
        
            
                
            
        

    
  Be Care What You Wish For

    Be Care What You Wish For - Erotic Couplings


  
    Mike shares his gf Jen.
  


  Chapter 1


  Mike lit the pipe and passed it to Jen. Jen took a long drag, and then fell back into the sofa and closed her eyes, letting the weed wash over her. In between puffs the pretty blonde sipped her wine, and soon she was in a relaxed haze. It didn't take much for her to get high, as she was a petite girl.


  Jen was 23 and Mike 26. Mike had dark hair and was a handsome guy. He had a lean body with a hairless chest.


  Jen was a pretty girl. Her blonde hair and blue eyes gave her an innocent, wholesome look. She had a tight body from years of gymnastics and dance classes. She had little breasts and long beautiful legs.


  Mike and Jen looked good together. They were one of those "beautiful couples." The kind of couple that people looked at and said "yeah, they should be together, they fit." They'd been dating and exclusive for almost two years. Jen had moved to New York City after graduating from college to follow her dream to make it on Broadway.


  They'd met at a bar, Death & Co., in NYC's East Village. Jen thought Mike was the most handsome man she'd ever met. Mike felt the same about her. She invited him up to her apartment that night. They became inseparable after that, and 6 months later, they were living together.


  Mike caressed his girlfriend's knee, running his fingers over her silky nylons. Jen's shapely legs never failed to arouse him. His fingers traced up her legs until he reached the bottom of her mini-skirt. Aglow from the pot, she didn't seem to notice. Mike edged her skirt up, exposing more of her long legs.


  Mike looked over at Greg, and grinned. They were friends and co-workers. Technically they were peers but Mike had leapfrogged Greg career-wise. They were nearing a crossroad at their company, as they were both up for partner and there were limited positions available.


  Mike was a slam dunk for partnership, but for Greg things were uncertain. Also, at their company, it was up or out. So it was very possible that a few months from now, Mike would be a partner and Greg would be looking for a new job.


  But they didn't talk that, especially not now. Greg's eyes were on Jen's exposed legs. Mike loved showing off his girlfriend, and the wine and weed were heightening his passions. He edged Jen's skirt higher. Jen realized what was happening and covered Mike's hands with hers. She tried to push her skirt down but Mike playfully tossed her hands aside. Then he kissed her, pulling her towards him. Jen tried to pull back but Mike put an arm around her and covered her mouth with his.


  The tussling caused Jen's skirt to inch up higher. Greg's eyes bulged when he saw the lace of Jen's stocking tops. He had seen pictures of girls wearing garter belts and stockings on the Internet, but had never seen a girl wearing them in real-life.


  Jen wore stockings and garter belts all the time. They made her feel sexy. And Mike was a major leg man, and she liked dressing up for her man.


  Mike pushed Jen against the seat of the sofa. As he continued to kiss her, he reached between them and cupped her breasts. Jen glanced nervously over at Greg and tried to pushed Mike's hand away. "No, Mike" she protested.


  "Jenny baby," Mike cooed as he kissed up her neck. "I can't resist baby. I love you so much. And you're so hot." He pulled her arms above her head, and held them there with one hand. With his other he began unbuttoning her blouse. Jen struggled, trying to wiggle free. "No, Mike, not here," she whined, her words slurring together because of the weed and wine.


  Mike covered her mouth with his, cutting off further protests. He worked on the buttons until her blouse was completely unbuttoned. He then opened her blouse, exposing her lacy bra and flat tummy.


  Mike grinned at Greg, who was breathing hard and had a huge tent in his pants. Mike pressed his cheek against Jen's, turning her head to look at Greg. "I think you've given Greg a woodie," Mike joke with a chuckle.


  "Mike, stop!" Jen said, trying again to break away from his grasp. But Mike was too strong, and the wine and weed were sapping her strength. Mike continued to hold her hands above her head. With his other hand he traced the edge of her bra, his fingertips straddling her bare skin and bra. Then he began tracing the lacy patterns in the bra cups. He found her nipple and drew circles around it. "Nooooo," Jen whined, trying to wiggle from his touch. Despite herself, she was becoming aroused.


  Mike grinned as Jen's nipples got hard and poked through her bra. He lowered his head and sucked her nipples through the soft material, causing his girlfriend to moan.


  Mike was incredibly aroused. He liked showing Jen off -- she was so fucking hot -- and he often fantasized about another man touching his girlfriend. With his lust fueled by the weed and wine, he found himself beaconing to Greg. "Come over here buddy."


  Greg walked over -- a hard-on apparent in his pants -- and sat next to Jen.


  Mike grinned at Greg. "Doesn't she have great tits? Don't you want to touch them?"


  Mike knew that Greg thought Jen was hot. He had never come out and said that, Greg was too timid and shy for that. But he knew from the way Greg checked her out whenever he thought no one was looking.


  And Mike also knew that Jen liked Greg. Greg was shy and geeky, and she liked that. Most of Mike's other co-workers were aggressive "Master of the Universe" kind of people. The place they worked -- a trading firm on Wall Street -- catered to those kinds of personalities. While Jen wasn't crazy about Mike's other co-workers, she liked Greg. Mike didn't think she was attracted to him physically, but she liked him as a person.


