on another kind smile for Damien. “You mind if I sit?” she asked, nodding at the spot on the couch next to him.

“Be my guest,” he replied, waving a bandaged hand. He watched her, a slight smile on his lips, as she sat down.

“I’m really sorry this happened to you. Do you mind if I ask how?”

“It was a freak accident at the construction site I was working on. Really could have happened to anyone,” he explained. “I was really lucky with the medical team at the hospital. The doctor on shift that day was head of the burn unit. He said it could have been a lot worse. I’m just happy it doesn’t hurt anymore. The pain was brutal for the first week.”

Chelsie nodded as she listened to him recounting his story.

“Anyways things are much better now. It’s just really boring, you know?” he said, chuckling.

“I can imagine. Have you just been watching TV?” she asked, nodding at the large flat-screen TV.

“Mostly. I try to do a bit of reading but it’s hard holding books open and I usually have to call someone to turn the page for me.” He laughed again.

Chelsie smiled. “Well you certainly seem to be taking this really well,” she said.

“I was pretty cranky there for a while. That’s probably what my mom was whispering to you about in the hall?”

Chelsie looked off towards the hall. She didn’t want to say anything that would upset anyone. But she saw an opportunity to connect with her new patient. “Something like that,” she said, nodding.

“Yeah. The last nurse was kind of cranky and didn’t speak very good English,” Damien explained.

“Oh no. I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Hey what about you? What’s your story?” he asked.

Chelsie smiled. “Well, this is actually my first nursing job. I just graduated from school a few months ago.”

“Uh oh,” Damien said.

She put on a look of mock outrage. “Hey! That’s mean!” she said, laughing along with him when he started chuckling.

“Aw, come on I’m just kidding,” he said. He reached over and grazed the outside of her thigh with his bandaged hand.

The touch was unexpected and stirred something inside of her. It wasn’t really inappropriate in any way. But it felt a little too intimate for a nurse-patient relationship. She decided to ignore it. “You better be careful, mister. I’m your food supply source for the next few weeks, remember?” she joked.

He turned and gave her a long and penetrating stare. “Delicious,” he said quietly.

Her smile faded and her face flushed with heat. The word was clearly inappropriate and by the way he was looking at her he knew it as well as she did. What was worse was that she didn’t exactly mind the way he was staring at her. She would have given anything to see Kevin looking at her that way again. But the flattery was over the line. She knew she had to draw some boundaries or it was going to be a long two weeks. Just as she opened her mouth to explain she was his nurse, Diana poked her head into the living room. “Chelsie? Our limo’s here. Could I have one last word with you out in the hall?” she asked.

“Certainly,” Chelsie said, making a mental note to return to the topic once Diana and Charlie were gone. She stood up and walked over towards the hallways.

“Bye sweetheart,” Diana said, blowing Damien a kiss.

“Ma, please!” he said, throwing his hands up in the air.

“Oh he’ll always be my little boy,” Diana said, pulling Chelsie into the hall. The front door was open and Charlie was lugging the luggage down to the taxi. “I just wanted you to know how thrilled I was at how Damien reacted to meeting you. I don’t think I’ve seen him smile once since the accident,” she explained.

“Oh,” Chelsie said, “That’s really nice to hear. Thanks.”

Diana put a hand over hers. “I just know you’ll take good care of him. Do you have my cell phone number just in case?”

Chelsie nodded. “Yup. Your and Charlie’s contact information are both on the work order I got.”

“Wonderful. I know everything will be fine but if you could maybe send us an update every few days? I know I’m going to worry anyways. That boy should have been in an English literature class and not on some horrible construction site.”

“I’ll take good care of him, Diana,” Chelsie said, patting the back of Diana’s hand. “And I’ll make sure to let you know how he’s doing every once in a while.”

“Come on Di! We’re going to be late for the plane!” Charlie called out from the driveway.

Diana flashed one last smile, squeezed Chelsie’s hand then walked out the door closing it behind her.

Chelsie drew in a deep breath. The sudden silence in the house was a little discomfiting. She knew she had to go and have a talk with Damien about what he’d said but she wasn’t looking forward to it. Letting out a sigh she turned and walked back into the living room.

Damien held his hands up as soon as she walked in. “Before you say anything please let me apologize for my behaviour?”

Chelsie arched her brow.

Damien shook his head as she sat down next to him again. “I’m really sorry about saying that last thing. My girlfriend broke up with me right before the accident.” He opened his mouth but paused, holding his breath. “There’s no easy way to say this. Being a twenty-two year old guy and…” He closed his eyes and thought for a moment.

Chelsie’s inside hollowed. Embarrassment welled through her at not being more empathetic. At his age he was probably going crazy with his hands bandaged up, living with his parents. Unable to get any sort of…relief. “Damien, I didn’t even think about that,” she said quietly.

He sucked his lips between his teeth and nodded a few times.

“There’s no need to say anything more about it. I was going to tell you that I was married…”

“I saw the ring,” he muttered. “Testosterone’s just a hell of a hormone. I promise I’m not going to be a dick for two weeks because of it.”

Her heart squeezed at his sincere apology. He really was a good guy, just like Diana had said. It shocked her where her mind wandered next. She pushed the thought as far away as she could get it. Of course there was no way she could help him out. That would be breaking so many rules and Kevin would be heartbroken if she did anything like that. She really felt sorry for him though, especially given how horny she felt after not having sex with Kevin for a few weeks. And she was a thirty year old woman. She couldn’t imagine how pent up he must be feeling. “Hey,” she said. “We’re in this together. We’ll get through it together. I promise not to be an uptight bitch, either.”

He nodded.

“I’m really sorry you’re going through this,” she said, putting a hand on his leg.

He chuckled, closed his eyes and turned his head the other way. “Yeah, that’s not really helping,” he said.

She yanked her hand away and covered her eyes. “Oh my god I’m sorry,” she muttered.

“It’s all good,” he replied, laughing to ease the tension that had built between them.

She suddenly felt like it was way too hot in the room. “Hey, so what can I make you for dinner?” she asked.

He turned and looked at her with a kind smile. “So my mom’s been feeding me broccoli and asparagus for the last month or so. If you are in any way authorized to order us a pizza you would be my freaking super hero,” he said. “I’m paying.”

She got up off the couch and stuck her fist in the air. “Up, up and away!”

His jaw dropped and he shook his head. “You are such a freaking dork, Chelsie! There’s pizza coupons on the counter in the kitchen.”

She laughed as she spun around and walked off towards the kitchen. She felt slightly guilty at the warm feeling that had filled her. Damien seemed like a really fun guy. Because of that spending two weeks stuck in the house with him seemed kind of…wrong, somehow. She pushed that thought away too as she rummaged through a stack of coupons.

Chapter Three

They watched a movie to go with their pizza. After it was over she put the leftovers in the fridge and tossed the box into the recycling bin. She walked back into the living room where Damien was still seated on the couch. “Is there anything I can help you with? I was going to call my husband and see how he’s doing.”

He smiled and shook his head. “No I’m fine. If you could toss me that remote and that pencil next to it.”

“The pencil?” she asked, puzzled.

“I stick it in my mouth and press the buttons on the remote with it,” he explained.

She laughed and set both items in his lap, careful not to get close to any part of him that might be inappropriate. It was hard not to think about his predicament, though. “I’ll be in the guest bedroom. Holler if you need anything okay?”

He nodded. “I’ll be fine.”

She walked up the carpeted stairs. As she neared the top she glanced sideways and caught sight of him staring at her ass before he quickly turned his attention back to the TV. She nearly groaned in frustration for him. She wasn’t some super model but she knew she was attractive. How brutal must it be for a guy that age to have a pretty nurse walking around, doting on him all day?

Closing the door to the bedroom she tapped out a message to Kevin. ‘Call when you get a moment?’

While she was waiting for a reply she unpacked her backpack and put some of her clothes in the empty dresser standing against the wall across from the foot of the bed. She laid out the lipstick and mascara on top of it. Her stomach fluttered at thinking of applying either of them. She shoved them back into the top flap of her backpack. Damien didn’t need her making it any more difficult getting through the next few weeks.

She picked up her phone to see a message back from Kevin. She swiped it open.

Super hectic day babe. Sorry. I’ll try you later but turn off your ringer so I don’t wake you up if you’re sleeping. Love ya!

She sighed and felt a little deflated at his reply. She had a real need to tell him that the situation was different than she’d represented it. She didn’t like keeping secrets from Kevin and he needed to know she was in a house, alone, with a twenty-two year old man and not someone’s grandma. But sending a text about it felt so awkward and kind of weird.

Not wanting to deal with any of it she threw the phone down on the bed, opened the door and walked back downstairs. She found Damien on the couch where she’d left him. The TV was on but his eyes were closed and his head was tilted against the backrest of the couch. Her eyes fell lower and widened as her gaze settled on his crotch. A massive erection had sprouted between his legs.

She knew from her nurses training that nocturnal penile tumescence was a perfectly normal bodily function. Her shock was prompted by how long and thick his penis looked through the fabric of his sweatpants. It was easily as thick as her forearm and nearly as long, too. It was so hard she could make out the helmet-shaped head and the very slight sideways arc.

She’d meant to come down to ask him if there was anything she could do to help him with his nightly routine before she went to bed. Now all she could do was stand there staring at his gargantuan cock flexing in time with his heartbeat.  She didn’t wilfully conjure up her next thought. It just floated up to the top of her mind on it’s own.

What would it be like to ride that thing?

She felt horrible as soon as it entered her consciousness. She was a nurse. A professional. She was here to care for and nurture this young man while he convalesced. Instead she was gawking at him during a very vulnerable moment and thinking the most inappropriate things. Her face flushed and beads of perspiration formed along her forehead.

She didn’t dare wake him. He’d be mortified to find her standing there staring at his penis. But she didn’t just want to leave him on the couch, either. What if he woke up in the middle of the night and needed a glass of water? What if he was too shy or embarrassed to wake her up about it?

She decided to go to the kitchen and make some noise. She grabbed the plates they’d used for their pizza out of the dishwasher and put them in the sink. She turned the water on full pressure and rinsed them off making sure to be nice and loud so Damien had a chance to deal with his erection before she saw him again. She was just as loud washing the silverware. She dried everything off and stacked the plates in the cupboard and put their glasses away, then let out a loud sigh like she’d just been lifting two by fours at a construction site.

Walking back out into the hall she peered around the corner and saw Damien. His eyes were open and pointed at the TV. She smiled as she walked into the living room. “Hey sleepy-head!” she said, her tone chipper and light.

“Hey,” he replied, smiling back at her. His eyes did that thing all men’s do when they see an attractive woman. A swoop down her body then to the side as if there were something very important they were looking to locate and, oh, hadn’t really noticed you were hot.

She took a seat in the armchair this time and not on the couch. “So I was actually going to head to bed soon,” she explained. “Is there something you’d like me to help you with before I go? An evening routine or something.”

He smiled with one corner of his mouth, shook his head and let it roll back onto the backrest of the couch.

“What’s so funny?” she asked.

He lifted his head and stared at her, still smiling. “What do you think, Chelsie?” he asked, tipping his head to one side.

She was a little taken aback by the sarcastic-sounding reply. She frowned. “I’m not sure what you mean?”

He lifted his bandaged hands. “I’ve burned my hands. I can’t do anything for myself. My last two nurses were old and cranky. My parents have gone away on vacation and the new nurse they’ve hired is smoking hot.”

She drew in a quick breath.

“And after hanging out and having pizza with her it’s time for bed. I know I said I didn’t want you to be uncomfortable. But this is the only way I know of dealing with this situation. Laughing at it.”

She waited a moment. “What situation?” she asked.

He widened his eyes. “The situation where I feel like I’m at the beginning of a porn movie that’s not going to get shot. I’m sorry,” he said, shaking his head again. “Can I…I don’t mean to offend you. You seem like a really, really sweet person which is part of the problem. But do you think we can maybe get in touch with the agency tomorrow and…oh God, I can’t ask you to do that.”

“No, no. I don’t want you to be uncomfortable,” she said. She knew what he was getting at. She felt the tension, too. Even though she was married and she loved Kevin, she felt the tension between her and Damien. She got up off the armchair, walked over to the couch and sat down next to him. “You’re worried you’re going to be embarrassed. Is that it?” she asked.

He let out an exasperated sigh. “Chelsie you seem really cool, so I’m going to level with you. I’m already embarrassed. I can hear when someone is deliberately washing dishes like an elephant in a china shop. I still had a massive boner when I woke up. I don’t want to make you embarrassed. Do you understand? I’m the one making you uncomfortable. You have a husband. What does he think of all of this? Doesn’t he care that you’re living with some dude for two weeks?”

She opened her mouth to answer but it seemed too complicated to explain.

“I don’t want to be a creep who’s always trying not to check you out and…oh god, this is so embarrassing,” he said, chuckling.

In a way she felt horrible for him. But it was her first job and even though she didn’t really need the money she wanted to know she could be professional. Even in the most difficult circumstances. She’d known there would be difficult situations when she’d signed up for nursing school. This was just that. A difficult situation that needed to be treated with patience and care. She was the care-giver here. She folded her hands in her lap and sat up straight. “Look, Damien, I really appreciate how honest you’re being about this. For the record I don’t think you’re a creep. And you’re not making me uncomfortable. Not in any way at all.” He looked over at her. The look they shared, which lasted slightly too long, burrowed into a very deep and somewhat frightening part of her psyche.

She didn’t think Damien was a creep. Quite the opposite. The challenge here was going to be not acting on the feelings churning inside her about how hot she thought he was.

“If you really want to call the agency tomorrow I can arrange that. That’s your right as a patient. But I’m just going to say this. I’m a professional. I’m here to help you. I can do my job if you don’t mind that it’s me doing it. If you send me away I’ll be okay, too. So whatever you decide will be fine,” she said, nodding.

He let out a sigh as he turned his head up to look at the ceiling and let his hands fall to his sides. He stayed like that for a long time and she watched him as he thought. Finally he closed his eyes, lifted his head, and nodded. “Okay. You know what? I’m glad you said that. We’re both adults, right?”

“We’re both adults,” she replied.

“Alright. If you promise to tell me if I’m doing anything that’s freaking you out I can deal with this.”

“You’re not going to do anything that’s going to freak me out. I can tell that already. You’re a really sweet guy. You’re sweet for being so considerate. Now come on. We can do this. What do you need to do before you go to bed?”

He glanced sideways at her. “So does your husband know you’re doing this? I am not into creating any bad vibes in anyone’s relationship.”

She looked off to the side.

“So he doesn’t. Gotcha. Do you want to maybe clear this with him first? Make sure he’s okay with it?”

She sighed and nodded. “You’re right. I probably should.”

He hoisted himself up off the couch. “Just help me brush my teeth then.”

She walked up the stairs after him and into the bathroom. He showed her which toothbrush was his and she squeezed some paste onto it.

He chuckled, shook his head and opened his mouth. “Humiliating,” he muttered.

“Damien!” she gasped.

“I’m joking! I’m joking! Look, you gotta’ know, I use humour a lot to deal with a lot of stuff. I’ll try to be serious but you’re going to have to cut me some slack.”

She smiled at him. “Okay. I’ll try. Now open up.”

He opened his mouth.

She put the toothbrush in and started scrubbing. Back over his molars and, when he clenched his teeth and grinned, in tight circles over his front teeth. When she was finished she filled a cup with water and brought it to his lips. He sipped, swished and spat it into the sink, then wiped his mouth with the back of his sleeve.

She followed him to his bedroom.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Don’t you need help getting undressed?”

He drew in a shallow breath and stared at her for a moment. “Talk to your husband. I can handle sleeping in my clothes one night.”

She was about to argue but then realized what a sweetie he was being. “You’re very kind. Thank-you,” she said.

“You have a good night,” he said.

She backed up out of the door and pulled it shut. After going downstairs and turning out the lights she came back up and walked into her room. After closing the door she picked up her phone. A tiny tendril of anger wrapped around her stomach. No message whatsoever from Kevin. Did he care at all how her first day of her first job had gone? She let the feeling move through her then tapped out a message.

You need to call me because we need to talk.

Chapter Four

“What do you mean it’s different than you thought?”

She rubbed her eyes and pulled the phone away from her ear to check the time. One-thirty in the morning. Why had she picked up? Why had she left the ringer on? She pressed the phone back up to her ear. “It’s just a different situation. What are you doing home so late? Are you home?”

“I’m home. I went out with a couple of the guys from the office. One beer turned into three. We kind of got going. I’m home now. Hey how was your day? How’d the nursing go?”

It was probably just the late hour but why did he sound like he was mocking her? “Look here’s the situation. It’s not someone’s parent I’m taking care of.”

“It’s not? Who is it?”

“It’s…it’s a young guy. I can’t tell you more because of confidentiality.”

“A young guy? What the…what the hell, Chelsie?”

She gritted her teeth and resisted the urge to throw the phone across the room. She knew her feelings were clouded from being woken up and she didn’t want to overreact. “Actually he made me call you before I could do any nursing, Kevin,” she snapped.

“He did? Why?”

She let out a loud sigh. “Because both his hands are bandaged and some of the situations that’s going to create might be a little awkward. When he found out I was married he didn’t want that to be a problem.”

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. “Oh,” Kevin finally muttered. “Well…what’s his name?” he asked, sounding a little cagey.

“I can’t give you details. He’s a patient, like I said.”

“Oh. Right. Right.” Another silence followed. “So why did you need to talk to me?”

She counted to three. Was he normally this obtuse? “Some of the situations might get intimate. He wanted to make sure you were going to be okay with that. He didn’t want it affecting our relationship.”

“Oh. Intimate like…”

“I’m here for two weeks, Kevin. He can’t use his hands. I’m going to have to help him shower and put on clothes. Stuff like that,” she explained.

