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That was the last of them. Desirae and I had met with all the women in my life and put an end to their crush on me, or as Desirae had put their deepest desires.

I had to say it was like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. While it would take some getting used to not having sex anytime, I wanted with any married woman that I wanted; the feeling of being with one woman and one woman only was starting to feel good, especially when that woman would be Desirae.

With her by my side, most married women didn't give me a second look. Desirae even got me a new job. I was no longer working in retail; instead, I was working for her family's charity business from home. The curse, as I liked to call it, didn't work over the phone or even over video calls.

It was like I had a new lease on life. I had the woman of my dreams and was in a stable relationship.

Desirae still didn't want to have sex with me, and that was fine by me. Having sex nearly daily for the past three years was good enough to hold me for a long time.

Desirae wanted to make sure her sexual urges were her own and not because of some desire to be with me, plus she wanted to end her relationship with Damien.

~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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Damien was locked up again, and Desirae wanted to see him in person to break the imprisonment and tell him the truth.

"You're a good woman," I told Desirae.

"I will be right back," Desirae said as she got out of the car.

I stayed inside the car and looked at my phone. I had moved away from everything I knew to be with Desirae and start new.

It was a new beginning for me.

"Hi," a woman said as she approached my car.

"I am with someone," I told her.

"So, am I," she winked, holding up her hand and showing her wedding ring. "I just thought that we could go and get a few drinks."

I looked her up and down. She was my type, with a strong build and an hourglass figure with a nice rack, probably enhanced.

The old me would jump at the chance. Probably go for a few drinks and then fuck her brains out before sending her home to her husband.

"She will be right back," I said.

"Oh, okay, but if you ever change your mind," the lady said as she left a business card. "Just call."

"Okay," I replied as I watched her walk away.

I looked at her shapely ass go from side to side.

"The things I do for love," I sighed.

I truly loved Desirae. Even though that woman could provide me with some fun in bed, and I could probably do anything I wanted with her, she wouldn't challenge me mentally as Desirae did. 

From the start, once Desirae knew her darkest desire, she didn't let it control her urges. I could see Desirae fighting them on a daily basis, just like I saw many of the others fight it, as they learned the truth of why they were attracted to me.

Some, like Emily, didn't want to stop; they knew their urges were just reasons not to confront their husbands on why they wanted me and not them. Emily knew she was no longer to her husband because he was so weak-minded and fragile; she wanted me because I was strong and dominant.

I looked out the window and saw Desirae approaching the vehicle quickly.

"Everything okay?" I asked as she got inside.

"Yeah," Desirae turned to me and smiled as she put on her seat belt. "He knew it was coming," she shrugged. "I think he is more comfortable inside there than out here."

I turned to look at the prison as I stared at the vehicle. Damien had spent most of his life inside the walls of some prison or another. I guess it was true when they said some people become institutionalized so that they can't function in a normal environment.
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