  Greg's eyes were locked on Jen's breasts. His body was frozen though, as he was too timid to take Mike's invitation to touch her.


  When Greg didn't move, Mike reached over and took his hand. He guided him to Jen's bra-covered tits. Jen shook her head as Greg cupped her. She didn't say anything though. Her cheeks were flushed and she was breathing hard.


  Mike held his hand over Greg's as he showed him how Jen liked to be touched. "That's it," he said encouraging. "Like that. Cup and caress her. Rub her nipples between your fingers. They're really sensitive."


  Jen's hard nipples were denting her bra. Mike watched as Greg rubbed his girlfriend's hard nipple between his thumb and finger through the lace of the bra. "Ahhhh," Jen moaned, her head rolling back.


  Mike moaned too, as he saw his girlfriend reacting to another man's hand on her. "Yeah, like that Greg," he said to his friend, his voice a lustful, husky whisper. "Keep rubbing her nipples."


  "Ahh, ahh," Jen moaned as Greg did exactly that.


  Mike leaned down and kissed Jen's lips. Then he moved his mouth to her ear and whispered, "I love you." As he said this, he reached under her and unsnapped her bra. "I love you so much" he said again as he moved his hand to her front and pushed her now loosened bra up off her breasts.


  Greg's eyes went wide and he sucked in his breath as he saw Jen's naked breasts for the first time. They were perfect. Small yet perfectly formed, like little ripe melons, with perky upturned nipples.


  Exposing his girlfriend's breasts to another man's eager eyes inflamed Mike even more. "Touch her," he said, his voice hoarse and urgent. Then, when it looked like she was about to object, Mike whispered into her ear "Jenny baby, it's okay, I'm right here, let him touch you."


  Greg's hands were shaking as he tentatively reached out towards Jen's naked breasts. He felt dizzy as he cupped both her breasts in his hands. He felt her hard nipples pushing into his palms.


  "Suck her nipples, go ahead, suck them," Mike urged Greg.


  Greg looked from Mike to Jen. She looked back at him, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted. She looked distressed, but she didn't say no. He gently squeezed her breasts. Then he rolled his thumbs over her nipples. Jen clenched her teeth at his touch, and arched her back. Mike moaned at his girlfriend's reaction to the touch of another man.


  "Suck her nipples!" Mike demanded, his alpha personality coming to the forefront as the lust grew inside him.


  Greg felt more confident since Jen seemed to like what he was doing. He lowered his head and took one of her nipples in his mouth. He cupped and kneaded her breast as he nibbled and rolled his tongue around and over her nipple. It tasted so good! He rubbed her other nipple with his thumb and forefinger.


  "Aah aah aah," Jen moaned as pleasure coursed through her body. Her nipples had always been incredibly sensitive, one of her main erogenous zones. It was like an electric wire from them to her little clit. Mike had let her hands go, so her fingers clawed at the cushions of the sofa as Greg played with her nipples.


  Mike pressed his lips over Jen's, and they both eagerly tongued each other. Then she felt her boyfriend slide his hands down her body, over her unbuttoned blouse, and then onto her short, knit skirt. He reached the end of the skirt, his fingertips on her stockinged thighs. Then he curled his fingers around the hem of the skirt. He pulled it up.


  "No Mike ...," Jen whined, but her protests were lost in Mike's mouth as he continued to kiss her. She tried to push her skirt back down but Mike pushed her hands away. Then, she didn't have the will to protest any more as Mike pulled her skirt up. Within moments, her legs and panties were completely exposed to Greg's eyes.


  "Oh god ...," Greg moaned as he looked at Jen's exposed legs and panties. She was wearing black stockings with tops of elaborate lace. The tops were stretched where they attached to the straps of her garter belt, which was also black with gold embroidery and edged with delicate lace. Her panties (and her unsnapped bra) matched the garter belt.


  All the lingerie was from La Perla, the high end boutique on Madison Avenue across from Central Park. Jen could never afford such expensive lingerie on her own -- she'd had minor roles in a few musicals, mostly part of the chorus, but at the moment she was looking for her next gig. More than that, she was waiting to be "discovered." It didn't matter though, because Mike was doing well at his job. He loved her, they were a couple and lived together, so he was supporting both of them. As part of that, he was more than happy to buy sexy dresses, high heels and lingerie for his beautiful girlfriend.


  Mike pushed Greg away from Jen's breasts. Greg was momentarily startled, thinking that his friend had changed his mind and was now pissed. But Mike replaced Greg's lips on Jen's nipples, and he pushed Greg to the floor. "Get between her legs," he said between licks of her hard nipples. He gripped her inner thigh and pulled her legs open.


  Jen felt Greg moving between her open legs. "Wait, stop," she gasped, and suddenly it seemed that time stopped. She looked first at Mike, who was looking back at her. His hand still cupped one of her bare breasts. They were both breathing hard, and Jen's eyes were heavy lidded as Mike rubbed her nipple with his thumb.


  Then Jen looked at Greg. He was on his knees between her parted legs. His eyes were on her legs, and her panties. With awe in his voice, he gushed "You're so beautiful Jen." The sincerity in his voice charmed her, so she didn't stop him when he put his hands on her thighs. He gently caressed the lace of her stocking tops, and traced his fingertips along the straps of her garter belt, and said (with the same awe in his voice) "This is so amazing."