“Oh. Okay.” He was silent for half a minute or so. “Well, tell him I say thanks. For asking you to check in. And…thanks. For checking in. I’m sorry if I sound distracted. This deals almost closed. I think I’m going to need some time off. Let’s go somewhere together?”

“Kev I’m asking if you’re going to be okay with this.”

“Yeah. No, sure. You’re there, like, as a professional right?”

“Yes.”

“So of course. I trust you. And he seems like a good guy if he’d ask you to do that. To call me.”

“Okay. Thank-you,” she said.

“Hey I miss you,” he said.

She frowned. Now he was saying that? “I…I miss you too,” she replied.

“I’m sorry I called so late. What, uh, what did you guys do then? Like, today?”

She pondered the question for a moment. Surely it wouldn’t be unethical to tell him how her day went? “We just ordered pizza and watched TV. It’s a really low-stress gig, actually.”

“Oh. Okay. Cool. Well that’s great for you. Do I…can we, like, see each other later this week or something?” he asked.

“Hmm. I don’t know. Let me see how tomorrow goes and then we can talk about it. I should get back to sleep though. I want to get up early in case he’s an early riser.”

“Yeah, yeah. For sure. So have a good sleep. Sorry I woke you. And, like, you know, call me tomorrow or something.”

She yawned and shook her head. Why was he being such a weirdo all of a sudden. “Sure. If I have time I’ll call you.”

“Okay. Well, I love you.”

“I love you too, Kev,” she replied. The line clicked and he was gone. She pulled the phone away from her ear and stared at the picture of Kevin she had in her contacts. It was him on the beach, lying on the sand and grinning up at her. Nothing but swim shorts on and sunglasses. He looked very handsome. That intersected in a weird way with her current predicament. She let out a groan, not wanting to parse whatever was going on in her mind. Setting the phone down on the nightstand she threw the covers over her head and started counting sheep.

***

When she woke up she saw the first rays of light coming in around the edges of the curtains. She picked up her phone to check the time. There was a message in her texts so she checked that.

Morning babe. Love ya! Hope you have a great day! Give me a call when you get a chance?

It warmed her that Kevin had been thinking about her. She flopped back down onto her pillow and couldn’t help but wonder why. The last three days they’d barely talked. He was so obsessed with his deal right now. Had their middle of the night conversation changed something? He hadn’t sounded upset and tone of the text seemed normal. Actually, no. It was abnormal. Abnormally cheerful and abnormally enthusiastic about her calling him. She sighed and decided she was probably making more of it than was there.

She dressed in her scrubs and headed down to the kitchen. Flipping the light on, she found the coffee maker and the grounds. She wasn’t sure if Damien drank coffee but she sure as heck needed a cup. Once she had the coffee going she opened the fridge to check out what they had.

Diana had obviously stocked it up before they left for their vacation. There were two dozen eggs. A gallon of milk and a bunch of different cheeses. The vegetable crisper was packed full of greenery. There was a full carton of orange juice and some sandwich meats. Opening the freezer she found burgers and steaks and sausages inside.

As she closed the freezer she turned towards the kitchen door to see Damien standing in it. He was wearing only his underwear and the shirt from the night before. He had his pants draped over one arm and was leaning against the door frame. “Good morning!” she said.

“Morning,” he replied, flashing his cute half-smile. “Did you get any sleep? I thought I heard you up in the middle of the night.”

“I slept like a log,” she said. “Sorry if I woke you. Kevin, er, my husband, called me in the middle of the night.”

Damien raised an eyebrow. “He cool?” he asked.

She gave a firm nod. “He’s totally cool. Everything totally fine. We gonna do this?” she asked.

“Let’s do this,” he said. “Help me with my pants? I managed to get them off last night but no joy getting them back on this morning.”

She marched over to where he was standing. “Did you want…a shower first or something?” she asked. “I don’t mean to make it awkward right off the bat.”

Damien smiled. “Let me have a coffee first and wake up?” he asked.

“Totally sounds like a great plan.”

He held out the arm holding his pants.

She grabbed them and knelt down in front of him. She kept her eyes on his feet as he raised them and put them into the legs of the pants. But as she pulled them up his legs she couldn’t help but linger on the outline of the large protuberance in his underwear. It was half-erect, probably the vestige of a morning wood. She pulled the elastic of the sweat pants up.

As her hand moved over it she felt it tremble. An urge gripped her that was nearly too powerful to resist. To reach out and touch the cock. To test it’s hardness. To let her fingers graze against the erectile tissue, bring it to life and gawk again at it’s phallic power. It moved through her, hot and potent, but passed when the cock disappeared inside his pants. “There,” she said quietly.

“Thanks,” Damien whispered.

She clapped her hands together and spun around to march to the coffee maker. She knew she wasn’t imagining feeling the heat of his gaze on her ass. It made her blush and smile. “So how are we going to do this?” she asked. “Same as yesterday?” She opened the cupboard and took out two mugs. They’d had sodas with their pizza and she’d just raised his glass to his mouth every time he’d wanted a drink.

“Actually my mom got me something to help with that. It’s kind of dorky and I was kind of embarrassed to tell you about it yesterday,” he said, walking up to stand next to her. He nodded at the cupboard next to the one she had open.

She opened that and immediately started laughing.

“Yeah, yeah, get it all out,” he said.

“Damien this is adorable. It’s so cute that your mom did this,” she said, pulling down the baseball cap with a bottle and straw attached to the side.

“It’s pretty funny,” he admitted.

She filled the plastic bottle halfway up with coffee and screwed on the lid with the straw then tucked it into the holster in the cap. Lifting it up she seated the cap on his head and pushed the straw into his mouth.

He took a sip of coffee and grinned. “That’s more like it!”

She threw her head back and laughed. Picking up her mug she filled it with coffee and walked over to the table with him. They sat down. “Did you have a good sleep?” she asked.

“It was pretty good. It’s kind of hard to sleep with my hands bandaged up, believe it or not.”

“Oh geez. I’m sorry to hear that,” she said. “Can I help with anything?”

“No. But thank-you,” he replied, smiling. “And I have to say this. I am so embarrassed about having to be fed. And washed and, well, everything else. But I am so grateful you’re here and you’re being so cool about this.”

“We’re going to get through it. We’re in this together,” she said.

“Right,” he said, nodding.

They sipped their coffee for fifteen minutes and chatted. Damien seemed more relaxed than he had been the previous evening, which was nice. Chelsie certainly felt more relaxed. She told him a little bit about Kevin and his real estate success. She talked about nursing school and about wanting to help, to contribute in some small way. As they finished their coffee she pushed her cup away and leaned back in her chair. “So. Do you want to tackle that shower now?” she asked.

He looked across the table at her.

Her chest tightened at the intensity of his stare. It inspired a certain intensity in her insides, too. As much as she was intent on being the professional in this situation she couldn’t ignore the curiosity throbbing inside her. Damien seemed like such a great guy. And that cock. My god. She forced herself to keep smiling at him as he gazed at her.

“No. But yeah. We should,” he finally said.

Chapter Five

The main bathroom was mercifully large. As large as their bedroom at home. It had a full two person shower on one side and a tub on the other. The toilet was in a separate enclosure with a door. Damien stood at the centre of it in bare feet and his sweats and t-shirt. “So, uh, are we doing this?” he asked.

It startled her and made her realize she’d just been standing there staring at him. “Yes. Of course. Sorry. I got a little turned around. Normally I’m supposed to give patients privacy to remove their clothes. Obviously that’s not the case here so, yeah. You know what? Let me just grab something.” She dashed out and into her bedroom. Rummaging through her backpack she found the box of blue latex gloves she’d brought. She slipped one onto each of her hands and returned to the bathroom.

Damien looked at them and nodded.

“Okay. Here we go,” she said. Kneeling in front of him she pulled his pants down his legs. After he’d stepped out of them she stood up and walked around him to face his back. She figured that would ease both of their embarrassment rather than having his huge cock flop out of his underwear right in front of her face. She hooked her thumbs into the elastic of his underwear and pulled them down his legs.

Her lips parted and she drew in a quick breath. Between his legs she could see the outline of his two heavy testicles. They were large. Bigger than Kevin’s and the skin was tougher and more wrinkled. The fact that she couldn’t see his cock behind them meant that he already had at least a partial erection.

Her eyes darted to the mirror. She bit down on the corner of her lower lip. She saw the cock. It was as thick and long as she’d imagined it the night before. She stood up and tried to avert her gaze but kept glancing at it out of the corner of her eye. “Arms up?” she said.

Damien put his arms up.

She grabbed his t-shirt and pulled it up over his head. Her eyes widened at the cords of sinewy muscle in his back. The guy was fucking ripped. Shredded. There were no other words to describe it. Her pulse quickened as she thought of running her hands along the muscles on his back. She threw the t-shirt over the pants and underwear. “I’ll just get this shower started,” she said.

“Yeah, so, sorry, I should have told you this. I think I’m still a little sleepy. They’d usually tape plastic bags over the bandages. Just to make sure no water got in. There’s some under the sink there. And tape, too.”

“Right. Perfect,” she said. She walked over to the vanity and bent down to open the cupboard.

“Hey,” Damien said.

Chelsie glanced at the mirror.

Damien was facing her, his cock bobbing up and down.

She snapped her eyes away and turned her head towards the cupboard. But she’d seen enough to feel a wave of heat wash through her. “Everything okay?” she asked.

“Yeah. I was just going to say they’re right there. To your right.”

She swallowed and her eyes scanned under the sink. Grabbing two plastic bags and the roll of medical tape she stood up and turned around. The easiest way to do this was stand directly in front of Damien. She steeled herself even as her knees went wobbly. Tucking one plastic bag into the elastic of her pants she put the other one on over his bandage. She grabbed the medical tape and ran a line around his wrist until the bag was firmly attached.

As she was reaching for the other bag she dropped the tape on the floor. She bent over, her face passing just inches from the enormous, beautiful, and now fully erect penis. Even as her mind was screaming at her to stop staring she couldn’t help herself. She let her eyes run along the hardened erectile tissue. It was so hard the skin surrounding the shaft was taut with not a wrinkle in sight.

The way it swept up in a gentle arc, ending in a circumcised head pointed proudly at her seemed to implore her body to open for it. The thought sent a wave of dizziness through her mind. She blinked and tried desperately to tear her eyes away. Now she felt the first inkling of moisture between her legs. It brought the realization that her body, as a reaction to seeing such a fine organ of injection, was readying itself to accept it. Her vaginal walls were lubricating to ease its entry into her person. To feel it’s divine girth stretch her and to eventually know the soggy warmth of its seed deposit.

“Is everything alright?”

His low voice startled her. She shook her head against the dizziness. Blinked her eyes and swallowed the saliva that had pooled in her mouth. She stood up straight, forcing another grin and pulling the plastic bag over his bandaged hand. She repeated the motion of taping it around his wrist. “I’ll get the shower now,” she said, her voice a breathy whisper.

As she leaned in and turned on the taps her entire body throbbed with need. A deep guilt came with it. She loved Kevin. She always had and she always would. She was his wife. Till death do us part. She’d said that to him. And none of what was happening to her had anything to do with him. Sure he’d been distracted lately. But he was a better husband than she had ever dreamed of having. She would never do anything to jeopardize that.

But that was the trouble. None of what she was going through felt like it would jeopardize anything with Kevin. She didn’t want less Kevin. She just wanted…to know what Damien’s cock would feel like.

“You sure you’re okay? You seem kind of dizzy. Is this freaking you out? We can stop if it is,” he said.

She turned around. The water was running now, nice and hot. She flashed a smile at him. “Do you want to maybe have a little soak before we get you lathered up?” she squeaked. She nearly smacked her forehead when she realized what she’d said.

“Uh, sure. If you’re sure you’re alright?”

“Totally fine!” she replied, sounding mildly hysterical. “Just need a bit of air.” As Kevin eased himself into the shower, putting his hands high up on the wall to not get them wet, she marched out the door and into the hall. She leaned back against the wall, tipped her head back and closed her eyes. “Stop acting like a crazy person,” she hissed to herself.

After taking a few minutes to steady her breathing and collect herself she returned to the bathroom and closed the door behind her.

Damien was standing up in the shower, his back to her.

She couldn’t help but admire the ripples of muscle on his back. His biceps were flexed as his hands were still pressed up against the wall. It made his triceps bulge out. Her eyes wandered down his spine, marvelling at how the muscle wrapped over his ribs and then fanned out as it covered the muscles over his hips and buttocks. He looked like a Greek God.

“Is everything okay?” he asked, turning his head towards her.

“Yup! Everything’s fine. Just had to catch my breath. How’s the water?” she asked.

“It’s perfect,” he replied.

“Great!”

“There’s a sponge and some soap just over there,” he said, nodding to a little stool next to the shower entrance.

She grabbed the sponge and the bar of soap. Of course it had to be a bar of soap. Why hadn’t Diana thought about this? Why hadn’t she thought that maybe her son was going to be a little embarrassed getting lathered up with a bar of soap by the hot nurse that had come to take care of him. Steeling herself, she reached into the shower and rubbed the bar along the small of his back.

His muscles tensed at her touch. His shoulders flexed and she saw a tremble run down his arms.

The tension was palpable. She wasn’t sure if it was just the sexual tension she was feeling. But the way he’d reacted when she’d touched him it seemed like he might have been feeling it, too. It made her stomach jump. Her hand slid the sponge over his skin and, after lathering it, she lifted her other hand and did the same thing on his other side.

“I think I might need to step in with you, actually,” she said quietly. “Just to get your whole body.”

“I can turn around if you want,” he muttered.

“It’s okay,” she replied. “I don’t think I’ll get too wet.” She closed her eyes and let the wave of embarrassment crash over her. Was there anything she could say that wouldn’t sound like innuendo? She kicked her shoes off and stepped into the shower, the water sluicing over her scrubs and soaking her feet.

Damien was standing stock still. She wondered if any of this was affecting him at all? Even a fraction of the way it was affecting her? When she caught a glimpse of his cock throbbing she figured it probably was. He must be so freaking horny. This has to be so hard for him.

She took the sponge and rubbed it along his back. As she reached the top of his buttocks she slid her fingers underneath them and ran the sponge along his crack. “Is it…is it okay if I do your front now?” she asked quietly.

“Yup,” he grunted, sounding like he was clenching his teeth.

She reached around his side and washed the sponge over his stomach and sides. Then, knowing it had to be done, she lifted the sponge and reached her arm around him. She ran it down over his abs and finally, with the gentlest of touches, down the length of his erection.

He let out a guttural grunt.

She pulled her hand away quickly. “I’m sorry. Is that…is everything okay?” she asked, worried that she’d hurt him.

“Um. Yes and no?” he said. “I’m sorry. I’m trying to be funny. Just go ahead and finish up. I’m fine.”

She reached around him again. Another wave of guilt swept through her. Because his penis was probably perfectly clean already and her intentions weren’t exactly honourable. The truth was she wanted another chance to be close to that thing. To that glorious, marvellous turgid organ that she would probably never be able to stop thinking about for the rest of her life.

She pressed the sponge along his pelvis, then down his inner thigh. When she reached the bottom of his sac she paused. Was that too intimate? Probably. She didn’t care. She took a deep breath and gently ran the sponge over his testicles.

A shudder went through his body and his cock throbbed.

“I’m just going to do this one more time,” she said, her voice a whisper. As the sponge touched the root of his cock, the muscles in her hand relaxed. It fell down, hit the top of his foot, then rolled off to the side.

Her fingers were just an inch from his cock now. She could feel a fierce heat emanating from it. Her body felt like it was on fire. It took every last ounce of will she had not to tear her clothes off, spin him around and present herself. He was an impeccable specimen of masculinity and her reptile mind was shrieking at her to submit to his desire. “Sorry about that,” she whispered. Stepping further into the shower she grabbed the sponge. She quickly swiped the underside of his shaft then pulled her hand away before temptation took her over the edge.

She reached up and turned the taps off then took two steps backwards and out of the shower. She drew in a deep breath and held it then let it out in a slow sigh to calm her heart down.

“Would you, uh, give me a minute?” Damien said. “I just need to cool off a bit.”

“Of course,” she said, before shuffling out of the bathroom.

Chapter Six

She sat on the edge of her bed feeling like a total and utter failure. She’d known that morning when she woke up that the day wasn’t going to be easy. She’d had no idea it was going to be so hard. So, so hard. No matter how she tried she couldn’t get the image of Damien’s cock out of her head. She kept remembering the way it felt beside her hand. How hot it was. How rigid. Even though she hadn’t touched it with her gloved hand she could have sworn she’d felt it’s hardness.

How was she going to do this? How was she going to get through two weeks of this? Half of her wanted to walk back into the bathroom and tell Damien that, actually, it was she who wasn’t going to be able to handle herself because he was so fucking hot. So fucking hot! She knew she’d feel horrible, though. And who knew what the nurse the agency sent to replace her would be like?

She shook herself and gave herself a quiet lecture about pulling her shit together.

“Hey Chelsie?”

His deep voice saying her name made her look up. He was peeking around the door frame. “Do you think you could help me get dressed?” he asked, before disappearing.

“Of course. Of course! That’s what I’m here for!” she replied. Standing up, she marched over to the bathroom. He was sitting on the toilet. Somehow he’d managed to drape a towel over his lap. He smiled when he saw her and she nearly melted. He was so fucking adorable. “What would you like me to get?”

“Sweat pants and a t-shirt, please,” he said.

“I’ll be right back.” She dashed into his room and opened his closet. Finding what he needed she returned to the bathroom. “Here we go. Let’s get your underwear on first. She knelt in front of him and slipped her fingers into the waistband of his briefs. Pulling them up over his thighs she realized she’d need to stand him up. “Can you get up for me?” she asked, shuffling backwards.

As he stood the towel fell off of his lap. His cock was still mercilessly erect. It glistened from the shower.

Turning her head to the side she pulled his underwear up and snapped the elastic against his hips. She let out a sigh of relief that that was done. She grabbed the fresh set of sweatpants and let him step into them then pulled those up, too. Grabbing his shirt she stood up. “I think you’re going to have to bend over for me to get this on.”

As he bent at the waist she watched the way his muscles flexed and twisted. It sent a tremor through her. She quickly got the shirt on over his hands, then his head, then pulled it down his body. When he as fully clothed again a sense of relief washed over her.

He stood up and smiled. He rubbed his forehead with one of his bagged hands.

“Let me get that for you,” she said. She stepped up closer towards him and started undoing the tape around his wrist.

“I don’t know if I can do two weeks of that,” he said quietly.

She flashed a nervous smile but didn’t look up into his eyes. “What are you talking about? Was there something I could do differently for you?” When he didn’t reply she glanced up and met his gaze.

“Yeah. There is, actually,” he said quietly.

She felt her face turn a deep shade of red. “I know this must be really hard for you,” she began.

“Chelsie.”

She looked up at him again.

“You’re so fucking hot. I feel like my balls are going to pop off right now. I’m sorry to make it awkward but I really feel like this is a serious health concern.”

An unexpected laugh bubbled up at her and she covered her mouth. “I’m sorry. I thought you were trying to be funny.”

“I mean, I am. But I’m not. Do you know how hard it was for me to stand there while you did that? When all I wanted to do was pick you up, throw you onto my bed and fuck your brains out?”

She gasped.

“I’m sorry. I just. I don’t know how I’m going to make this work for two more weeks,” he said.

She swallowed the lump in her throat. “I know what you mean,” she whispered.

He stared at her for a few seconds. “You do?”

She nodded. “You’re so…you’re so freaking hot, Damien. I’ve never…never felt like this. I feel like a crazy person. It’s not like I’m unhappy with Kevin or anything. I love him. He’s my husband and I love him so much. But…” Her eyes drifted down to his crotch where his cock was still poking up against the fabric of his sweat pants.

Her pussy was soaked.

A long silence passed between them.

“We’ve got to figure out what we’re going to do about this,” Damien finally said.

“I need to change out of these wet clothes first,” she said quietly. Pulling the bags off of his bandages she tossed them in the garbage can and walked to the guest bedroom. She closed the door and leaned up against it, closing her eyes. Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. She walked over and picked it up. She frowned when she saw the picture of Kevin sitting on the beach. Was she really in a place where she could talk to him right now? She sank down onto the bed and hit the green answer icon. “Hey,” she said.

“Hey! I caught you. Awesome. How are you? Is everything okay? Is everything going okay over there?”

“Um, yeah. Yeah, it’s fine. It’s…oh Kevin it’s a little awkward.” The silence on the other end made her heart squeeze. Had she said the wrong thing? Was he mad? Had he been thinking about what they’d talked about? That she was living in a house with another guy? A guy who couldn’t jerk off? It disgusted her that she’d think that about him.

“Hey so I was thinking about something.”

“Yeah? What’s up?” she asked.

“Yeah. This is maybe going to sound weird or whatever but don’t take it the wrong way.”

“Okay,” she said, scowling.

“So this guy, this, I know you can’t tell me his name. You said he can’t use his hands?”

“They’re all bandaged up,” she replied. A worry worm wriggled through her tummy at where he was going with this.

“Yeah. Right. You said he’s a young guy?”

“Early twenties.”

“Yeah. Right.” Kevin was silent for a while.

“What am I going to take the wrong way, Kevin?” she asked.

“Hey, so, yeah I was just thinking. God…I was just remembering what it was like to be that age, you know?” he said.

“Yeah?”

“Just, like, all the raging freaking hormones and stuff like that. Sometimes it feels like you’re an animal and not a human guy.”

“Okay,” she asked, the furrow in her brow deepening. “And?”

“Well, just, he’s obviously a thoughtful guy if he made you call your husband about, you know, taking care of him and stuff.”

Her chest swelled slightly. Was he getting at what she thought he was getting at? Because that would put her in really dangerous territory. “So?”

“So, like, and I don’t even know if this is a medical thing that can be done but…man. If I was that age and I couldn’t, you know, I couldn’t relieve myself, or whatever. God. I’d have a really, really hard time with that.”

Her eyes widened in disbelief. “What are you saying to me, Kevin?” she whispered.

“I guess what I’m saying is…I wouldn’t take it super personally or anything. If you were to, like, help the guy out, or whatever. Like. No hard feelings. Is this creepy? Am I creeping you out?”

Her lips parted and she shook her head. “Can I just share something with you honestly?” she asked.

“Of course. Of course you can,” he replied.

“I was just thinking about that.”

“You were?”

She drew in a breath at the hope and excitement in his tone. Almost like he wanted something to happen? “I was. I wasn’t going to bring it up. But I was just thinking about it.”

“Of course you were. That’s why you’re going to make such a great nurse. You’re so thoughtful, Chelsie. Sometimes I feel like I don’t deserve you.”

“Don’t say that. I’m as lucky as you are.” She heard him smile through the phone and smiled back.

“You know what?”

“What?” she asked.

“It would honestly be kind of, almost, I don’t know, hot if you did something like that,” he said, chuckling.

Her eyes widened. She felt more wet seep out from between the folds of her sex.

“Hey. You there? Did I freak you out?” Kevin asked.

She shook her head even though he couldn’t see it. “You didn’t freak me out.”

“Cool. Well, look, I’ve got to go but I just wanted you to know I was thinking about you. I hope you have a good day. And I love you. Shoot me a text or something later okay?”

“I love you too,” she whispered. “I’ll text you later for sure.”

The line clicked and he was gone.

Chapter Seven

She found Damien sitting on the couch downstairs staring through the living room window. He turned and smiled at her as she walked up. She sat down next to him. “Are those all the clothes you brought?” he asked. “Scrubs?”

She nodded.

“You didn’t have to do that. They should have told you. Mom specifically told them to tell you you could just wear street clothes.”

“It’s alright,” she said. “These are really comfy. Actually more comfortable than street clothes, to be honest.”

Damien nodded. “So, uh, what are we going to do about this?” he asked. His erection had mostly gone down but the outline of his cock was still visible in his pants.

She turned to look straight at him. A thrill shot through her at what Kevin had said on the phone. Her eyes dropped to his bulging cock and she bit down gently on her lip. “Damien,” she said quietly.

“Yeah?”

“I want to help you.”

“Help me?” he asked, arching his brow.

“I want to help you get some relief,” she whispered.

His eyes bugged. “Are you freaking crazy? What are you talking about? You’re married, Chelsie. Also isn’t that against, like, twelve thousand different rules or something?”

She pondered whether to tell him about her phone call with Kevin or not. She decided against it. It would only complicate things. “Kevin and I have an arrangement. I’m not going to say more than that because it’s personal. I’ll just say that that part of it isn’t a problem.”

He opened his eyes even wider.

“As far as ethical concerns,” she said, then paused. She looked down at the floor, her mind contorting to come up with a suitable excuse to touch his cock. She looked up and into his eyes again. “Nurses have a duty of care. This is part of caring. You’re suffering, in a way. It’s within my grasp to relieve that suffering. One could argue that doing this for you would be the ethical choice.”

He stared at her for a few long moments, obviously shocked by what she’d said. “You think the nursing agency that sent you is going to see it that way?” he asked.

“I don’t think the nursing agency is going to know a thing about this,” she reassured him. She could tell he was into it. His eyes were moving side to side. His cock had already started to engorge again. He just needed an extra little nudge. “Damien we could set it up so that there’s nothing…intimate about it. It would be like any other medical procedure. Just stimulation until release and then we could move on with our day.” She spoke while staring at her lap, not wanting to intimidate him. “You can take some time to think about it if you like,” she added.

“Chelsie I think you know full well I don’t need any time to think about it. I just don’t want you getting in trouble or something. I’d feel horrible if something like that happened.”

She knew he would. He was so sweet. But nothing like that was going to happen. She kept trying to keep her mind on track. To remind herself that this was all about helping Damien and had nothing to do with ravenous cock hunger growling inside her. Deep down she knew the truth, though. She wanted to feel that cock. She wanted to hold it in her hands. To squeeze and feel how hard it was. She wanted to know so she could fantasize about it entering her in the middle of the night. “Nothing bad is going to happen,” she said, looking at him out of the corner of her eye. “Do you want this?” Asking the question sent another thrill racing through her. He wanted it so bad and she knew it. He wanted her. The way he was looking at her was making the back of her neck heat and her panties squish.

“I want it so bad,” he said.

She nodded. “Then go upstairs and lie down on your bed. I’ll be in in a moment.”

He sprang up off the couch and practically ran towards the stairs.

She waited until he’d disappeared before getting up herself. She walked up the stairs and to her room where she donned a pair of fresh latex gloves. Walking out into the hall she turned and walked into his room.

He was lying on the bed. He watched her as she walked up to it and sat down on the edge. The light in his eyes was wild and hungry.

“I’m going to take your penis out now, alright?” she asked. She felt a little guilty about playing up the whole naughty nurse thing but it was turning her on like crazy.

He gave a few feverish nods.

Hooking her fingers into the waistband of his sweats and underwear she pulled them down towards his thighs. His cock popped free and stood straight up. She stared at it. It seemed even bigger than it had been in the shower. The head was fully exposed, round and red and fat. The shaft was rock hard and taut.

“This is the best fucking thing that’s ever happened to me,” Damien whispered.

She let out a nervous laugh. “Let’s try to keep it clinical, Damien.”

He nodded but she could see the lust in his eyes. He wanted her so bad, too.

She reached out and wrapped a gloved hand around his shaft. She gasped at the way the erectile tissue hardened even more against her touch. She gripped it as firmly as she could. There was something deeply arousing about commanding such a prime male specimen by manipulating his cock. Her underwear were soaked.

“Can I, uh…can I ask you something?” he said.

“Sure,” she replied, her mind focused on the heat flowing into her palm from his giant dong.

“There’s some lube in the drawer of my nightstand. Would that…I hope that’s not out of line,” he muttered.

She sat up straight and stared down her nose at him. “Of course not. It’s an excellent idea,” she said. Reaching into the drawer she pulled out a large tube of lubricant. Popping the cap she squirted a mound of it onto her palm. She set the tube down on the bed and wrapped her hand around his cock again.

It was so thick there was an inch of space between her middle finger and thumb. She stroked it up and down in slow, smooth motions.

His toes curled and he groaned at her touch. The cock flexed and twitched in her hand as if it had a life of it’s own.

She stared at it, enraptured, watching the way it pulsed and the skin stretched with every throb. It was mesmerizing. She couldn’t help but think of how many other women had seen this cock. How many had held it in their hands. She wondered how many had had it inside them. The realization dawned on her of the threshold she’d just crossed.

She’d been convinced that touching it would relieve the deep ache pulsing in her own core. She now knew the opposite to be true. She didn’t know how she was going to justify it, or how she was going to convince Kevin or Damien of it. But she was going to feel that cock inside her tight pussy before the two weeks were up. Because if she didn’t it would haunt her the rest of her life. “How does it feel, Damien? Do you like this sort of stimulation? The way I’m doing it?”

“So freaking good,” he grunted, his hips twitching up and down on the bed.

She sat up a little straighter. What she was doing was wrong in every way. Damien was right. It was deeply unethical. But the power she felt over his body, fondling his cock and making him jerk and twitch on the bed, was intoxicating.

“I’m…I…I think I’m gonna’ come,” he groaned.

“That’s alright. Whenever you’re ready,” she cooed. She leaned closer towards him, her chest pressed up against the side of his thigh. She continued to stroke his cock up and down with long smooth strokes. She watched his face, admiring his masculine beauty, his brow furrowed and his eyes squeezed shut. His breath was coming in quick, short pants. She saw his body tense and then relax.

His eyes snapped open. “Oh, God,” he groaned.

Chelsie looked down.

A torrent of cum gushed out of his cock. It sprayed up and splashed against her scrubs. It kept coming, covering her hand and wrist.

She couldn’t believe the quantity of semen. She’d never seen so much come out of a man before. It was thick and viscous and a rich, creamy white. There was so much of it that her glove was quickly saturated and it started dripping off of her arm and onto the bed. The warm gooey mess on her wrist made her pussy squeeze inside her panties.

“Oh my God,” he groaned.

She glanced at him and saw him smiling.

“I haven’t come in almost a month,” he said, panting. “I’m sorry.”

She pulled her hand away, cupped the other underneath it and stood up. “I’ll be back in just a moment,” she said. Walking to the bathroom she grabbed a towel and sopped up the semen covering her glove and arm. Returning to the bedroom she cleaned off his cock and dabbed at the spots it had sprayed onto his shirt. She threw the towel into the hamper, pinched his waistband and pulled his underwear and pants up his legs. “All finished,” she said quietly.

He turned his head to look at her. “Thank-you so much. Are you…how are you doing?”

She smiled. “I’m fine,” she said, not wanting to burden him with the fact that her body was throbbing with lust and she desperately wanted to fuck him.

“Do you want me to, uh, return the favour, or whatever?” he asked.

Her pussy clenched and her tummy lurched. “Now that would be inappropriate,” she said.

He started chuckling and she laughed with him.

“Seriously though,” he said. “I’m so grateful for that.”

“It was my pl…I’m glad I could help you,” she said. “Why don’t we go downstairs and see about getting breakfast started?”

“Sounds perfect,” he replied.

Chapter Eight

That evening she made an early dinner for both of them, made sure Damien had everything he needed, then told me she was going to have an early night. As soon as she’d closed the door to the bedroom she threw herself on the bed and shoved her hand into her underwear. Her body shuddered as she touched her clit with the tip of her middle finger. It was wet, engorged, throbbing and hot. She rubbed a few circles around it and was about to close her eyes when her phone buzzed.

She pulled it out of her back pocket and saw the picture of Kevin on the beach. It reminded her she hadn’t texted him at all like she’d promised. She knew he was probably desperate to know how things were going after what they’d talked about. But she needed to come so bad. She’d been gripped by lust all day after masturbating Damien. She flicked the green answer icon. “Hey,” she said quietly.

“Hey baby,” Kevin said. “You were supposed to text me, remember? How are things going over there?”

She paused a moment, wondering whether she should just dive right in or not. “I did it, Kevin.”

Kevin was silent for a moment. “You did it?” he finally asked.

“I did it,” she confirmed.

“Okay. Okay. Wow. Chelsie. Oh wow.”

“Is everything alright?” she asked.

“It’s…yeah. I mean everything’s fine. It’s just…hearing you say that is doing the weirdest things to me.”

“Really?” she asked. “What kind of weird things?” She bit her lip and dipped her hand back into her pants.

“I think, I mean, no, I know…I’m getting kind of turned on, Chelsie,” he whispered.

“Me too, baby. Can you believe it? I’m touching myself right now.”

“Oh wow. My god. Wow.”

“Touch yourself for me, Kevin.” She heard him unzip, then some rustling. “Tell me,” she asked him.

“I’m touching my cock, Chelsie. Oh god I can’t believe it. Can you, like, tell me about it all? Like how it happened? Or is that against the rules?”

She rubbed herself a little faster. “You have to promise to keep it a secret, Kevin. It has to be our little secret, okay?” she teased.

“Oh my god I want you so bad right now. I’m so fucking horny for you,” he said.

“I made him lie on the bed. I put my gloves on.”

“Those latex gloves?” he groaned.

“The latex gloves. And then I masturbated him until he ejaculated,” she whispered.

“Oh god,” he groaned again. “Can you tell me…what his cock was like?”

She paused for a moment, savouring the erotic tension filling her body. “It was huge, Kevin. So big. I’ve never seen a cock that big. I mean…never. I couldn’t even wrap my hand all the way around it.”

“Was it hard?” he asked. She could hear him panting now.

“Oh my god yes. So, so hard. Like, harder than anything.”

“Oh Chelsie, god, I can’t even believe this is happening. Did he…did he come a lot?”

Her heart was beating fast and she felt an orgasm welling up from in between her legs. “It was so much. He came all over my hand and my arm. I had to towel it off it was so much.”

“Fuck,” Kevin grunted.

She knew the sound. She knew he was coming in that moment. Her finger flailed against her tender nub and an intense climax crashed through her body contracting her pelvic floor over and over. As it receded she saw stars and had to blink them away. She could hear Kevin’s heavy breathing on the other end of the line.

“Babe? You there?” he panted.

“I’m here,” she whispered

back.

“Fuck I just came. Fuck that was so hot, Chelsie.”

“It was so hot,” she agreed. “Why was that so hot?” She was having a hard time understanding it. She loved Kevin and she didn’t want to be a cheating slut. But apparently he’d loved it as much as she had. “You’re not mad or anything are you?” she asked.

“Babe. I just had an orgasm while you told me about jerking another guy off. No. I’m not mad,” he said, chuckling. “I’m not sure what I am but it’s not mad.”

She smiled. “So how was your day?” she asked, her voice low and quiet.

“Same old bullshit. You don’t need to hear about that. I miss you so much right now. Do you think we can see each other sometime?”

She smiled wider. If she’d known masturbating another guy would get Kevin this excited about her she’d have done it years ago. “We can arrange something. Maybe not until next week. Let me talk to Diana first and find out if that would be alright.”

“Of course. Whatever works for you, Chelsie.”

She closed her eyes and relaxed into the pillow, a sense of relief and happiness washing over her.

“Hey do you think you’re going to do it again? Like, help him out, I mean?” Kevin asked.

Her heart skipped a beat and her tummy fluttered. “I don’t know,” she replied, trying to sound casual. “Maybe. Why? Does that turn you on, Kevin?”