  Then he placed his palms on the bare skin above her stockings. "Your skin is so soft," Greg said. Then he looked at Jen. He looked into her eyes as he said again "You're so beautiful Jen."


  The genuineness and sincerity in Greg's voice disarmed Jen, and whatever protests she still had ebbed away. Mike sensed the change in her. He moved his hand to Jen's panties. She sensed what he was about to do and put her hand over his to stop him. But it was a half-hearted protest, and there was nothing she could do when Mike curled a finger under her panties, and pulled it to the side.


  Suddenly Jen's pussy was exposed to Greg's eyes. Her pussy was a short slit with slim lips on either side, pressed together and a shade darker than the surrounding skin. She kept herself neatly trimmed.


  Mike excitedly looked at Greg looking at his girlfriend's pussy. "Pretty right?" he said, his voice low and hoarse from excitement.


  "Yeah ....," Greg said, his eyes locked on the most intimate part of Jen's body. Then he looked up at Jen's face and said "You're so beautiful." Mike saw them lock eyes -- he saw them share an intimate moment -- and for the first time, a twinge of jealousy ran down his spine.


  To his surprise, the feeling thrilled him. He didn't understand why. But he was too much in lust to think about it. "Lick her," he said to Greg. His voice was a hoarse whisper, but the sexual tension in the room was so high, it was like a shout in a quiet church.


  "Mike ....," Jen said, shaking her head but not pulling away.


  Greg looked unsure. He moved his hands up Jen's legs, and she sucked in her breath when his fingertips moved from her stockings to the bare skin above. As before, he traced up the straps of her garter belt, stopping just shy of her pussy.


  He hesitated and looked at Mike for permission. Mike nodded his head. Then, with his friend's permission, he lightly rubbed his thumb up and down Jen's slit.


  Jen was breathing hard, her heart pounding. Her eyes were on Greg as he touched her. He moved his thumb up her slit again, and then stopped there. Greg couldn't see it, but under the hood he felt her clit. It was hard like a pearl. Greg rubbed circles over it.


  "Oh god, Greg ...," Jen moaned as his touch sent waves of pleasure through her body. "Greg ...."


  Mike felt jealous again as he heard his girlfriend say another man's name in the throes of sexual pleasure. Again, the jealousy inflamed him, it made his head spin, it made it hard to breath. "Lick her," he said again, this time his voice even more urgent.


  Greg hesitantly lowered his head and extended his tongue. Mike felt his girlfriend shudder as his friend began to lick her. "Oh ah ah ah," she moaned as he licked up and down her slit.


  "That's right," Mike said, his voice a husky, desperate whisper. "Lick over her pussy lips. Yes, that's right, like that. Now twirl your tongue around her clit. Yes, like that. Now pull up the skin. See her clit? Lick it. Yeah, like that. Do it again."


  "Oh god," Jen groaned, as Greg licked directly around and over her clit. She squirmed, no longer trying to get away, but in response to Greg's ministrations.


  "Now stick your finger into her," Mike said. "That's right, in and out, finger fuck her. Yeah, like that. Keep licking her. Now rub your thumb over her clit."


  "God, god, oh god," Jen groaned, her moans coming continuously. She moved her hands down to Greg's head, gripping his hair. "Oh god ......"


  "Harder Greg! Lick her clit harder!" Mike urged. Jen felt herself going over the edge. She clamped her hands around Greg's head and smashed her pussy into his face. "God, oh god, I'm cumming!"


  Mike's heart pounded in his chest. He couldn't believe he had just seen another guy fondle and eat out his girlfriend. He got on the floor and pushed Greg away. "Move over," he said to Greg as he unbuckled his pants and took out his hard cock. Mike ripped off Jen's flimsy panties and then thrust his hard cock inside her. He felt raw and dark, his passions out of control. He smashed his lips against Jen's, thrusting his tongue into her, just like he was thrusting his cock into her pussy. After just a few moments Mike came inside his girlfriend.


  Mike collapsed onto Jen, holding his weight on his elbows. Jen wrapped her arms around her boyfriend. They were both panting, both thinking about what they'd just done.


  But Mike wasn't done yet. To his surprise, he was still lustful after cumming. He pulled out of Jen. His cock was already hardening again.


  "Take it out Greg," Mike told his friend. "Let Jen see it."


  Greg was so turned on his body was shaking. Mike screwing Jen before his very eyes was the most exciting thing he had ever seen in his life. He got onto the sofa, on his knees, facing Jen. Then he pulled down his pants. His cock popped out. It was inches from Jen's face.


  Mike was surprised at Greg's size. While taller, Greg was slim like Mike. He had assumed a slim guy like Greg would have about the same size penis, especially given how shy and geeky he was.


  But Greg's cock was bigger than Mike's. Noticeably bigger. A couple inches longer, maybe three inches, and thicker. As Jen stared at Greg's bigger manhood, Mike felt that tinge of jealousy again.


  "Jenny baby," Mike said, his voice an excited, husky whisper. "Open your mouth."