“Uh yeah. Totally.”

“Would you…do you want me to do it again?” she asked.

“Um, only if you want to. But, yeah, I’d like it if you did.”

“I guess I’d have to see if Damien’s into it…oh shit! I wasn’t supposed to tell you his name. Shit!” she hissed.

“Chelsie, Chelsie, relax! I’m not going to say anything to anyone. It’s just between you and me.”

“Yeah but it’s a whole privacy thing,” she explained.

“Look I forgot it already. It doesn’t matter. You’re not going to get into any kind of trouble.” He paused for a moment. “Can you tell me what he looks like?” he asked.

She furrowed her brow. “I don’t know if I should,” she said.

“Why? Because of the privacy thing?”

“Yeah. That,” she replied.

“Yeah, okay, I get that. I wouldn’t want you doing anything you’re not comfortable with. Hey listen you probably want to go to bed, huh?” he asked.

“I was going to call it an early night, yeah. This day really took it out of me,” she replied.

“Yeah that’s totally cool. I’ll let you go then. I really love you, Chelsie. Missing you a lot.”

He hung up before she could say ‘me too.’ She put the phone on her chest and lay in the bed, staring at the ceiling, smiling and thinking of when she’d get to see her husband again.

***

She ran into Damien early the next morning. He was just coming out of the bathroom and was fumbling trying to get his underwear all the way up. He blushed when he saw her. “Oh, hey. Sorry. I thought you’d still be sleeping,” he muttered.

“No, no. It’s okay. I was already up. You want some help there?” She glanced at his midriff and her eyes widened at the sight of another huge erection.

“Uh, sure,” he said, chuckling.

She stepped up and pulled his underwear higher up on his waist. Taking a step back she looked up into his eyes. “Can I ask you something? It’s kind of personal.”

He laughed again. “I’m pretty sure there’s not much you can ask me that’s going to be embarrassing at this point. Shoot.”

She smiled at him. “How in the heck do you pee with that thing all…puffed up like that?” she asked, scrunching up her nose and glancing at his cock.

He threw his head back and laughed. “It’s not easy, trust me. Sometimes I just go in the shower in the morning. If I don’t have these on, that is,” he said, holding up his bandaged hands.

She blushed at the sudden realization that she was standing in a near-stranger’s house asking him questions about his penis. She couldn’t stop staring at it either. It was kind of gross and gnarly but beautiful at the same time.

“Wow you really know how to make a guy blush,” he said.

“Huh? Oh. Gosh, I’m sorry,” she said, shaking her head. “That’s so unprofessional.”

“Yeah, it is. A little bit. But I don’t mind,” he said, his voice low. “That thing you did for me yesterday wasn’t just about me, was it?” he asked. “It wasn’t just about helping me out?”

Her temperature rose again at being called out. She could tell he knew, though. There was no sense trying to lie about it. She pinched her lips sideways and chewed the inside of her cheek. “No. It wasn’t.” He took a step closer and his proximity filled her with excitement. She could make out all the rippling muscles beneath his shirt and it made her wet between the legs.

“You get everything sorted out with your husband? Did you talk to him last night? He still cool?” he asked.

She nodded. “Everything’s fine,” she replied.

“That’s good,” he said. “You know if you feel like taking my cock out again I don’t mind.”

Her eyes fluttered up to his and something fluttered inside her chest. It was the first time he’d been in any way assertive with her and it really turned her on. “I don’t know if we should do that, Damien,” she said. “Maybe we should keep it clinical like we did yesterday. That way there won’t be any…feelings involved.”

“There’s already feelings involved, Chelsie. I’m not about to bust up your marriage about it but you seem to have a good handle on that. But I think you’re smoking hot and there’s really not much I can do about that.”

The ache had returned between her legs. She hadn’t wanted the day to go like this. She’d planned to relieve him again, this time maybe when she helped him shower, so they could get through the day without all the sexual tension getting in the way. The thought of climbing into his bed was making her swoon, though. “I don’t know,” she said, looking away.

“Yes you do,” he said. “I can see it in your eyes. I saw it in the way you were staring at my cock yesterday. You’re an open book, Chelsie. Sorry to tell you that because I can tell you’re trying hard to keep things professional. But it’s driving me crazy. It’s making me want to fuck you so bad.”

She let out a gasp and her jaw dropped.

“Don’t be like that. You want it as much as I do. I’m not trying to be arrogant but I can see it for what it is. Come on. Come into my room. What else do we have to do today? It’s not even seven o’clock. We can’t just sit around watching TV all day.”

“We could go out if you want,” she offered, trying to resist the undying urge to run her hands along his arms and stomach.

“I’m not going out looking like this. I’m staying in until I have my hands back. I’ll tell you what. I’m going to go into my room and leave the door open. If you feel like having a nice time you come in and join me. If not, no hard feelings.” Without another word he turned and disappeared inside his bedroom.

She stood there chewing on the inside of her mouth and going over all the reasons following him in would be wrong. Her body won out and after no more than half a minute. She walked up to the door and leaned on the frame.

His nightstand light was on and he was sitting on the edge of the bed with his elbows on his knees. His giant, fat cock was poking up between his legs, the alluring curve looking like it was beckoning her to get closer to it. He watched her as she walked across the room and came to stand in front of him.

She stared down at his cock, lust flooding through her whole body.

“You want to sit down?” he asked.

She shook her head. Bending over she put her hands on his knees and slowly sank to hers on the ground. She looked up at him to find him gazing into her eyes. His were filled with lusty hunger.

He stood up off the bed, towering over her. “Go on. Take it out,” he said.

She reached up and pulled the elastic of his underwear, pulling them slowly down his legs.

As she released it from the confines of his boxers his cock extended forward like a forearm, the head a clenched fist. Her lips parted as she slid his underwear down his legs and she kept her eyes on his beautiful phallus. Her hands drifted up his thighs and settled on either side of the hard appendage. “You have such a beautiful cock, Damien,” she whispered.

“Thanks,” he said.

Her pussy squeezed with need as her eyes wandered up and down the arcing curve of his prick. She slid both hands onto it, closed her eyes and marvelled at it’s hardness as she squeezed it. Hot fluid seeped from her core as she rubbed it slowly back and forth. She felt her nipples harden and poke up through the fabric of the old t-shirt she’d slept in.

Damien took a step back and sat back down on the bed.

She leaned forward, her chest pressed against his thighs. His cock was right in front of her face. She kissed the top of the head, feeling it throb under her touch. Looking up at him she saw him smile. She stuck her tongue out and touched the tip of it to the slit on his cock head.

His dick throbbed and a small spurt of pre-cum oozed out.

She shuddered as she tasted the salty brine. “This is so wrong,” she said, gazing into his eyes.

“So wrong,” he said, shaking his head.

She opened her mouth and sank down onto the top few inches of his cock, her tongue running circles around the bulbous head. She sucked him into her mouth, savouring the warm, silky texture. She squeezed his shaft harder, rubbing him up and down. She was desperate to feel him erupt and spray his creamy seed all over her tongue. She didn’t like getting it in her mouth but something about his cock was different. It made her hungry for his cum. She looked up to see him staring at her.

She thought of Kevin. What would he think if he saw her right now? He’d probably have the same look of lust on his face.

“Do you want to feel it inside you?” Damien asked.

Her pussy clenched at the words. “No,” she said quietly, then slid her lips further down his shaft, sucking more of him inside.

“You sure?” he asked.

“We can’t do that,” she told him.

“We’re going to,” he said.

She closed her eyes and filled her mouth with his cock. It felt so good swollen and hard against her tongue. She ran her tongue slowly up and down the underside of the shaft, caressing it. She pulled her mouth up and the head slipped past her lips with a wet pop. She stared at the way her saliva glistened on his shaft in the dim, yellow light. “Are you close?” she asked.

He gave that cute half-smile. “I could be. But after what you did yesterday, I’m pretty good to last a while. It’s up to you.”

She bit her lip. “Do you mind if I just keep sucking it for a while?” she asked.

He let out a quiet laugh. “Um, no. I don’t mind.”

She closed her eyes and slipped her lips over the head of his cock again. She took him slowly into her mouth. When she felt the head touch the back of her throat she stopped, willing away her gag reflex. She’d never be able to get the whole cock in. But she wanted to feel as much of it stretching her throat as she could manage. She swallowed, the muscles contracting and massaging the tip of his cock.

Damien groaned and his hips bucked upwards.

She pulled back and sucked the head in again. She could feel her saliva starting to drip down his shaft. It made it easier to slide her hand up and down, squeezing his shaft. She did it a few more times, her mouth filling with a mix of her own saliva and his pre-cum. She thought of Kevin again. Thought of doing this with him watching and it made her pussy heat. She had no idea why sucking another guy’s cock for her husband would turn her on, but she didn’t really care about the reasons. It was so erotic just thinking about there seemed to be no more room in her mind for much else.

Wrapping both hands around the cock she moved her mouth up and down on it. Each bow towards his lap, each time he touched the back of her throat, felt like a spiritual genuflection. A sacred worship of this formidable totem that she never wanted to be over.

She wanted him inside her now more than ever. The thought of his long, thick, meaty cock spreading her tight pussy lips apart, stuffing her, pounding into her, was making her heart race and her nipples throb. She sucked him hard, her saliva flowing down the sides of his shaft, lubricating her hands as they rubbed him. She couldn’t wait to taste his semen but she didn’t want this to be over. Not just yet. She pulled her mouth off when she felt him twitch against her tongue.

“Fuck that feels amazing, Chelsie,” he whispered. “You’re so good at that. I never had a blowjob like that before.”

She couldn’t bring herself to tell him she’d never given a blowjob like that before. She swore to herself she’d give Kevin the same treatment the next time they were alone.

“You good? Everything okay?” Damien asked.

She nodded, eyes still on the cock.

“You don’t have to keep going if you don’t want to. You know that right?” he said.

She bit the inside of her lip. “I want to have sex with you so bad,” she whimpered.

“Me too, Chelsie. Me too,” he said.

“I have to talk to Kevin first,” she whispered.

“Alright. That’s cool. That’s okay,” he said. “You want to come up on the bed with me?” he asked.

She thought about it for a few moments. The urge to do just that was crushing. She shook her head. “I can’t. Not yet. I need to talk to him first,” she said.

He nodded. “You two have something really special going on, huh?” he asked.

She nodded and her heart squeezed. She felt her throat tighten and tears sting the corners of her eyes. She and Kevin really did have something special going. It made what she was doing feel so wrong and so right at the same time. She put her mouth back on his cock and closed her eyes to try and push the contradictions far away.

She purred at the way he stretched her mouth. A few beads of salty pre-cum had gathered at the tip of his cock again. Her pussy soaked at the fact that he was leaking with excitement for her. She went low, almost until he was touching the back of her throat, and sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing.

Damien groaned above her. He raised his hand and let it fall on the back of her head. He applied only the most gentle pressure but it was enough to invigorate her lust.

She groaned and nodded a few times, urging him take charge.

He seemed to get the picture. He pressed his hand harder against the back of her head. Guiding her motions up and down, adjusting to a rhythm and depth that pleased him most. His cock began to throb inside her mouth.

She kept her tongue moving and her mouth sucking. She glanced up and saw his brow was furrowed and his head was tilted back. It excited her to no end that he was going to come in her mouth. She couldn’t wait to taste it.

“Chelsie, Chelsie…fuck I’m gonna’ come,” he growled.

Her pussy clenched and the tension between her legs was unbearable. She looked up to see him staring down at her. The look in his eyes had changed again. It was more aggressive now, more dominant. She could tell how badly he wanted her and it made her want him even more. She squeaked with excitement, the sound waves reverberating down his cock.

Somehow he managed to get a hold of himself. He gave her a stern stare. “You like sucking that dick, don’t you?” he growled.

She sucked in a deep lungful of air through her nose. Hardly anyone had ever talked to her like that. Probably because if anyone else had she would have slapped them across the face. Damien was different. She wanted him to tell her what a dirty little slut she was. She was desperate to hear him call her a naughty slut.

“I’m gonna’ come, Chelsie. You want my load? Huh? Do you want me to fill that mouth with cum?” he grunted.

She let out a muffled squeal, her mouth filled with cock.

He pressed his hand against the back of her head and pulled her over his cock until her chin was nearly touching his balls.

She felt his organ flex and, a moment later, felt a creamy gush of his ejaculate splash against her uvula. As it flooded her mouth the taste spread along her tongue and filled her olfactory senses. She would have normally gagged. She hated getting in the mouth or swallowing. Damien’s was salty and musky but it had sweet undertones, too. She was surprised that it didn’t bother her, that she almost liked the taste.

Her pussy pulsed in time with his cock as he groaned and emptied himself into her oral cavity. She stayed on her knees, hands on either side of his thighs as she let him use her mouth for another release. She felt like such a dirty woman, such a slut. And she couldn’t wait to tell Kevin all about. The thought sent a tiny tremor racing from the base of her brain to the space between her legs.

Finally Damien released the pressure on the back of her head.

She glanced up at him.

He nodded. “Take it out. I want to see the mess in your mouth,” he said quietly.

She felt a deep sense of satisfaction at how he was slowly taking charge. How the balance of power was shifting from her being the giver of pleasure to Damien being the taker. She wanted him, yeah. More than that she wanted to be used by him. She wanted him to use her to fulfill his most depraved fantasies. She pulled her mouth of his cock, careful to keep a seal between her lips and his shaft. She closed her mouth as she pulled off his cock head. Tipping her head back she opened it for him.

He leaned forward and stared in. “Now swallow,” he ordered, staring into her eyes.

She obediently closed her mouth, swallowed the entire sticky deposit in one gulp.

“Show me,” he said.

She opened her mouth back up. Then, to feel even dirtier about what she’d done, she stuck out her tongue to show him what a slut she’d been for him.

Chapter Nine

Coffee was a little awkward but not for the reasons she would have expected. She felt no regret about what she’d done. She didn’t mind being in the same room with him, or looking him in the eye, either. The awkwardness came from the feeling sprouting between them. The excitement of a new bond, even if it was only sexual. She hadn’t felt that sort of fluttering in her tummy since she’d started dating Kevin. It felt dangerous and even more wrong than giving Damien a blowjob on her knees.

When they went upstairs to give him his shower Damien told her that the doctor had asked his bandages to be changed and his hands inspected that day.

She was more than happy to oblige. Maybe he’d be fully healed? Maybe he’d be able to start showering on his own? The realization was bittersweet. Because if Damien were to become self-sufficient, if he were to even partially able to use his hands, Chelsie wouldn’t be so necessary anymore.

She gently unwrapped the bandages from his left hand. As she pulled them off he raised his hand, stared at it a few times and made a fist. Her eyes widened. “Is it…is it alright?” she asked, disappointment hollowing her stomach.

“I think it’s pretty good, actually,” he said quietly. He didn’t seem nearly as thrilled as he should have been. But his hand looked almost perfectly healed, save for a few dry bits of skin here and there. “Maybe we should wrap it up but leave my fingers out so I can use them. Just as, like, a precautionary measure.”

She gave a few enthusiastic nods. “I think that’s a good idea.” She walked over to the vanity and pulled some fresh bandages from a drawer. Walking back over to the stool he was sitting on she knelt in front of him and carefully wrapped them around his wrist and hand. She did the same thing with his right hand. He tried to help her out a little but his attempts were clumsy and slow. When she was done she stepped back. “How does that feel?” she asked.

He raised his hands and made a few fists. He nodded. “Feels good. Thanks, Chelsie.”

The disappointment welled again. “So, um, I guess that’s it then,” she said.

He scowled. “I don’t know. I’ve got a doctor’s appointment in a couple of days. We should probably wait until we hear what he says before making any decisions on our own. Don’t you think? We’ve paid for two weeks of you,” he said.

An embarrassing heat flushed through her at what he’d said. It passed quickly,

replaced by the sudden urge to laugh at the way he’d phrased it.

Damien seemed to realize his gaffe almost immediately. His eyes went wide and he shook his head. “I meant…I didn’t mean…”

His protestations made her burst out in giggles. She looked up at him with sultry eyes, happy that he was looking for an excuse to keep her around, if only for a little while longer. “It’s okay,” she said quietly.

He smiled and looked off to the side. “So, uh, since we’re here, do you think you could help me with my shower again? I don’t really want to get these things wet since you just put them on.”

She let a slow smile form on her lips. “My pleasure,” she whispered. She stepped forward and pulled his pants and underwear down with one tug, this time unashamed at all. Her belly warmed when she saw the now familiar shape of his cock. It wasn’t erect yet but it was swelling. Standing up she grabbed his shirt. “You’re going to have to bend over again so I can get it off.”

He did. He bent at the waist and let her pull the shirt off. But when he stood up he didn’t turn and walk to the shower. Instead he grabbed her by the waist and pulled her into himself. His cock swelled between her legs.

“What are you doing?” she gasped.

“I want you to come in with me,” he whispered.

The request sent excitement fluttering through her. She thought of her naked body in the shower, his hands on her, the water streaming down her chest and over her hips. The thought made her so horny her pussy was sopping. She wanted nothing more than to do what he’d asked. There was a reason they called it a slippery slope, though. One little step into the shower was going to lead to a lot of steps in a different direction. She shook her head and pushed herself out of his grasp. “I can’t, Damien. I can’t,” she whispered.

He looked hurt. Disappointed. But he didn’t argue. “I’m sorry,” he said.

She shook her head again. “Don’t be sorry. It’s not that I don’t want to. It’s taking everything I have not to. But I need to talk to Kevin. I need to talk to him about all of this. Before we can go any further. I’ve already taken it too far.”

He sighed and his shoulders slumped. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I let it get the better of me. When you talk to him can you tell him…no. Never mind. This is between you and him.”

She sighed, relieved that he understood. “Let me help you,” she said.

“You know what? I think I’m going to have to do this myself for now. I don’t trust myself around you. I’m sorry.”

She bit her lip and nodded.

“Why don’t you take the morning to yourself. My hands are better. I’ll be able to manage. Go and take a nap. Or call your husband. Whatever you want.”

She nodded again. She backed out of the bathroom as Damien turned and stepped into the shower. Closing the door behind her she sighed and leaned against the wall. She listened to the sound of water splattering across the tile floor of the shower. She realized how warm with arousal her body was. Her sex was pulsing and wet. Damien’s hands were nearly completely healed. They didn’t have much time. She needed to talk to Kevin.

***

“Good morning Liberty Real Estate, Gail speaking how can I help you?”

“Gail? Hi it’s Chelsie. Kevin’s wife?”

“Chelsie!” Gail squeaked. “Chelsie how are you? I heard you got your nursing license! Is everything okay? Kevin’s not in right now.”

Chelsie’s heart sank. “Oh. I tried his cell and he’s not picking up. Things are fine. I’m just at my first job now.”

“I know,” Gail said. “Kevin’s been telling the whole office about it. He’s so proud of you, Chelsie, oh my god! He won’t stop talking about it!”

Chelsie’s cheeks flushed and an embarrassment welled through her. Was Kevin really proud of her? Or was he loopy from their lusty phone call the night before? “Do you happen to know where he might be?” she asked.

“I think he’s closing a big deal today, Chelsie. Lawyers and everything. I think they’re signing papers. He’s been so stressed about this. Are you sure everything’s alright? I could try and get through to the buyer for you. I think that’s where they’re closing.”

“No, no!” Chelsie said. “Everything’s fine. It’s just weird. We haven’t been away from each other very much. It feels strange not seeing him every day, you know?”

“Oh my god, stop! You enjoy your time, girl! I’d give two months salary to have two weeks off from my old man. Live a little. Have a great time. Seriously!”

Chelsie furrowed her brow. Gail, sweet as she was, was not being helpful. At least not for her current dilemma. She needed desperately to talk to Kevin before anything else happened with Damien. But she was scared to even be around Damien until she talked to Kevin in case she let herself slip. “Well, if you see him just tell him I tried getting a hold of him please?” she asked.

“Certainly. I’ll let him know the moment he steps into the office, Chelsie.”

Chelsie swiped the phone screen to end the call. She threw the phone down on the bed, got up and pressed her ear against the bedroom door. She couldn’t hear the water running in the bathroom any more. Easing the door open she peeked out. She heard the sounds of the TV on downstairs. Damien’s bedroom door was open and he was nowhere to be seen.

She grabbed her toiletry bag and a set of fresh clothes and scurried across the hall to the bathroom. Making sure to lock the door, she stripped and stepped into the shower. She took a long, steamy shower, going over in her mind how she was going to steer the conversation with Kevin. When she was finished she towelled off, got dressed and slipped across the hall back to her room.

She checked the time to find it was almost noon. She sighed and realized she couldn’t hide out in her bedroom forever. Damien’s parents had hired her to do a job. Was she really going to let a suddenly overactive libido get in the way of her professionalism? She realized how ridiculous she was being. She was acting like a lovesick teenager and not a thirty year old professional. Straightening out her outfit in the mirror and making sure she looked as plain as possible, she opened the door and marched downstairs.

Damien looked up at her from where he was sitting on the couch. He smiled and a familiar look formed on his expression. “You look amazing,” he said.

She blushed at the compliment and at how it warmed her. “Okay, mister,” she said. “We’re adults. We can do this. No funny business. I’m making you lunch. How does chicken Alfredo sound?”

He nodded. “That sounds great,” he said. Reaching out he turned off the TV with the remote and stood up to follow her into the kitchen.

They made a great cooking team. Chelsie called out for ingredients and utensils and Damien was her picker, plucking what she needed from the fridge the drawers and cupboards. Once she had everything neatly arranged on the counter she fired up a saucepan and started making the sauce for the pasta.

Damien leaned against the counter, a polite distance away, arms folded over his chest, watching her cook. “So what did you do before you went to nursing school?” he asked.

“I worked in retail,” she said, chopping up the chicken breast into bite-sized pieces.

“What made you decide to go to school?” he asked.

She sighed. “You know, all I really wanted was a family. But Kevin started climbing the career ladder at his real estate office and I felt like I was sort of spinning my wheels. I decided to give more schooling a shot, even though school was never really my thing,” she explained.

He stared at her for a few moments before replying. “You’re really good at it, you know?”

She tilted her head sideways towards him and smiled. “You might be a bit biased, but thanks,” she said.

“No, I don’t mean any of that stuff. That’s…separate from the rest of it. You’re just really kind and caring. I can tell you want to help. That’s not something everyone has, Chelsie. It’s special. You’re special.”

She warmed and smiled, staring into the saucepan as she stirred the Alfredo. A silence passed. “What about you?” she asked, trying to alleviate the tension that had begun building between them again.

He shrugged. “My parents were devastated when I didn’t go to college. They wanted a doctor or at least an engineer or a lawyer. They had the schools all picked out and the check written.”

She raised an eyebrow at him. “And you said no to that?” she asked.

He shook his head. “I didn’t say no right away. I tried for six months. Gotta’ try and make mommy and daddy happy, right? Well, turns out it’s not so easy. I just couldn’t hack it. I’m not good at memorizing and I just don’t care. I needed to be doing something with my hands. I needed to clear my head and stand on my own two feet to be able to figure out what I wanted, you know?”

She smiled and nodded. “I know. I know exactly what you mean,” she said. “Hey hand me the pasta? Water’s almost boiling.”

She served the pasta and they took their time eating and chatting some more. After lunch Damien said he was going to take a nap. Chelsie decided it would be a good time to go for a walk and get some air. She’d just stepped out onto the street when she felt her phone buzzing in her pocket.

Chapter Ten

“Where are you?” Kevin’s voice sounded urgent and breathless.

“I’m just in front of his house going out for a walk. Is everything okay?”

“Everything’s fine. But I saw you called and then Gail told me you called the office and I just wanted to make sure everything was alright,” he said.

“Everything’s great,” she said, strolling towards the small parkette across the street.

“Great how?” Kevin asked.

“I mean everything’s going smoothly,” she said, her body starting to heat at their coming conversation. She walked into the parkette and took a seat on a bench a few dozen feet away from the playground.

“Did anything else happen?” he asked, his tone even more urgent.

She sighed and looked around to see if anyone was within earshot. “I’ve got a lot to tell you, Kevin,” she whispered.

“Oh god I can’t wait. Do you have time now?” he asked.

“Do you really want to do this now? In the middle of the day?”

“Chelsie let me explain something to you. I barely slept last night. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you and what we talked about. I nearly blew the deal today I was so spaced out thinking about you.”

“Did you?” she asked, concern arching her brow.

“No. Thank god, no or I’d probably be out of a job. Nailed it. Nailed it to the freaking wall. We’re going on a nice long vacation once your gig is finished Chelsie. We’re going to get started on that thing we’ve been talking about.”

Her brow lifted and a smiled started to form on her mouth. “Really?” she asked, her voice airy.

“Really,” he said. “We’re going to take some time together. You and me. Get to know each other again. Figure each other out again.”

“I’d like that,” she said. She let the silence linger.

“What about him, Chelsie?” he asked quietly. “What happened? I’m dying to know over here.”

She drew in a breath and held it before letting it out in a soft sigh. “I was a bad girl this morning, Kevin,” she said.

“Oh god,” he groaned into the phone, sounding like he was clenching his teeth. “Oh god this is driving me crazy. I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Are you okay? Are you going to be mad at me?” she asked quietly, pouting a little.

“Baby, no! I love you. I just can’t believe how much it turns me on to hear about this stuff. I don’t know where this is all coming from but I can’t get a hold of myself. Please go on? Please tell me what happened?”

She smiled, a different kind of warmth filling her now. Kevin was so attentive, so possessive of her now. He wanted to hear about every second of her day. “Where are you?” she asked.

“I’m in the car on my lunch break. In the parking lot at the office. Why?”

“I was hoping we could…you know. Do what we did last night?”

She heard him groan again. “Oh Chelsie I can’t do that right now. There’s people walking past all the time. Can you just…can you give me a hint?”

A wicked thought gripped her. She grinned. “I really wanted to tell you in private, Kevin. How about we wait until tonight? Until we’re both alone. I think you might enjoy it more,” she said. She heard what sounded like him banging a fist against the steering wheel, and giggled.

“Chelsie you’re killing me!” he said, gritting his teeth and laughing. “At least just give me a hint? Please?” he begged.

She giggled into the phone. She bit down on the left corner of her bottom lip. “Okay just one hint,” she said. “Oh, shoot! There’s someone coming!” she teased.

“Chelsie!” he seethed.

“This time I didn’t just use my hands,” she whispered before hanging up on him.

***

Seven hours later she sat in the darkness of her and Kevin’s bedroom, hands in her lap, fidgeting with her fingers. When she’d returned to Damien’s house he’d been making himself a sandwich. It was clear that his hands were much further along towards being healed than anyone had hoped they would be. She sent Diana a reassuring message.

Diana had replied saying she should stay as long as Damien felt like he needed her there.

She’d told Damien that she’d talked to Kevin, too. She’d explained the arousal her and Kevin had shared when she’d told him about what she and Damien had done.

Damien had a hard time understanding at first but eventually came around. After some thought he’d told her to go and see her husband that evening and to only come back the next day if she wanted to and with his blessing.

She’d given him a thank-you kiss on the cheek, gotten into the car and driven home, parking around the corner so she could surprise Kevin.

Her heart fluttered when she heard Kevin walk in the front door. She heard him throw his keys on the table and sigh. There were a few moments of silence. She strained and leaned forward, trying to figure out what he was doing. Her heart jumped when her phone started buzzing in her back pocket. Reaching back she pulled it out and looked at the screen to see that it was Kevin calling her. She swiped the green icon to answer. “Hey,” she whispered.

“Hey,” he said quietly. She heard him climbing the stairs. “Are you alone now?” he asked.

She saw his hand sweep in through the door of the bedroom towards the light switch. She reached sideways and pulled the cord on the table lamp standing on the bedside table.

Kevin gasped.

She smiled. “Not exactly,” she whispered.

His phone slipped out of his hand and landed on the floor with a dull thud. His jaw dropped and his eyes widened and he staggered backwards, obviously shocked to see her.

“Hi there,” she said, hanging up the phone and setting it on the bed next to her.

“Chelsie,” he whispered. He walked forward, his socked feet shuffling along the carpet. “What are you doing here?” he asked.

“Damien gave me the night off,” she answered.

Kevin narrowed his eyes at her. “The night off from what?” he asked.

She smiled. “That’s why I’m here. I thought you might want to hear about it in person.” She tilted her head, puzzled, when he sank to his knees in front of her and took her hands in his. “What are you doing?” she asked.

He shook his head, a tress of his dark hair slipping down over his forehead. “I just can’t believe how much I’ve missed you. I can’t believe how I’ve been taking you for granted,” he said.

She shook her head back at him. “You haven’t been taking me for granted,” she said. “You’ve been busy.” But she couldn’t help but feel some relief. He hadn’t been taking her for granted. But she’d been feeling apart from him and now it felt like they were coming back together closer than ever. She liked that. “Hey I’ve got a few hours. You want to take a shower together?” she asked.

“I do,” he replied. He stood up, bent over and kissed her gently on the lips. They stripped their clothes, not the passionate disrobing of a young couple dying to fall into each other’s arms. Rather with the studious contemplation of two people rediscovering each other. He walked behind her to the bathroom, occasionally leaning over her and kissing her neck or her shoulder.

She twisted the tap to hot and waited for the water to warm. When it did she turned, took both of his hands in her own and stepped backwards into the shower stall, pulling him in with her. She looked down. His cock, which she hadn’t seen in weeks, was not the extraordinary tool that Damien was equipped with. But it was a good cock. Long enough and thick enough to pleasure her well. She turned his body so the water was hitting his back and sank to one knee in front of him.

“You don’t have to do that, Chelsie,” he said.

“I want to do it,” she whispered. “I want this to be special.” As she took his flaccid cock into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it he sighed, cupped her cheek with his hand and leaned his head back, his hair dipping into the stream of water.

Chelsie ran her mouth up and down his shaft, getting it wet with her saliva. It grew quickly. She took her time, enjoying the intimacy of the moment. The fact that he was not a stranger and had no expectations. She loved how his cock tasted. The way his familiar scent filled her nostrils. When it was rock hard she released it from her mouth and stood up. She took it in her hand and stared up at him as he tipped his head forward to gaze into her eyes.

He raised his hand and ran a thumb along her cheekbone. “I missed you so much,” he whispered.

“I missed you, baby,” she said. It had only been a couple of days but it felt like it had been a month at least. She could feel the renewed energy between them. The spark that had long since fizzled being reignited, rekindled. She stroked his cock slowly up and down, enjoying the familiar curve of it’s shaft. “I wanted to see your reaction when I told you,” she said.

He nodded, his eyes wide with expectation. “You said…you said you didn’t use your hands,” he whispered.

She shook her head. Her smile widened a bit when she felt his cock flex. “It happened this morning, Kevin,” she said, her voice so quiet she could barely hear it over the splashing water. “We met in the hallway. We were both in our underwear.”

His mouth dropped open and he sucked in a breath as his hand shot to the tile on the wall to steady himself. He looked down at his own cock hardening in her small hand, as if he couldn’t believe that was his reaction to what she’d said. “Chelsie. You didn’t sleep with him, did you?” he asked.

She tilted her head slightly to one side, studying his eyes and his features. “And what if I did?” she asked.

Again his cock flexed in her hand. The erectile tissue hardening to an unbelievable turgidity. She looked down at it. She’d never felt him that hard before. His cock pulsed and the head of it almost glowed red.

“Did you?” he asked, his voice tight and sharp.

She looked up into his eyes as she worked his hand up and down his shaft. “Not yet,” she whispered.

The air left his lungs and some of the tension left his shoulders. His face went slack with relief and his hand left the wall. He raised it to the back of her head and tangled his fingers in her long hair.

She pressed herself against him, his cock poking up between their bodies. “But we did something very naughty,” she said, her lips grazing his.

“Tell me,” he said, his tone urgent and needy.

“I only did it because you said it would be okay,” she said.

He gave a few impatient nods.

She put a hand around the back of his neck and pulled him close so her lips were to his ear. “I sucked his cock, baby,” she whispered.

A gasp escaped his lips.

“I let him use me,” she said, her lips grazing the edge of his ear.

“You…you did?” he stammered.

She nodded. “I did. I’m a dirty girl, Kevin. I let another man use my mouth for his pleasure. He had his hand on the back of my head. I had to keep going. Even though it felt so wrong. It felt so wrong but it felt so good.” She watched him staring wide-eyed at her, her own excitement growing. “Are you mad at me?” she asked.

He shook his head, his eyes darting between hers and her hand on his cock. “Fuck, Chelsie, that’s so hot. I can’t believe you did that but it’s so hot,” he panted.

She wanted to go down on him again. But more than that she wanted to watch his reactions. She wanted to see the expression on his face with each new morsel of information she revealed.

“Tell me more, please?” he begged.

She shrugged, teasing him with an act of indifference. As if it were every day she got on her knees between another man’s legs and pleasured him with her mouth. “What else is there to say? He fucked my face. I sucked his cock. I made him come. His load was huge, Kevin,” she said, her voice hushed. “I had to swallow a lot.”

He groaned. “Oh god,” he whimpered. “I’m not going to last long if you keep talking like that, Chelsie,” he admitted.

She slowed her stroking, wanting to draw out the moment and his pleasure. She still wanted to feel him inside herself that evening. “I can’t believe this is turning you on so much, Kevin. I thought you’d be more jealous or something,” she teased.

He shook his head, his face contorted in a grimace. “No, baby, no. This is so hot. I can’t even believe this is happening.”

“There’s more,” she whispered.

He looked at her with wide eyes.

“But you have to tell me something, too,” she said.

He gave a few jerky nods.

She bit her lip, releasing her grip on his shaft and stroking it slower to keep him on the edge. “I have something to ask you, that is,” she explained.

He nodded again.

“I wanted to ask you if you’d let me sleep with him, Kevin,” she said.

His chest filled with air and his cock went hard as steel in her hand.

“Do you think you could handle that?” she asked.

He was shaking his head slowly, staring into her eyes. “Oh my god, baby, this is insane. This is crazy,” he whispered.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” she said.

“I…I can’t think,” he whispered.

She smiled and bit the edge of her lip again. Out of the bottom of her eye she could see his toes curling against the wet tile floor of the shower. She had him completely in her control as she gently stroked his shaft with her hand. “Well, I wouldn’t want to do anything you didn’t want me to do,” she said, shaking her head. She looked up and gave him a wide smile.

“Can you…tell me more? About the blowjob?” he asked.

She nodded. “I went into his bedroom. He invited me in there after we ran into each other in the hallway this morning. I only did it because, well, you said it would be okay if I helped him. I didn’t…I didn’t mean to be so naughty when I first went in. But…Kevin? I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want you to get upset. But…”

“Please just say it. I want to hear it again,” he panted.

“His cock is so big, Kevin. It’s like…it’s like I can’t help myself.”

His eyes widened and again his cock hardened in her grasp.  His ass muscles tightened and his hips thrust forward, his body reacting to what she’d said. “What do you mean you can’t help yourself?” he asked.

Her eyes moved side to side as she continued massaging his shaft. “It’s like a magnet, baby,” she whispered. “He pulls me towards him. It’s like the only thing I can do is suck his cock. I’m helpless when I’m around him. When I’m near him I just have to be a dirty girl for him. I have to suck him. I have to make him feel good. And…and he makes me feel good, too,” she said.