  Jen looked at her boyfriend. Mike gave her an encouraging nod. Then she looked back at Greg's cock. She was still breathing hard, her heart was pounding. All this was crazy. Crazy! In the back of her mind, she knew they'd all regret this night, there were always consequences. But now she was just as turned on as Mike and Greg. And she was curious about this big thing that was inches from her face.


  Jen opened her lips.


  All hesitation was gone with Greg. He moved forward, pushing his cock into Jen's mouth. "Oh god," he groaned as Jen's soft lips and tongue closed around his cock.


  Mike moaned too, at the sight of another man's cock in his girlfriend's mouth. His cock was hard again, and he began stroking himself. Then Jen began bopping back and forth on Greg's shaft, and Mike's head and cock practically exploded.


  This went on for a few minutes, and Mike sensed that Greg was close to cumming. "Greg, switch places with me," he said. His voice was so hoarse from excitement he was almost hard to understand.


  Once again, Greg didn't hesitate. He quickly got off the sofa and moved between Jen's parted legs. At the same time, Mike got onto the sofa. He got on his knees just as Greg had been moments before. He pressed his cockhead against Jen's lips. Normally she'd hesitate to swallow him, as he'd been inside her moments before. But they were past that now. Now she was just as lustful as the men, so she immediately opened her lips and took her boyfriend's cock into her mouth.


  Greg was holding his hard cock, the head almost touching Jen's pussy. He looked at Mike and the men locked eyes. Mike nodded, wordlessly giving Greg permission to fuck his girlfriend.


  Greg turned back to Jen and guided his hard cock to Jen's pussy. When his cockhead touched her pussy, she took Mike's cock out of her mouth and said "Greg, you have to use a condom. I'm not on the pill."


  Greg didn't seem to understand. He looked questioning at Mike. Mike said "She's allergic to it."


  Mike reached over to the side table, where they kept a box of condoms. He handed one to Greg. He struggled to get it on, because it was a smaller size than he usually used, but eventually he got it rolled down his shaft.


  Both Mike and Jen were looking at Greg as he sheathed himself. Mike nodded again at Greg, once again giving him permission. Holding his cock as a guide, Greg positioned his cock between Jen's pussy lips. Then he pushed in.


  Jen's body tensed as she felt Greg penetrate her. Mike moaned as he saw another man's cock entering his girlfriend's body.


  "Ah ah ah," Jen moaned as Greg pushed into her. Then she grimaced as it got to be too much, too fast, as he was bigger than she was used to. She put her hand on his chest and said, "Slow, go slow."


  Greg went slower, holding himself on his arms as he slowly pushed into her. Eventually he made it all the way in. It was an exertion though, and sweat beaded both Jen and Greg's brows.


  Then Greg began moving back and forth, slowly at first, and then faster.


  Once again, Mike felt like he was going to explode. He felt lightheaded. His girlfriend was getting fucked by another man!


  "Mike baby," Jen said, looking over at Mike as Greg fucked her. She reached for her boyfriend.


  Mike took her hand. "I love you baby," he said as he squeezed her hand.


  "I love you too baby," Jen said, squeezing his hand back. Then she looked back at Greg. She was breathing hard, panting, her heart pounding. She looked at Greg, into his eyes, as he fucked her.


  Mike let Jen's hand go and reached over to her breast, cupping her, thumbing her nipple. With his other hand, he rapidly stroked himself. He had never seen anything so hot, and his heart pounded with lustful excitement. "Fuck her, fuck her," he chanted under his breath.


  "You feel so good," Greg said as he moved in and out of Jen's pussy.


  "You feel good too," Jen said, her eyes still locked with Greg's.


  Hearing them, seeing them, Mike again felt jealousy grip his heart. But it was so hot! He stroked himself faster, furiously. Seeing his girlfriend -- the girl he loved -- fucking another guy was the hottest thing he'd ever seen in his life!


  Greg couldn't last much longer. "I'm gonna cum!" he cried. Jen instinctively wrapped her arms around Greg's neck and pulled him down to her. They kissed as Greg came inside the condom. Mike moaned at the sight.


  Afterwards it was awkward. Greg pulled out and felt embarrassed as he disposed of the condom in some tissues. He hurriedly dressed.


  Jen tugged her skirt down and pulled her open blouse closed, protectively covering her bosom with her arms across her chest. She wasn't able to look at either Mike or Greg in the eyes.


  Mike wrapped his arms around his girlfriend. He kissed her cheeks and lips, repeating over and over "I love you, I love you, I love you ...."


  Chapter 2


  The next morning, Jen broke up with Mike.


  She wasn't a prude. She hadn't been a virgin when she met Mike. She'd lost her virginity in high school. She wasn't a slut (she didn't think so at least), but she'd had a few sex partners before meeting Mike.


  Jen didn't play hard to get. She didn't play games like that. If she liked a boy, it wasn't hard for him to get into her pants. She was never the aggressor, that wasn't her personality. But if she liked a boy, she was pretty much a sure thing, as long as he had some moves at all. As just one example, she went to bed with Mike and he was between her legs within just a few hours of meeting him at Death & Co.


  Jen was open to things. She didn't shy away from blowjobs. She liked them actually; she got off on the submissiveness of being on her knees before her man. She didn't spit, she swallowed, except for that one time in her life when it was a one-time hookup with a boy she didn't really like.