“He did things to you?” he gasped, his eyes opening wider still.

She bit her lip and shook her head gently side to side. “Not yet,” she whispered. “That’s kind of why I’m here.”

His gaze seemed to focus, laser-like, on her eyes. “What are you saying, Chelsie?” he whispered.

“You can say no. You can say no, Kevin. I’ll understand if you don’t want to. If you’re not comfortable with it I won’t. I won’t, I promise.”

He shook his head back and forth.

“You can say no, baby,” she repeated.

“It’s not that. It’s not that,” he whispered, his breath coming in rapid gasps.

“Then what is it?” she asked.

“Chelsie, oh my god, I’m going to come!” he gasped, his eyes falling to his cock.

She eased her grip on his shaft then let go of him completely. She looked down at his cock, hopeful that she’d stopped soon enough. Her eyes widened when it started to pulse on it’s own, seed flowing, not spurting, from the head and splattering around the drain of the shower.

He winced and groaned, plastering his hands against the walls to bolster himself against the ruined orgasm. When his cock stopped oozing seed he stood there for a few moments, head hung low, panting to catch his breath.

“Sorry,” she whispered. “I thought I could…”

His head started to shake slowly side to side. He raised it to look up at her from under his brow. There was something dark in his gaze now. Almost menacing but not quite. Something possessive. Somehow his cock was still rigid, jutting up diagonally between his legs. “You came here to ask me if you could fuck him?” he grunted.

For the first time since this whole crazy adventure had begun, she started doubting her own actions. Kevin didn’t look angry. He looked possessed. He looked like he was going to pounce on her and devour her. Sweet, certain Kevin who could always be counted on looked like an animal. A predator. “If you don’t want me to…” she whispered.

“What I want, Chelsie,” he growled, letting his hands fall from the walls and reaching out to grab her arms. He spun her around, pressing her naked body up against the glass pane at the back of the shower stall. “What I want,” he whispered, his mouth next to her ear, “is to hear what you it is you want.”

She gasped when she felt him press the head of his cock between her legs. It made her realize what a wet, molten mess her pussy had become from stroking and teasing him. “Kevin,” she whispered, a pleading tone entering her voice.

“Tell me, Chelsie. Tell me what it is you want. Don’t tell me what I want. Don’t tell me what you think you should say. What is it you want?”

The sudden change in his demeanour had caught her off guard. But she was enjoying it. Enjoying how his hands had become a little rougher. How firmly he was gripping her and how assertive he was being with his cock. She shifted her feet apart and felt him squeeze the cock head deeper until it slipped into her slit. She moaned at the pleasant pressure it brought.

“Say it, Chelsie,” he demanded, his cock starting to move in and out of her.

She gasped, savouring the feeling of his cock sawing in and out of her drenched pussy. It was so hot and sticky wet and the friction of his shaft along the walls sent waves of pleasure coursing through her. Her mind started to spin with the fantasy of fucking Damien and the reality of Kevin taking her so roughly in the shower. The two twisted together and a violent orgasm gripped her. Her body shook, Kevin gripping one breast with his hand, the other in between her legs rubbing the apex of her sex.

His body felt strong against hers. The weight of him pressing her to the glass made her feel weak and helpless. “You want him to fuck you, don’t you, Chelsie?” he breathed.

She nodded.

“Say it, you naughty girl,” he whispered, his tongue flicking against the outer curve of her ear.

She moaned. She could barely breathe as she rode out her orgasm, Kevin’s cock pumping into her, his fingers massaging her clit. “I want…I want you to let him fuck me,” she said, her breath shuddering.

“Aargh,” he groaned behind her. His body stiffened along with his grip. He grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her, pinning them to the small of her back as he fucked her. “Say it again,” he growled.

“I want him to fuck me,” she said. She gasped, her cheek and breasts pressed flat against the cool glass. She couldn’t believe how rough Kevin was being. She loved it. But she needed more. “I want him to use me,” she whispered. “I want him to fuck me like a slut. Oh, please, Kevin, fuck me!” she cried out. She gasped, then smiled went she felt his cock stiffen inside her.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” he groaned behind her.

She felt his cock pulse, felt it twitching. And then the familiar gush of his warm cum flooding into her. She’d never had an orgasm quite like that. It had been more of an emotional release than a physical one. She closed her eyes and moaned, feeling the heat of his seed inside her. When his body relaxed she turned, put a hand around his neck and pulled him close. She kissed him, softly, lovingly. “I love you,” she said, breaking their kiss and pressing her forehead to his.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“How was that? Are you mad at me?” she asked.

He gave a soft chuckle and shook his head. “I’m not mad at you, you crazy woman. I don’t know what’s happening to me, what this thing is between us but no, I’m not mad.”

She leaned in and kissed him again as he caressed her body with his hands. She nuzzled his neck whispering a string of I love you’s. When she pulled away he gazed into her eyes.

“Come to bed with me?” he asked.

She shook her head. “I can’t. I told Damien I’d be back tonight.”

A mixture of jealousy and wonder seemed to form in his gaze as he stared at her.

“Kevin?” she said, a little worried by the strange expression he was wearing. “I don’t have to do it if…”

“No,” he said, interrupting her. “I’ve just never felt this way before. I want sink back into you again and never leave,” he said quietly. He reached out and grabbed her arm and squeezed it hard. “I know you have to go. So go. I’ll be waiting for you when it’s time for you to come back to me, baby,” he said. “I’ll be waiting.”

But he didn’t let her go right away. It made her smile and feel like she was falling in love with him all over again. It made her certain she was his and would be forever.

Chapter Eleven

She stood on Damien’s doorstep feeling sheepish about ringing the doorbell so late. She’d told him she’d be back before ten and here it was almost midnight and the door was locked and she didn’t have a key. She could have gone back home to Kevin but that didn’t seem right. Her contract was for two weeks and Diana had specifically given her instructions not to leave until Damien was certain he could use his hands again. That most likely meant waiting at least for his checkup with the doctor.

She raised her hand to the doorbell and wondered if she should press it again or if there was maybe some other way. Maybe she could sneak around the house and see if they kept a key under a flower pot or a door mat like some people did. Or maybe…

Her train of thought was interrupted by the door opening. Damien stepped out from the darkness. He was wearing a white t-shirt and tight, white underwear that clearly outlined his bulging cock. His eyes were bleary and his hair unkempt. She looked down to see that he’d taken off his bandages, his hands now perfectly fine with almost no scarring. She looked up into his eyes and excitement gripped her at what he might do.

“You’re late,” he said, his voice gravelly.

She lowered her eyes, excited to play the submissive. “Kevin and I got carried away,” she whispered. She glanced up at his crotch to see his cock twitch. It excited her even more telling him that she and her husband had just been sexual together. She’d never felt so naughty and dirty and wouldn’t have ever believed it could feel so good and fun.

Without a word Damien stepped aside to let her into the house.

She walked into the darkened hallway and he closed the door behind her. She turned to face him, eyes wide and looking up from under her brow. She could see the full moon through the small rectangular window next to the door.

“You go home and fuck your husband?” he asked.

She nodded.

He shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “You two talk about whatever it was you needed to talk about?”

She nodded again. The air between them started to thicken with sexual tension. She couldn’t hold his gaze but occasionally would look up at him out of the corner of her eye, trying to discern what he was thinking. He seemed more sure of himself. More in control of the situation, too. It seemed like this was more his natural state than the polite boy-next-door he’d been playing. She drew in a breath when he took a step towards her.

“You want to come upstairs with me?” he asked, putting a hand on the back of her arm.

She nodded and dropped her backpack on the floor next to the shoe mat.

He put a hand on the small of her back and led her towards the staircase. They mounted the stairs slowly, Damien behind her, his hand caressing her back and her sides and her hips. When they reached the top of the stairs he turned her to face him. Putting a finger under her chin he tilted her head up and leaned close until their lips met.

Her skin prickled in a line from the base of her skull down to the small of her back. The kiss was tender, but possessive. Gentle but insistent. A promise of what was to come. It went on and on until finally Damien pulled away. “I’ve been wanting to do that since you got here,” he whispered, gazing into her eyes.

She flashed a faint smile. “Well now you got your chance,” she whispered back.

His hands fell to her hips. Gripping them firmly he led her backwards into his bedroom. Stopping in the centre of the room he reached down and grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it slowly up. His eyes fell to her breasts, still partially concealed by the bra she was wearing, as they came into view. He pulled the shirt up and over her head and threw it off to the side. He took a step back and rubbed a hand over his mouth.

She blushed and smiled at his fierce and intense attention. She knew what he was going to ask next. It excited her. She reached behind her and unfastened the clasp of her bra. Slipping the straps off her shoulders and down her arms, she dropped the bra on the floor, revealing her breasts.

“Holy shit,” he said, shaking his head. He reached forward and cupped both of them with his big, warm hands. He stared at them like it was the first time he’d seen a pair. “You’re so fucking gorgeous, Chelsie,” he whispered. Walking backwards he led her towards the bed and sat down on the edge of the mattress. He pulled her by the waist until she was standing between his legs.

Reaching up with his hand he cupped her breast and lifted it, lowering his head until his lips were on her nipple.

She let her eyes fall closed and her head tilt back.

Damien suckled her, his tongue playing across her areola, his teeth grazing the skin. He sucked the nipple and the surrounding breast flesh into his mouth until she could feel the pull all the way down into her belly. He pulled away slowly, his eyes looking up at her. His gaze was predatory and animalistic. “I can’t wait to fuck you, Chelsie,” he said.

She gasped at the frankness and intensity of his statement. She looked down, her nipples tingling and her clit throbbing at the way he was staring at her.

“You have no idea how much I’ve wanted this. You have no idea how much I’ve been thinking about this. I’ve never let another woman take up so much space in my mind.” He leaned forward again, flicking her nipple with his tongue and gazing up into her eyes. He sent his big, strong hands around her waist and pulled her closer still, until her knees were resting on the bed.

She reached up and put her hand on the back of his head. When he pulled her nipple deeper into his mouth she closed her eyes and savoured the sensation, the longing with which he kissed it. She felt herself drifting fully into the moment, into a sort of sexual intoxication.

“I’m going to do some dirty things to you, Chelsie,” he whispered. His hands were wandering all along her back and her shoulders and down her arms.

She shivered at his words and his strong touch.

He cupped her breasts again and squeezed them so gently before letting his hands fall to the drawstring of her scrubs. He pulled it open and tucked his fingers under the elastic of her underwear and pulled her bottoms slowly down her legs. He slipped off the bed onto one knee and helped her step out of her pants. Then he stood up and put his hands on her shoulders before taking a few steps back. He pressed his hand to his forehead and rubbed. “Oh my god,” he whispered.

She folded in on herself. Crossing one arm diagonally over her breasts, her other hand coming up to cover her pussy. She flashed a sheepish grin. “Damien,” she said, giggling. “Don’t. You’re making me embarrassed.”

In response he pulled his shirt off over his head revealing his powerful torso. Then he tugged his boxers down his legs and stood up straight as he kicked them off to the side with one foot. “That make you feel better?” he asked.

Her embarrassment evaporated almost instantly. The sight of his cock, the sight of his huge, powerful body and the thought of it claiming her stripped her of all of her inhibitions. And finally they didn’t need to pretend any more. Finally they could both fall into the moment and enjoy each other the way they’d been craving the last few days.

She stepped up towards him, reached out and ran her fingers along the side of the shaft of his half-hard cock. She bit her lip at the heat emanating from it. She wrapped her fingers around as far as they would go and gave it a soft stroke, then looked up into his eyes. “I want to feel it in my mouth again,” she whispered.

He nodded. “You will. But first I need to thank you.”  In one swift motion he swept small frame up into his massive arms. He walked her to the bed and gently deposited her on the mattress. Sinking to his knees in front of her he put his hands on the insides of her thighs and slowly spread them open.

“Damien you don’t have to,” she whispered.

“Oh I know I don’t have to. But I’m going to. I’ve been thinking of tasting this pussy since you first walked through the door.” He slipped his hands underneath her ass cheeks and effortlessly pulled her towards him. He leaned forward, his tongue tracing a circle around her belly button.

She laughed and pushed him away. “Don’t! My belly button’s so sensitive,” she said, giggling.

He smiled and worked lower. He kissed the soft skin of her pelvis. Then his chin dragged through the patch of her pubic and he kissed the top of her folds just above her clit.

She shuddered, her eyes closed and she let out a soft sigh. She’d been waiting this for almost as long as he had. She’d felt an inkling of something when she first laid eyes on him. Of course she couldn’t admit to herself then that she’d wanted him. Back then she was still a dutiful wife. A professional nurse on an extended house call. But now that she thought about it she remember the way her stomach had fluttered upon seeing him.

He tucked his mouth between her legs.

Her eyes shot open when she felt his soft, warm breath caress her soaking folds. She put a hand over her mouth to stifle a laugh. He was literally blowing her and it felt amazing.

“You like that?” he asked, smiling.

“It feels so good,” she said quietly. “It’s just embarrassing. Having another man between my legs. I’m not used to it. I haven’t been with anyone but Kevin in, like, forever.”

“No, Chelsie. Don’t be embarrassed. You got that all sorted out, remember. Just lie back and enjoy yourself. I’m going to do all the work tonight. This is the most beautiful pussy I’ve ever seen. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.” He leaned in and gently licked the ruffled line of her labia with the tip of his tongue.

Her legs jerked and she gasped when his tongue parted her labia. Even with Kevin it had been a while since they’d been this intimate. In the way that new lovers are. Exploring each other, learning each other’s bodies and needs. She felt like Damien was taking genuine pleasure in eating her pussy and not just going through the motions of foreplay. She relaxed and let her body respond to his gentle touch.

He kissed her, the heat of his mouth spreading across her pussy. He opened his mouth, his tongue slipping between her folds, parting them and teasing her clit. He flicked it with his tongue and his mouth opened wider, engulfing her mound and sucking gently on her sensitive flesh.

She felt herself rising up off the bed, her back arching and her hands clawing the sheets. She hadn’t even realized that her hand had fallen to his head and was pressing him closer to her pussy. When his tongue snaked inside her she let out a cry and her body stiffened. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “You’re going to make me come already.”

“That’s what I want,” he whispered, his lips tickling her outer labia. He eased his tongue in between her folds and began expertly fucking it in and out of her.

She’d never felt anything like it. Leaning back on one hand, the other on the back of his head, she rolled her hips back and forth in time with his tongue pulsing in and out of her. Her body shuddered as he pulled away and reached up to touch her breast.

“Lie back, Chelsie. Let me do my thing. Just lie back and enjoy yourself,” he said.

She didn’t know if she could lie still while he made her come but she was eager to find out. She let her body fall back on the mattress and she let out a long sigh. She felt his hands spread her legs open again and then she gasped and arched her back when his tongue found her clit. “Oh God!” she cried out, her eyes wide.

“That’s it,” he whispered. He rolled his tongue along her clit, flicking it back and forth, the tip of it sliding up and down the tiny nub of nerves.

The orgasm rose up within her like a tidal wave. It had been building for days and days and now she could finally release it. Her back arched and her muscles tensed and she felt a gush of fluid flood her sex. She felt a rush of heat in her pussy and a throb, a pulse of pressure deep inside her. She was dimly aware that her hips were thrusting up and down, that her legs were thrashing. But mostly her mind was consumed with the feeling of him sucking her clit and the waves of pleasure washing through her.

When the orgasm had faded and her body went slack, Damien crawled up beside her. He wrapped a big arm around her shoulder and pulled her close, kissing her gently on the lips.

She could taste herself and it wasn’t something she normally enjoyed. Now she didn’t mind at all. His lips were plump and strong and the scent of her own arousal on them only turned her on more.

“Mmm, I’m going to taste every part of you tonight, Chelsie,” he whispered.

She looked up into his eyes and his gaze seemed to penetrate to the deepest parts of her. Reaching down she searched for his cock with her fingers. She gasped and looked down when she found it, realizing it was already stiff as a rock. “You’re hard,” she whispered.

“You did that,” he said. “Your beautiful pussy did that.” He half-rolled onto her, rolling her onto her back on the bed. He put his palm between her breasts and sent it slowly down over her tummy, across her pelvis and down between her legs.

She stared at him and had a hard time believing he was real. To find such a fit guy who was also such a sweetheart, such a thoughtful lover but could also take charge. He was a unicorn. A black swan of masculinity. She squirmed as he gently spread the petals of her core and massaged the liquid running from her across them.

With her entire entrance lubricated he crawled up over top of her and in between her legs. He pushed her thighs apart with his powerful legs.

She looked down to see her legs splayed and his hard cock bouncing up and down just above her sex. With the heat of the orgasm still coursing through her she felt her insides melting. “Damien, baby, I need your cock,” she whispered.

He reached between his legs and grabbed his cock, rubbing the head of it against her slick, open hole. “Like this?” he asked.

“Just like that,” she whispered. “I want to feel that big cock slide into me. I want you to fill me with it.”

He grinned at her neediness. “You’ve been thinking about this as much as I have, haven’t you? Haven’t you?” he demanded.

She whimpered and nodded, blushing at how badly her pussy needed him.

He swiped the head of his cock against her swollen clit a few times and her eyes rolled back and she let out a cry.

She looked down to see his thick rod resting between her legs, his hand wrapped around it.

“Tell me, Chelsie,” he growled, leaning in.

She could feel his cock twitching against her and it drove her crazy. “Damien! Please!” she panted.

His grin turned crooked on one corner of his mouth. “I want to hear you beg for it,” he insisted.

Her eyes darted back and forth between his. She swallowed, her body feeling empty and wanting. “I want it, Damien,” she whispered.

“That’s not enough, Chelsie. You know what I want to hear.”

She drew in a shuddering breath. “Please,” she said.