  She'd done anal. She wasn't crazy about it, but if her man wanted it, she gave it to him. That's how Jen was. She was all about her man. If she liked a boy, she wanted to keep him happy. Since she didn't just like Mike but loved him -- and he was really the first true love of her life -- she pretty much did whatever he wanted.


  Jen was a follower, and she'd always been attracted to "take charge" kind of men. That was Mike. He was very much take charge, very assertive, very much alpha. One of his favorite books was "Bonfire of the Vanities," and he talked about people on Wallstreet being "Masters of the Universe." That was Mike -- he was a Master of the Universe.


  Also, as Jen had told all her friends soon after meeting him, "Mike's freaking gorgeous, he's got a hot bod, and he's super smart." Jen's friends had been skeptical at first, but after meeting him, they all agreed that Mike was a major catch. In fact, Jen had dumped some of her friends when she thought they were trying to steal Mike from her.


  But like everyone, Jen had limits. She had never cheated on Mike, she had never cheated on anyone, and if he ever cheated on her, it would kill her.


  Before last night, she had never considered having sex with more than one man. She had never considered having a threesome. That's not what good girls did, and Jen thought of herself as a good girl (at least, that's what she wanted to be).


  So the next morning, Jen woke up crying. She felt like her life was over. How could Mike, the man she loved, share her with another man? Didn't he love her? Wasn't he possessive of her? Didn't he want her to be exclusive to him? Was this his way of saying he wanted to be with other girls?


  Crying uncontrollably, Jen threw clothes into a bag and ran from the apartment, even as Mike tried to reassure her and tell her everything was okay. She went to stay with a friend, another dancer trying to break into Broadway.


  Their breakup only lasted a week, with Mike calling and texting her constantly. They loved each other too much. Jen loved Mike too much. She couldn't bear to be without him.


  After getting back together, they talked a lot about the night with Greg. They called it "that night."


  Jen had a million questions. She needed to understand what brought it on. Mike's assurances that he WAS possessive of her even though he shared her with Greg, that he DID love her even though he got off seeing her with another man, that he had NO interest in other girls, those assurances weren't enough for Jen.


  Mike's words weren't enough for Jen. She needed to UNDERSTAND what made him tick, what was going on inside his head -- only if she UNDERSTOOD would she get the assurance that she needed.


  Mike explained by connecting the dots for her. He said it was all in plain sight, if you knew what to look for.


  Jen knew he liked to show her off. She knew he liked her to dress sexy in short skirts and high heels. She knew he liked it when she flashed a little stocking top, or leaned over so men could look down her blouse. She knew he liked it when she flirted. She knew he liked watching her dance with other men. She knew he liked hearing about guys hitting on her. She knew he liked hearing about her old boyfriends, and the kind of sex she had with them.


  Jen had assumed that Mike was proud to have a pretty girlfriend. She knew she was pretty. It wasn't an arrogant thing. People had told her all her life that she was pretty. And she knew men had big egos, and it was a big ego boost to have a pretty girl in high heels holding onto your arm.


  Also, Jen assumed Mike liked her to flash and flirt with other guys as kind of a way to say "you can look but you can't touch, she belongs to me." It was like one-upping other men. Mike was so dominant about everything, he was so competitive when it came to sports and work, she just assumed this was part of his alpha personality.


  And she didn't mine. She liked to flirt, she liked male attention. It was all harmless, and a lot better than an old boyfriend who got insanely jealous whenever another man even looked at her.


  Mike said he didn't understand it himself. Maybe it was because he was a top and Jen was a bottom. They'd been together for almost 2 years, so they knew that about themselves. Sexually, Mike got off on controlling Jen, and she wanted to be controlled. It wasn't bondage with them, they weren't into whips and chains. For them, it was about control.


  Like, sometimes she went braless because he told her to. One time at Per Se -- Per Se! -- he made her take off her panties between the appetizer and entrée courses (thank god for long white tablecloths!). Maybe "that night" was about that. Mike got off on forcing her to have sex with another man.


  Or, maybe it was because of his parents. It was always about parents, right? Mike's mom and dad had divorced when he was 15, and since then he'd questioned the permanence of relationships. Was it possible for 2 people to love each other forever? So maybe "that night" was about Mike wanting to see how far Jen would go. Would she do anything for him? Did she love him enough to do anything for him? Even let another man have sex wtih her, if that's what he wanted? And after having sex with another man, would she still love Mike? Maybe "that night" was a test to see how much Jen loved Mike.


  Mike told Jen that he felt intensely jealousy seeing her with Greg, and that made her feel better. It proved he WAS possessive of her.


  In the end, Jen was assured about her relationship with Mike. "That night" was just a bump in the road, it hadn't changed anything. Jen had already decided that Mike was the one. She was just waiting for him to ask her.


  They'd been dating for 2 years. Her friends were openly asking her when Mike planned to pop the question. "Have you talked about marriage?" they asked her.


  But Jen wasn't the kind of girl to ask about marriage. Just like she'd never ask a boy out on a date. She was traditional that way. Or maybe it was her view of how romance worked. How she wanted to be romanced. It was up to the boy to ask.


  She was getting worried though. They were still young, she was only 23 (and Mike 26), but still, 2 years was a long time. Especially since they'd been living together for much of that time.


  Jen worried Mike would get tired of her. He was around pretty girls all the time. And on Wallstreet, all the girls wore tight skirts, hose and high heels, which she knew better than anyone that he had an eye for. And more than once -- way more than once -- she'd seen him checking girls out. She told herself that was just a guy thing. All men checked out pretty girls. It was harmless.


  But she'd keep worrying about it until he put a ring on her finger.


  ******************************


  After things were back to normal, Mike risked talking about "that night" from a sexual point of view.


  "So, how was it?" he hesitantly asked one evening when they were in bed.


  "How was what?"


  "You know ..." Mike said. "How was it with Greg?"


  "You really want to talk about it?" Jen asked.


  "I do."


  Jen looked at her boyfriend. She wasn't surprised, really. Over the last 2 years, he'd asked a lot about her old boyfriends. "It was okay," she said with a shrug.


  "You said he felt good," Mike reminded her.


  "Mike ... I don't know what you want me to say," Jen said with exasperation. "Are you holding this against me now?"


  "No, I'm not, I swear," Mike said, hugging and kissing her. "I just need to know."


  Jen hesitated, then said, "It was fine. It felt good. That's how sex is." Then she quickly added "It's a lot better with you."


  Mike smiled at her compliment. Then he asked "Did you cum?"


  "No," Jen said immediately.


  "Is that true? Are you lying?"


  "I'm not lying Mike."


  "I just don't want you to say something because you think it'll hurt my feelings," Mike said. "Just tell me the truth."


  Jen had never orgasmed from intercourse. Which was strange, since she came easily from oral and hand play. But no man had ever made her cum from intercourse.


  When Jen told Mike that early on in their relationship, he took it as a challenge of course, and for the last 2 years he'd done everything he could to get her off via intercourse. But nothing he did worked.


  Mike was an experienced lover. He was handsome, had the kind of alpha personality that girls found attractive, and was considered an excellent catch given the schools he went to (Princeton undergrad, Columbia for his MBA) and his success at work. So he had his pick of girls, and had many to practice on before meeting Jen. And even though he didn't have the biggest cock (he was about 5 inches hard, and average thickness), he never had a girl complain about his sexual prowess. Jen repeatedly told him he was the best lover she'd ever had.


  He tried every position with Jen, and every technique. But he was never able to make her cum through intercourse. And Jen didn't fake it either. To her, honestly was everything. She often told Mike that honestly was the most important thing in a relationship. He agreed with that, because he knew his parents had not been honest with each other and that had been one of the reasons they divorced.


  Jen was worried about Mike's ego, so she constantly assured him that it was no big deal. She loved sex with Mike. LOVE IT! He was the BEST lover ever, and intercourse with him felt SUPER awesome even if she didn't cum.


  Anyways, she got her share of orgasms. Mike was SUPER considerate and he never hesitated to go down on her, which made him the BEST boyfriend EVER!


  And, like the rest of his lovemaking skills, he had a VERY talented tongue. A FREAKING AWESOME tongue.


  "I am telling you the truth," Jen insisted. "I didn't cum."


  Mike slowly nodded. He didn't show it, but he was relieved. He'd worried that with his bigger cock, Greg had gotten her to cum.


  Maybe if Greg was a better lover, he would have. That bothered him, but at the same time, the thought made his cock stir, which he didn't understand. Why would he get aroused by the idea of another man making Jen cum from intercourse, when he couldn't after 2 years of trying?


  "So ...," Mike continued. "Greg's cock is big."


  Jen shrugged but didn't reply.


  "Did you notice?" he asked.


  "I mean, yeah, I noticed," Jen said with a nervous laugh.


  "So how did it feel?"


  "I don't know," Jen said with another shrug. She evasively looked down at her feet, not meeting Mike's eyes. "Honestly, it was actually too much, if any thing."


  "Really? Because you told him it felt good," Mike reminded her.


  "I mean, I already told you," Jen sputtered, looking nervous. "That's how sex is."


  Mike looked at his girlfriend. He knew she was holding back, and that bothered him. But what was she not telling him? Did she enjoy sex with Greg more than she was admitting? The prospect made him feel jealous, but again the jealousy aroused him.


  "You looked incredibly sexy with him," he said, trying to make her feel more comfortable. "Seriously. Seeing him on top of you was the sexiest thing I've ever seen."


  "Really? Wow," Jen said looking surprised. "So you really liked it? I saw you jerking off really hard."


  "Yeah, I was," Mike said, his voice getting husky with arousal. He got on top of Jen, pushing up the t-shirt she was wearing. It was Mike's old frat t-shirt. She wore it every night to bed, or one of his other shirts, because he told her early on when they started dating that he liked seeing her wear his shirts.


  "I was so hot. I was out of control," Mike said, kissing her as he cupped her small perky breasts and rubbed her nipples. He pushed down her panties and pushed her legs open with his knee. Usually he'd spend more time on foreplay (it was no hardship, as she had a hot tight body) but this time he was too hot for that.


  He quickly rolled on a condom. He always used condoms, as Jen wasn't on the pill because of allergies (he had done her bare on "that night" and cum inside her, but luckily she hadn't gotten pregnant).