“You know what you need to say,” he said, leaning close, his hot breath on her face. “You need to be dirtier than that for me. Now I’m starting to see how this all unfolded. How bad do you want it, Chelsie?” he growled, still smiling. He slid the head of his cock up and down her wet slit.

“So bad,” she whispered. “I need it, Damien. I need you to fuck me,” she said, the words slipping off her tongue easily now. “I want you to use me, Damien. Make me yours. Use me like a dirty girl.”

He smiled, his eyes glinting with excitement. “Oh I’m going to use you alright. I’m going to use this little slut pussy of yours.” And then he thrust his hips forward, the head of his cock entering her with ease.

Her eyes went wide and her lips parted as she watched his cock sinking deeper and deeper into her. Her eyes fell closed and she moaned when his hips pressed firmly against her. She savoured the way his girth stretched her. She couldn’t help but reach up and put her arms around his neck and pull him close.

It felt even better than she’d imagined. That thick cock felt a hundred times better than she could have hoped for. She squirmed and mewled and wiggled her hips as he glared at her, working that shaft deep, deep into her pussy. Her hands shot up and grabbed his arms when it sank balls deep, pinning her to the bed.

“Holy fuck you are tight,” he seethed. He looked down between them, drawing his eyes to where their bodies met.

The sight of his thick cock buried deep inside her tight pussy sent a surge of arousal coursing through her body. Her senses were on fire as she watched his throbbing shaft slowly slide out of, then back into her dripping hole. The feeling of his hard flesh pressing into her sensitive entrance was enough to drove her wild with desire.

She could feel how his cock thickened with every inch he pressed into her. The sight of his glistening manhood moving in and out of her slick opening sent her feet waving up around the sides of his body. She hoisted herself up on her elbows to stare at the pulsing organ moving in and out of her sex.

He glanced up at her. “You like watching that, Chelsie?” he asked.

She bit her lip and nodded.

He started crawling forward. Cock still buried inside her, he forced her to scramble back on hands and heels until her back and head pressed against the pillows arranged by the headboard. He reached behind her and fluffed them up, adding a few to keep her upright. He hoisted himself up onto his toes and palms, like he was doing a plank or a push-up, and pulled his cock out until just the head was inside her. Then he drove himself back in.

She moaned at the feeling of being stretched. Her body writhed against the sheets, her soft moans echoing throughout the dimly lit room. She gripped the bed, her fingers digging into the silky fabric as her pleasure mounted. She pressed her body into the mattress as his cock moved in and out of her soaked pussy, filling her with waves of ecstasy. She moaned louder, feeling the tip of his cock brush against her g-spot. She arched her back and cried out, her body shaking with pleasure.

“Oh, you like it there,” he said, his smile returning.

As he pressed his cock against the same spot in the interior of her vagina again, she felt a rush of pleasure course through her body. The sensation was almost too intense to bear, and she moaned with delight. He continued to move his cock slowly in and out of her, pressing it against the same spot repeatedly, sending shock waves of pleasure through her.

She could feel herself approaching orgasm and tried to hold back. She didn’t want this to be over just yet. She wanted to stretch this out for as long as she could, but it was no use. Within seconds, she was screaming out in ecstasy, her body trembling with release as she reached climax.

She reached back and grabbed the pillows behind her head, her body curling into his thrusts as her pelvic floor squeezed. Her body shook with the aftershocks of her orgasm, and she lay there in a daze, trying to catch her breath. He continued to thrust into her, prolonging her orgasm until she was completely spent.

Her hands fluttered to his chest and she pressed on it to stop him. She gasped as he pushed his cock deep into her in response.

“Chelsie liked it?” he asked.

“Chelsie loved it,” she panted. She let her hands fall away from his chest and to her sides. She was exhausted already and it looked like he was just getting started. “Can I get a glass of water please?”

He smiled, seeming pleased with himself. He withdrew his cock slowly, as if savouring the way it slid out of her body.

She watched him, admiring the way his muscles rippled under his smooth skin as he walked across the room. She sat up and pulled her knees to her chest, wrapping her arms around her legs. She let out a long breath, a happy sigh escaping her lips.

“Stay right there. I’ll be back.”

She gave him a quick nod and watched him leave the room. The cool air against her bare skin helped her relax. A pang of angst and longing came out of nowhere. For as good as he’d made her feel there was only one thing that would have made it better. If there was some way that Kevin could be here it would make this whole moment even more magical.

But that was forbidden, she reminded herself. As crazy as it had gotten, this was still a professional visit. She still had to have accountability and inviting her husband over was not as easily concealed an indiscretion as having sex with the patient. Just the thought of that sent a ripple of fear racing down her spine.

Damien came back into the room, stiff cock swinging side to side as he carried a glass of water over towards the bed.

She scooched up to sit, pulling the covers up over her breasts as he handed it to her.

“Still shy, huh?” he asked. “How do you think I felt when I was the only one naked?”

She smiled and giggled. She sipped the water and handed the glass back to him. He walked it over to the dresser and set it down there. “Better safe than sorry, I think,” he said. He crawled back up onto the bed, leaned forward and kissed her lips again. “What do you want to do next, Chelsie?” he asked.

She smiled and bit her lip. She was having a hard time clearing the thought of Kevin out of her mind. She didn’t want it distracting her, but now that her initial lust had been sated there was room in her mind for it.

Outside the light grew dark. They both turned their attention to the window, where the moon had disappeared behind the clouds. Thunder rumbled in the distance.

Chapter Twelve

“You still here with me?” Damien asked.

She nodded, but her mind was somewhere else.

He smiled. “Let me show you something,” he said, pulling a pillow out from behind her back and placing it on one side of her hips. He let his hand slip between her legs again and gently rubbed her pubic patch.

“Ooh, Damien, I’m so sensitive now,” she said, giggling and writing from his touch. She grabbed his wrist to push his hand away but he held it in place, keeping it firmly between her legs.

“I like the sound of that,” he whispered. Leaning forward he nipped, then kissed her neck. He managed to press his fingers between her folds and draw it up and down the line of her entrance.

“Ooh, oh, oh god, Damien,’ she said, keeping her hands on his wrist to try and ease some of the pressure he was putting on her sensitive place. She saw his cock throb out of the corner of her eye.

Hunger filled his eyes and he rolled over onto her, spreading her legs again. He put a hand on her hip, then grabbed the pillow. “Lift,” he said.

She hoisted her butt up and let him slide the pillow in between it and the bed. She blushed at how her sex was pointed up at him now. Fully exposed and glistening from her recent climax. She didn’t even give Kevin the sort of unobstructed view of her lady bits Damien was getting. She tried to squeeze her legs together and blushed hotter as he spread them open again with his hands. “Damieeen!” she squealed, giggling to cover up her shame.

“No, no,” he said, shaking his head. “You’ve got the most beautiful pussy I’ve ever seen. Open your legs, Chelsie. Open ‘em,” he insisted.

Flattered by the compliment she let her legs fall open again. Her pulse quickened as she watched him stare at her entrance. When he reached down and ran the pad of his thumb along her slit, she shuddered. He was staring at it so intently. Like he was obsessed with it. She didn’t remember a guy ever looking at her like that before.

A thunderbolt clapped outside, louder than before.

Chelsie gasped but Damien seemed unperturbed. He kept up his detailed examination of her sexual equipment. Stroking himself as he fondled her pussy lips and stared at them. His gaze and touch had her all worked up again in no time. She forgot about how sore she was and suddenly only wanted more of him.

He seemed to sense the change in her energy. He looked up at her with his lips parted and his brow furrowed in concentration. “You ready for the ride of your life?” he asked quietly.

She bit down on her lip and nodded.

Damien shuffled forward on his knees. He dragged the head of his cock slowly up and down her leaking crevice. He pulled it out from between her legs and proudly displayed it for her. “Look how fucking wet you are, Chelsie. Do you know how hot that is?”

Her hips began to rock and roil back and forth. The hungry feeling had returned to her pussy and she needed his cock again.

“Look at that,” he said. He ran his finger along her inner labia, the pink flesh glistening with her fluids. He pressed the fingertip to his mouth and sucked the juice off it.

She was mesmerized. It was a little weird but it also turned her on so much.

“Now I want you to watch this,” he whispered. He reached down, grabbed the shaft of his cock and aimed it towards her pussy again.

Her eyes went wide. His cock was glistening and dripping with her juices. The tip was swollen and a deep, angry red.

“Watch me, Chelsie. I want you to see how easily I slide into this hot, tight pussy,” he said.

“God,” she whispered, her eyes transfixed.

He eased the head of his cock towards her opening.

Her entire body was on edge. When she felt his cock glide into her, she moaned softly.

He didn’t stop. He pressed forward, the length of his cock sinking deep inside her in a single fluid motion.

This time though it wasn’t just the girth and length that made her whimper and tremble. This time that thick, hard head slid along the upper wall of her cavity. Pressing right against her tender G-spot and making her shake.

Damien put his hands on her knees and paused at the spot. He pulled his hips back, sending his cock gliding over it again, this time the other way.

“Oh, oh!” she cried out, rolling and twisting her hips to feel it again.

“Yeah you just lie there, Chelsie,” he said, stilling her with a hand on her hips. Her raised ass gave him unfettered, effortless access to any spot he chose inside of her. He tipped his hips forward and his cock massaged that tender, rarely stimulated spot inside of her again.

“Oh,  Damien, oh god it…it feels…”

He put his hands on her knees again and repeated the motion.

The shake it sent up her belly and chest fluttered out of her open mouth as a warble. She didn’t even care she’d made the sound. Her whole mind, her whole being was focused on Damien’s cock head gliding back and forth along her G-spot. She felt muscles contracting inside herself she didn’t even know she had.

Every time she tried to rock her hips in time with his thrusts he squeezed her knees to keep her still. This refocused her mind on the spot inside her he was touching with his cock head and amplified the pleasure surging from it.

Another loud thunderclap was followed by a wall of rain that moved in from the west and washed over the roof of the house.

Chelsie barely noticed as Damien increased the pressure with his cock inside her pussy. He took one hand off of her knee and reached forward, palming her pubic mound. He let his thumb slip down just inside the very top of her pussy lips and worked them apart with it.

She shuddered when she felt the pad press against her clitoris. A totally foreign, unnerving, but also deeply erotic sensation formed inside her. Muscles flexing in tandem as the breath left her lungs. She sucked in air and her hips bucked up and down on the pillow. Her eyes darted from where his cock disappeared into her body, to his hard pectoral muscles, to the flexed muscles in his forearm as he manipulated her swollen clitoris.

She’d never felt so dominated by a man before. Kevin was an amazing lover but he wasn’t a natural dominant. They met as equals in the bedroom. This was so much different. What had started as a quest to relieve Damien of intense sexual pressure had culminated as him owning her body and doing as he pleased with it. Her pleasure still seemed to be at the top of his mind but she had no say in it. He was going to do what he wanted with her and she would take it.

As his thumb pressed harder against her clit the sensation twisted through the thought. She felt the muscles in her pussy and pelvis tense again. Her eyes shot to Damien’s. “Oh shit!” she hissed.

Damien cracked a wide grin. He started fucking in and out of her harder, his thumb spinning in fast circles, applying more and more and more pressure until…

She screamed and her feet shot out to the sides.

Damien slipped his cock out of her just as the orgasm squeezed around her whole body.

Her jaw dropped as she saw a gush of clear fluid pulse from her pussy and splatter all across Damien’s chest. Embarrassment and shame washed over her even as her body pulsed and squeezed with another orgasm. Her legs shook at Damien’s sides and she felt like she’d lost control of all of the functions of her body as pleasure crashed over her mind in great waves.

As the squirt abated Damien leaned forward and pressed his cock into her again. He drove it in full depth and lay on top of her, her own juices dripping off of his chest onto hers. “That was so fuckin’ hot,” he whispered. He leaned in and kissed her lips.

She accepted the kiss readily. Lashing his tongue with her own and sucking it into her mouth. Her hands on both sides of his head, mouth twisting against his as she tried to drink up as much of his energy and essence as she could. “Damien,” she panted, pulling away from the kiss. “I want you. I want you to fuck me. I want…”

He nodded as a slow smile spread across his lips. “You want it?” he asked.

“I want it,” she said.

He kissed her again as he started moving his cock in and out of her pussy.

She wrapped her hands around his neck and clung to him as he pressed her body into the mattress. After a few minutes he pulled out of her grasp, put his fists on either side of her head and lifted his torso up off her. He rose to kneeling, his hips continuing their steady rhythm. He reached out to his sides and grabbed her by the ankles. Pressing them together he rested them against one shoulder and bent over her, folding her legs over her torso.

In this position her pussy was fully exposed to him, it’s depth fully available to his intrusions. He drove to the very end of it, filling her like she’d never been filled with that monster cock of his.

She felt another orgasm brewing inside her. A slurry of thoughts and emotions and feelings churned in her mind. How hot it was that Damien was finally fucking her. How naughty and dirty it was that Kevin had let her do this. How sad it was that he wasn’t here but how sexy it would be to tell him about it later.

She reached her hands down her body and found his ass with the tips of her fingers. Laying her palms on it she closed her eyes and focused on the way his glutes flexed as he probed her sacred depths with his penis. There was an intensity to his thrusts she’d never felt before. Partly from his size. But, she suspected, it also had something to do with the way he’d been looking at her. His confessions of how hot he thought she was, his mild obsession with her body.

She looked up to see a line of sweat had broken out across his forehead. His face was redder than usual and, now she realized, his cock was rock hard as he fucked it in and out of her. Excitement surged through her. “Damien,” she whispered. “I want you to fuck it into me. I want to feel your come inside of me. I want to take all of it.”

The way his eyes widened delighted her. The way his body responded, his hips thrusting harder, his ass flexing harder as he pounded into her, sent her flying towards another orgasm. She kicked her feet in the air above his shoulder like it would urge him to fuck her even harder, even faster. “Come on, Damien, baby. Fuck that come into me!” she whispered, a wild look in her eye.

She moaned when his body erupted into even more powerful thrusts. She could feel the grunts he was making at the base of her spine, the sound travelling through his engorged cock and reaching her deepest places. She closed her eyes and surrendered to his powerful drilling, letting her body go limp and fill with lusty ecstasy as he thundered towards his finish.

Lightning and thunder crashed and flashed right outside the window.

Damien was like a galloping horse now. His body moving in a beautiful gait as he drove his cock deep inside her pussy. It flexed with each thrust, causing her pussy to squeeze around it, milk it and try and coax his essence from him and into her body. His mouth fell open. He locked eyes with her. She knew the moment was nearly there. “I’m gonna’ fuckin’ come into you,” he panted.

She dug her fingernails into his thighs like spurs into a horses side.

He threw his head back, roared and thrust deep.

She moaned as she felt the first flex of his cock. It tripped precise psycho-bio-chemical combination necessary for her body to start convulsing again. She spasmed and shook on the mattress as her pussy squeezed and squeezed his pulsing cock, receiving him. Receiving his offering. Receiving his seed.

The stayed locked in that beautifully perverted dance for what felt like ever. When Damien’s cock stopped throbbing he started thrusting again, rubbing it against he inner walls and stimulating the last gasps of pleasure until his heavy, hard weight collapsed on top of her in a sweaty, heaving heap.

A blissful smile spread on her lips as her hands drifted up his back and up towards his neck. “That was so hot,” she whispered.

“That was so hot,” he echoed.

Another thunderclap snapped right above them, startling them both and they laughed. Then, as the weather quieted and all they could hear was the patter of rain on the roof the doorbell rang.

Their two bodies turned into a tangle of limbs as they attempted to scramble off the bed and into their clothes.

“Damien, I should be the one to answer,” Chelsie said, hopping on one foot to try to poke the other into her underwear and pants.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Damien replied, pulling a t-shirt over his head. “It’s quarter to five in the morning I’m not letting you get the door. What if it’s a serial killer?” He marched out the door and started walking down the stairs.

Chelsie, unable to get her pants on, pulled a hoodie over her head with no bra. She ran out into the hallway and down half the flight of stairs in her underwear before she saw Damien already at the door, turning the deadbolt. “What if it’s your parents!” she hissed.

He turned and looked over his shoulder at her. “If it’s my parents they would have used their keys,” he said, scowling and shaking his head.

She felt his cum start to ooze out of her. It soaked the fabric of the panties between her legs and made her feel very naughty and like maybe she should put something else on before he opened the door. It was too late.

Thunder rumbled over head and lightning flashed, silhouetting a lone male figure standing outside the door.

Chelsie gasped and clapped her hands over her mouth. What if it was a serial killer, she wondered? It was preposterous but who else would ring the doorbell of a suburban house this early in the morning. When Damien pulled the door open and stepped aside her knees went weak.

Standing on the porch in nothing but a t-shirt, sweat pants and a jacket, soaked and dripping from the rain, was Kevin. His hair was drenched and his head was tilted to one side, causing the water to run off his scalp onto his shoulder. He looked exhausted and miserable, like he hadn’t slept at all since she’d left.

“Can I help you?” Damien asked, his voice gruff.

Chelsie jogged down the stairs and across the front hall to stand next to Damien. She blushed when Kevin’s eyes fell to her chest, then her bare legs, then up to the damp panties covering her sex. He looked up into her eyes and her heart squeezed. “Damien? This is my husband. Kevin.”

Chapter Thirteen

Kevin had never felt so exhausted and miserable and happy at the same time. His shoulders slumped but his heart soared at the sight of Chelsie, even in her debauched state. He could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath the hoodie she’d thrown on. Her bare legs were more alluring than he’d ever found them with her big, handsome patient standing next to her. The dark stain spreading in her underwear sent a tremor shuddering down his spine. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I know I’m not supposed to be here.”

“Dude, what?” Damien asked. “It’s okay. It’s okay! Come in! You’re going to get electrocuted out there.”