  He pushed his cock into her. He slow fucked his girlfriend as he continued to kiss her and play with her breasts and nipples. When he sensed that Jen was really into it, he put her long shapely legs over his shoulders and started to fuck her hard.


  Mike was an experienced lover, so he could last a long time. While Jen didn't cum from intercourse, he knew she liked getting fucked hard, and he was going to give it to her.


  Then unexpectantly, images of Greg fucking Jen appeared in his head. He tried to force the memories away, but they wouldn't stop. It was like a porno movie of "that night" playing in his head.


  Suddenly, Mike felt his orgasm building inside him. He couldn't stop it. "No!" he shouted inside his head, but there was nothing he could do. He came and shot his sperm into the condom.


  He panted as he pulled out and rolled off Jen. Fuck! He came after just a few moments, like a pimply teenager. He had never come that fast.


  "Sorry," he said, feeling embarrassed, as he tossed the condom into the trash.


  "Mike baby, it's okay," Jen said quickly. "It's a compliment actually."


  Mike frowned as he noted she wasn't even panting. He was mad and embarrassed at himself. He rolled back to her and put his hand on her pussy. He began rubbing her clit.


  "I'm okay baby," she said.


  "Just let me!" Mike growled. He immediately felt bad for yelling at her. It wasn't her fault. In a softer voice, he said "Let me make you cum." He played with her pussy, her clit, the way he knew she liked it.


  Jen rolled halfway so now they were on their sides, looking at each other as Mike jerked her off with his hand. Her eyelids got heavy lidded and her lips parted, telling him that she was getting close. Mike grinned and said "You've got your cum face on."


  Jen smiled back at him. "Cum face" was one of their secret inside jokes, the kind all couples have.


  Then once again, out of nowhere, images of Greg fucking Jen appeared in his head. He couldn't stop them no matter how he tried. His cock got hard again, and without thinking, he said "Do you want to do it again?"


  Jen knew of course what he was talking about. She immediately said "No. You're all I want."


  "What if I want you to?" Mike asked.


  "Is that what you want?" she asked back.


  Mike hesitated, then admitted "... I'm not sure."


  Jen's eyes widened in surprise. It was so rare to see Mike looking unsure. He was a freaking Master of the Universe. They were never unsure, they never had doubts.


  Mike's show of vulnerability charmed Jen. It made her love him more.


  But again? She wasn't sure about that. She definitely was not sure about that.


  "What you're doing to me, it feels really good," she said, changing the subject. Jen never lied, but she was good at changing the subject.


  Mike decided not to talk about "that night" anymore. He worked on giving her pleasure. A few minutes later she came, arching her back and whimpering as the orgasm flowed through her body.


  Mike was still hard. He rolled on another condom, then got back on top of Jen. She was surprised, as her boyfriend rarely got hard again so fast after cumming.


  Mike pushed into her. He promised himself he would not cum fast again. Whenever images of Jen on her back with Greg on top of her crept into his head, he forced them away. This time he was successful.


  Mike made love to his girlfriend, kissing her as he moved in and out. It was passionate too, and he was gratified to hear her moans and pants.


  Mike pulled Jen's arms above her head. He pinned her hands there and Jen whimpered. She loved it when he did this. She was submissive, a bottom, and she loved when Mike -- her man -- controlled her, took what he wanted from her, used her body for his pleasure.


  Mike used one hand to hold her hands above her head. He used his other hand to finger her clit. They locked eyes as he fingered and fucked her.


  When she was close to cumming -- and Mike could always tell when she was close, when she got her cum face on -- he allowed himself to cum too. They came together.


  Then after, Jen curled up into his arms, and they fell asleep holding each other.


  ************************


  (Later that week)


  It was clear Greg felt awkward around Mike since "that night." He avoided Mike in the office, even to the point of turning the other way if he saw Mike in the hallway.


  Mike chuckled at that. Greg was a nice guy, but he was a follower, a beta. Greg wasn't a winner. He was a nice guy, Mike liked him. But frankly, he was weak, unable to stand up to other men. That was why he probably wasn't going to make partner.


  And it was also why Mike wasn't concerned about Greg having sex with Jen. After 2 years together, Mike knew Jen's type. She was attracted to confident, assertive, strong men. Men who took charge. Alphas. Men like Mike.


  That wasn't Greg at all. He was a nice guy, Mike liked him, they were friends. But he wasn't at all threatened by Greg.


  Mike wasn't going to ignore what happened, or pretend it didn't happen, or be passive aggressive about it. Losers were passive aggressive. Real men were upfront about things. And that's how he was going to be with Greg.


  At Mike's urging, they went to lunch. Mike picked the restaurant. After all, he had the unlimited expense account (Greg didn't, which was another sign he wasn't going to make partner).


  They went to Scarpetta. Honestly Mike wasn't crazy about the restaurant. He thought the foliage coming down from the ceiling was kind of gay. But it was the latest "place to be seen" power lunch spot.


  And, Scarpetta was in the James NoMad hotel, and Mike had fond memories of JaNo. The day before meeting Jen, Mike had fucked a very hot MILF in her room at JaNo. She was on business travel in NYC and looking for some fun. Mike was happy to oblige, especially when he saw her long legs and her sexy stiletto heels. They were red and looked wet, just like her lipstick.