Lightning flashed and thunder clapped, stirring Kevin from his stupor and making him stagger in past Damien and into Chelsie’s arms. “I’m sorry,” he whispered again, wrapping his arms around her neck.

“It’s okay, Kevin,” she whispered back. “How did you find me?”

“I looked at that paper from the nursing agency,” he confessed. “I couldn’t take it, Chelsie. It was driving me crazy. It was driving me crazy thinking of you here with him. I just couldn’t take it. I’m sorry.” He unhanded Chelsie and turned to hang his head in front of Damien. “I’m sorry, man,” he said, shaking his head. “I know it’s supposed to be private, the thing with your nurse. And I thought I could hack it when she told me. It was so sexy and everything. I thought I could handle it. And then, in the middle of the night, when it started raining I just…I couldn’t hack it. I had to find her. I’m sorry, man,” he said.

“Kevin, it’s okay, dude,” Damien said.

Kevin narrowed his eyes as he stared at Damien’s hands. He looked up at him, then over at Chelsie, then back at Damien’s hands. “Hey I thought those were supposed to be bandaged up?” he said, pointing at them.

Damien’s eyes darted to Chelsie, who stepped up and put her hands on Kevin’s arm. “They were. We just took the bandages off earlier today. Don’t start going crazy, Kev. Everything’s okay.”

“Hey can I get you a towel and some dry clothes?” Damien asked.

Kevin looked between him and Chelsie again. “I don’t want to be a bother,” he lied.

“It’s no bother,” Damien said, turning and jogging up the stairs, taking two at a time.

“Are you okay?” Chelsie asked, stepping up in front of him.

He nodded. “I thought I could hack it. I couldn’t stand it, Chelsie. I couldn’t stand knowing you were with him alone and we were apart and…” His voice caught in his throat.

“Oh gosh, Kevin,” she said, wrapping her arms around him again. “If I’d known I never would have…”

“I told you to. I told you to do it. It’s not your fault. Please don’t blame yourself. I just couldn’t hang.”

Damien came back down the stairs with a few things and handed them to Kevin. “Here,” he said. “These should fit. The bathroom’s right there.” He pointed towards a door under the stairs.

Kevin took the clothes, feeling like he should apologize for taking advantage of Damien’s hospitality. Before he could say anything though, the younger man stepped closer to him and put a hand on his shoulder. “I’m really sorry, man. The last thing I wanted to do was…”

“No, no,” Kevin said, waving away his apology. “It’s me. I told her to come here. I told her to do it. I wanted it. I…I still want it,” he whispered.

Damien clapped his hand on Kevin’s back. “Why don’t you go get changed? I’ll fix you a drink. I’ll fix us all a drink.”

Kevin shuffled into the bathroom and started to change his clothes. The sweat pants and t-shirt Damien had given him were way too big but it didn’t matter. He looked a little bit like a kid who’d put on adult clothes. He left his soaked clothes in the bathtub and walked out of the bathroom and into the kitchen.

Chelsie was sitting at the table and Damien was fixing some drinks at the counter. He sat down next to Chelsie and put a hand over hers.

She smiled at him and leaned her head against his shoulder.

Damien walked up with three steaming mugs of tea and set them on the table. “Here,” he said. “Hot toddy’s. I didn’t measure so go easy,” he explained.

“Damien, I’m so sorry about all of this,” Chelsie said, sounding genuinely contrite.

“Would you two stop that, please?” Damien asked. “These have been…” He glanced at Kevin, who nodded. “These have been, like, the hottest few days I’ve ever had in my life. Chelsie’s a lifesaver. I thought I was going to freaking explode. And, this is awkward, but I want to thank you, too, Kevin. If you hadn’t given her the okay she never would have done anything.”

Kevin smiled and nodded. “I remember what it was like to be your age,” he said. “In fact I probably would have given my left nut to have this exact situation happen to me.”

Damien burst out laughing and Kevin joined him.

Chelsie, mouth agape, looked from one to the other of them before pounding a fist against Kevin’s arm. “Hey!” she said.

“Relax, relax!” Kevin said. “It’s a guy thing. You’re not going to tell me you didn’t enjoy yourself, are you?” he asked.

She scowled, then chuckled.

Damien laughed and shook his head.

Kevin sat back in his chair and smiled as the brandy Damien had spiked the tea with started to work it’s magic. “Guess I’m calling in sick today,” he said, raising his mug.

“Guess we all are,” Chelsie said, slowly spinning her mug on the table.

“I’m already sick, technically,” Damien said. All three of them laughed. A silence stretched out between them and no one knew where to look after a while.

“So, uh, hey Damien. Since I’m here and since we’re all calling in sick,” Kevin said. He glanced at Chelsie and saw her chewing the inside of her mouth. He turned to look at Damien. “You think I could see it happening?”

Damien rubbed a hand against the back of his neck and looked down at the table. “Geez I don’t know,” he said, chuckling. “I’ve never done anything like that before. I don’t know how well things would work, if you know what I mean?”

Kevin’s heart sank a little but he nodded. “No, for sure, I understand,” he said. He glanced at Chelsie, feeling a little sheepish for even having asked.

She bit her lip and smiled. Leaning away from him and towards Damien, she put a hand on his knee and slowly moved it up his thigh. “Maybe there’s something I could do to get things working right?” she asked.

Damien’s eyes fell to where she was touching him and widened.

Kevin’s chest swelled with love and lust for Chelsie at what she was proposing.

Damien chuckled as his cock throbbed between his legs. He picked up his mug and downed the contents in one giant gulp before setting it back on the table with a loud thud. “Alright. You know what? If we’re going to do this we need to do it upstairs in the bedroom. I think I can psyche myself up but I’m no porn star.” He looked straight at Kevin. “And I’m only gonna’ try because I owe you one, bud,” he said, chuckling. He put his fists on the table, stood up and walked to the entrance of the kitchen. “I’ll be up there when you guys are ready.”

Kevin turned to Chelsie who was staring at him with dreamy eyes. “I’m sorry if this is going to get you in trouble somehow,” he said quietly.

She shook her head. “No. Damien’s cool. I think he really is grateful for what you let me do with him. He’s actually a pretty conservative guy. Kept asking me about you and making sure it was alright. I think he’s really stepping out of his comfort zone doing this. I think he likes you, Kevin.”

“You mean you think he likes you,” Kevin countered.

She chuckled as she stood up and took his hand. “I think that may have something to do with it too, actually,” she said. She pulled him to his feet and led him towards the stairs. When they reached the second floor landing she turned around and put her hands on his chest. “I love you,” she whispered.

He leaned forward and kissed her gently on the lips. “I love you too, baby,” he whispered back.

She spun around and stepped into the bedroom.

Kevin stuck his head around the door frame and his eyes widened and jaw dropped. Damien was sitting naked on the bed, his cock sagging between his legs. He couldn’t believe the size of it. Easily as thick as a soda can and about the length of Chelsie’s forearm. When she’d said he was big she wasn’t just dirty talking. She’d really meant it.

Damien didn’t seem to notice or mind him staring at it. His eyes were glued to Chelsie, who was stripping out of her clothes as she stepped towards the bed.

Kevin drew in a sharp breath when she pulled off the hoodie she’d been wearing, revealing her breasts to Damien. He’d imagined her doing all kinds of things the last few days. But actually seeing her expose herself in front of another man was spectacular.

Damien stared at her beautiful breasts, now obviously oblivious to the fact that Kevin was even there. He reached up and cupped them and squeezed.

Seeing another man’s strong hands touching his wife’s breasts made Kevin’s cock engorge. He had no idea why any of this was in any way arousing but it was. It was hot as hell seeing Chelsie being pawed at by a stranger. His heart started thumping hard in his chest when Chelsie sank to her knees in between Damien’s legs.

Damien got a little self-conscious and smirked as he glanced at Kevin. His attention was quickly drawn back to Chelsie when she wrapped her small hand around his cock and lifted the tip to her mouth. “Just pretend he’s not there,” she whispered. Damien nodded, staring intently at her open mouth.

With the cock in her hand, Chelsie glanced over her shoulder at Kevin. A shy smile formed on her lips.

It sent the most magical, warm feeling flooding through his whole body. Seeing his wife holding another man’s prick, on her knees about to take it into her mouth. He had to lean harder against the door frame to keep from falling over.

Chelsie licked her lips and turned to face Damien’s cock again. She opened her mouth, looked up at him with wide eyes and slipped the head of his cock past her lips.

Kevin grabbed his cock and squeezed when her cheeks hollowed around Damien’s organ. How could seeing her suck another man’s cock be so beautiful? To him she’d always just been his Chelsie. Sweet and cute and simple. She’d been with other guys before, sure, but he’d barely given that any thought. He realized that in these last few years of marriage he’d started taking her for granted.

Seeing her with Damien’s cock swelling in her mouth changed everything.

Kevin swore to himself he’d never take her for granted again. He repeated the vows they’d shared at their wedding in his mind and resolved to live by them every day. It was as if this depraved act of kindness she’d preformed had elevated her in hi mind. He felt a little guilty about the way he’d started thinking of her in the last little while. She wasn’t an accessory. She was a person, a woman with needs and desires. And he was going to dedicate the rest of his life to making sure she was happy.

He was shaken from his thoughts by the sloppy wet popping sound of Chelsie pulling her mouth off of Damien’s cock. Kevin’s eyes opened wider still as he started at the now erect organ. The hard flesh glistened with Chelsie’s saliva in the early morning light. It seemed impossible that she’d be able to fit the fat cock inside her tiny, tight pussy. That only made the prospect of it actually happening more enticing.

Chelsie put her hands on Damien’s knees and stood up.

He leaned back with his hands on the mattress, his eyes roaming along the curviest parts of her body.

She pulled her underwear down her legs.

Kevin’s eyes bugged at the white semen stains caked onto the crotch. He shuddered at the thought that Damien had already emptied his balls inside of her. Her pussy had probably been leaking the young man’s seed when she’d greeted him at the door. When all three of them had sat at the table together. How could that be so erotic? He couldn’t find an answer but his body reassured him that it was. His cock was hard and throbbing with each beat of his heart in his chest.

Chelsie parted her legs and straddled Damien’s lap. Bending towards him she reached between them and took his cock in her hand. She pointed the swollen head at the tiny slit her pussy lips made between her legs.

Kevin drew in a breath and held it as she wiggled her hips, opening her entrance to insert the appendage.

She gasped when the head slipped inside her.

Kevin’s gaze was laser focused on her labia. He could hardly believe how much they were being stretched. How it didn’t hurt her was beyond him. He drew in a fresh breath with each inch she slid down the meaty pole. When she finally settled on Damien’s lap and put her hands over his shoulders he thought his heart might burst with love and lust. Unable to resist, he tucked one hand into his underwear and wrapped it around his own stiff cock.

Chelsie, seated on Damien’s lap with only her toes touching the floor, glanced over her shoulder again at him. Her nipples were stiff and pointy and the flush on her face had started to bleed down onto her chest. She looked at him with lust and longing that filled him with need. Turning to Damien again she leaned forward and whispered something into his ear.

Damien thought for a moment, glanced at Kevin, then nodded at Chelsie. He reclined onto his back on the mattress and put his hands behind his head.

Chelsie turned around, a wicked grin on her lips. She raised a hand and crooked a finger, beckoning Kevin to her.

His eyes widened but he was powerless to resist her. He staggered forward, nearly tripping on the too long pant legs but catching his balance. He walked up to the edge of the mattress, directly next to where Chelsie had started to slowly roll her hips back and forth on Damien’s lap.

She reached out, pulled his sweats and underwear down and took his cock out.

His face heated as he blushed in embarrassment at being naked in front of another man. The feeling evaporated when Chelsie leaned to the side and, still riding Damien’s cock, slipped Kevin’s hard member into her mouth and hollowed her cheeks in that most beautiful way.

Kevin knew their marriage would never be the same again.

Epilogue

They stepped out of the clinic and into the autumn sunlight, Chelsie in her scrubs and Damien in jeans and a t-shirt, his hands bare of bandages. She turned to him and smiled. “Well I guess that’s it,” she said. “Clean bill of health and your hands are going to be fine. What are you going to do? Go back to work?” she asked.

He smiled and scratched the back of his head. “Yeah. I think so. Mom’s going to be pisse,d but it was a freak accident and in won’t happen again. I just can’t imagine sitting in a classroom for the next four years, you know?” he said.

“Yeah I get that,” she said. “I brought all my stuff so I can just drop you off at home and be on my way.”

He looked across the parking lot at her car then turned to her and smiled, looking a little disappointed.

She smiled back at him. “I can stay longer if you really want,” she said.

He shook his head. “That’s…that doesn’t feel right,” he said.

“Why not?” she asked.

He looked out over the parking lot and drew in a deep breath, as if deciding if he should say what was really on his mind. He laced his fingers together and cracked his knuckles, then shook his head before turning to look at her again. “This wasn’t just sex for me, Chelsie,” he said quietly. “You’re…a really special woman. I’m not going to forgot this. Ever. Kevin seems like he’s a really great guy and I’m happy for you. But man I’ve never wanted something as bad as I want you.”

Her lips parted and she drew in a small breath, embarrassment and a slight shame filling her. “Damien, you’re really special too,” she replied. “But I never meant to lead you on.”

He shook his head. “You never led me on, Chelsie. I knew exactly what I was getting into. It’s just that getting out of it is going to be way harder. And I think the sooner I can start the better for both of us. All three of us, that is.”

She was at a loss for words for a few moments. Finally she reached out and took his hand in hers. “I’m not going to forget about this,” she said, her voice almost a whisper. “I love Kevin but this was something special, Damien. I’m going to carry this with me forever.”

He smiled and squeezed her hand. “Thanks, Chelsie. I’m afraid that doesn’t make it any easier, though. Give me one last hug?” he asked, holding his arms apart.

She nestled into his big, burly chest and wrapped her arms around as much of him as she could get. She squeezed him, pressing her cheek against the hard muscles of his chest.

He hugged her back but only for a few moments. Pulling away he took a step away from her on the sidewalk. “I think I’m just going to walk home, actually,” he said.

She bit down on her lip and nodded. She could see he was going through something and remembered having big feelings just like that when she was younger. As much as she wanted to help him through it she knew she had to let him go. This was something only Damien could work through on his own. “Thanks for everything,” she said.

“Thank-you, Chelsie,” he said, turning to walk towards the street. He glanced over his shoulder at her. “I’ll miss you,” he added quietly.

Her chest and throat got tight as she watched him go. When he disappeared around the corner she turned and slowly walked to her car. She plucked the keys from her purse and got in. As soon as she was seated her mood shifted.

Kevin was at home and he’d been texting all morning wondering when she was getting back. Something told her things were going to change between them. She was sorry it had to come at the expense of Damien’s feelings. She’d thought of telling him but it seemed like it would have only made him feel worse. She’d be the only one who knew that it had been Damien who’d given her her husband back.

THE END
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Laura's Dark Side

Laura and Chris have an ordinary marriage. Like most ordinary marriages, it’s missing something.

They have ordinary friends, too. Or, at least they thought they did.

When Laura and Chris see firsthand that Jenna and Rob have their own solution to the marriage blahs, they have wildly different reactions - at least outwardly. But behind Laura’s shock and disappointment in her friends, she’s hiding a very dark secret... one she doesn’t want to admit, even to herself.

Luckily for her, Jenna has a stable of dark men who know just how to unlock the needs of a woman like Laura.

Is Chris ready for the ride?

The Tenant

Once upon a time, his exotic and incredibly sexy wife Anna loved to indulge Brian's fantasies...to a point. She teased strangers, and took them to cruel, tantalizing places. But she never went all the way. The game ended when Brian and Anna got married, and that was that. 

Or was it?

When the gorgeous, charming, and very black John moves into their basement rental, Brian finds that his sleeping desires have been building up all these years. He doesn't just want Anna to tease. He isn't just toying with the idea. He is obsessed with driving his wife to do things with another man. Lewd things. Obscene things.

When he confesses his desires, is Anna just a little bit too willing to make things just like old times? Is she too easy to push over each new line? Brian can't help but wonder if his own obsessions have gone too far...or if Anna's have.

Good Nikki/Bad Nikki

Average-Joe Jack and his beautiful wife Nikki lead busy lives as first responders: Nikki is on the streets in a rough part of town as a paramedic, and Jack is putting in his time at the more stable "desk job" in administration. They are very much in love, but their sex life is more of an occasional, vanilla dessert than a marital staple; just getting through the day is hard enough.

When Nikki comes home glowing with excitement about a new career opportunity as a paramedic on a police tactical team, Jack doesn't have much of a choice but to acquiesce: it is, after all, Nikki's turn to shine in her career.

Sure, it means Nikki will be training with elite, hard-bodied cops with big guns. Rehearsing adrenaline-rich, high-stakes scenarios, in which a team of alpha soldiers protect her from the bad guys. But Jack sees the glass half-full: Their bread-and-butter sex life is taking a turn for the more exciting, and when he meets Nikki's team commander, he realizes he might have a foot in the door to his darkest fantasy...

Of course, he's right: Tony is an experienced bull, and he has Jack's number and his sights set on Nikki (like any other man). But is Jack's fantasy - that his sweet, Good Nikki might be coaxed into being Bad Nikki - too hot to handle?

Liquid Kitty

When his wife Lynn takes a job waiting tables at a strip club called Liquid Kitty, Rick has mixed emotions. The idea of his wife working at the infamous club turns him on as much as it makes him nervous. Lynn cultivates a new, alluring personality for her job, and their stale married life gets a much-needed infusion of passion and excitement. 

But when the ownership of Liquid Kitty changes hands, Lynn’s alter-ego gets up to more than Rick bargained for... is it more than they can handle?
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