  Mike had never told Jen about this of course. He wasn't stupid. The last thing she wanted to hear was, the day before Mike fucked Jen's brains out in her apartment, he was fucking a hot MILF in JaNo.


  Mike had been faithful to Jen though. He wasn't a cheat. That MILF was the last girl he fucked. Ever since, it had been just Jen.


  A few times though, Mike had taken Jen to Scarpetta, because Italian was her favorite food and she liked the gay foliage falling from the ceiling. Not that he ever made gay jokes in front of her. She was a leftwing democrat. Mike didn't care about politics, not with her. With her looks, her tight bod, and her sweet personality, she could be a socialist and he wouldn't care.


  Mike got a scotch. Highland Park.


  Greg ordered a Cosmo. Really? A pink drink? Mike laughed inside. But he didn't make fun of the guy. He wasn't a jerk. Well, that wasn't quite true. Mike was a jerk, at least sometimes. But he wasn't an asshole.


  "So Greg," Mike began once their drinks arrived. "We need to talk about that night."


  "Mike, are you pissed at me?" Greg timidly asked. He was clearly scared.


  "I'm not pissed at you Greg," Mike said. "If I was pissed, I would've punched you in the face. Do you see me punching you?"


  "You sound like you're pissed," Greg said warily.


  Mike laughed. "I'm not pissed," he assured his friend. "But let's make sure we're on the same page. You owe me now. So when you get a girlfriend, a girl you really like, I get to fuck her. Then we'll be even. Okay?"


  Greg's eyes went wide with shock and alarm.


  Mike laughed. "I'm just fucking with you," he said with a grin. "Shit, if I ever fucked another girl, Jen would seriously cut off my dick. And I'm not even kidding. She is so jealous. She's hot though when she gets mad."


  Still grinning, Mike said "She's hot, right? You think she's hot?"


  "Everyone thinks Jen's hot," Greg said, looking nervously down at his feet.


  Suddenly the memory of this man on top of his girlfriend flashed into his head. Her blouse was open, her bra unsnapped. Her skirt bunched up around her waist. Her panties lay somewhere on the floor. Greg was fucking her, Jen's long shapely legs wrapped around his waist. She still wore the garter belt, the stockings. Her pretty feet were pointed as he pounded her pussy. Jen panted into Greg's face as he fucked her.


  Mike flushed at the memories. He gulped down the Highland Park and tried to compose himself. Then, without thinking, he blurted out "Are you coming to happy hour tonight?" The young people from their firm -- the 20 and 30 somethings -- typically went to happy hour on Friday nights.


  "I wasn't planning to," Greg sourly said with a shrug. Mike understood. It was hard for Greg to be around their co-workers since it was common knowledge that he probably wasn't on partnership track.


  "You should come," Mike said. "Jen'll be there. You can hang with us."


  Chapter 3


  Jen hesitated when she saw Greg with Mike and the rest of their co-workers. But people had already seen her and were calling her over so she had no choice but to join the group.


  It had been a month since "that night." She felt awkward seeing Greg, and it was clear he felt awkward too.


  Jen gave hello kisses to people she knew. Then she gave Mike a hug and a more lingering "girlfriend" kiss. Then it was time to say hello to Greg. People knew they were friends, so they would wonder if she didn't say hello. And rumors were the last thing Jen wanted now.


  While still holding Mike's hand, she halfway turned her body so she was sorta facing Greg. She forced a smile and said "Hey Greg."


  "Hi," Greg said back. He looked wary, like he didn't know what to do.


  Jen got on her tiptoes to give him a hello peck on the cheek. Even in high heels, she still had to get on her tiptoes because he was much taller.


  Mike found himself breathing harder. He suddenly realized that things were different. All the men in the bar, they were checking his hot girlfriend out, undressing her with their eyes, wondering what it felt like to touch her, to be inside her. But Greg HAD seen Jen's body. He HAD touched her. He DID know what it felt like to be inside her pussy.


  "Are you okay?" Jen asked him. She was looking worriedly at his face. "Are you feeling okay?"


  Mike grabbed her arm. "Come on, you need a drink," he said. He led her to the bar.


  "She'll have a Belvedere martini, no vermouth, extra dirty, with olives," Mike told the bartender. "And I'll have another Highland Park."


  Jen was staring at Mike. It wasn't because he was ordering for her. He always ordered for her. She liked that.


  It was because she was wondering what he was thinking about.


  Their drinks arrived and Jen took a sip of the dirty martini. She was waiting for her boyfriend to say something.


  Mike was looking back at his girlfriend. He abruptly said "Greg and I talked about it today."


  "Is that what we're calling it now. It?" Jen joked with a slight smile.


  Mike smiled back, then said "He said he thinks you're very hot."


  Jen's smile turned into a "deer in the headlights" look.


  "I convinced him to come to happy hour tonight," Mike continued. "I told him he could hang with us. With you and me."


  Jen's eyes went wide, realizing where this was going. She took a big gulp of the martini, finishing it. Mike ordered her another one.


  "I'm going to talk to Greg," Mike told his girlfriend as her new drink arrived. "Why don't you be my social butterfly while I'm talking to him." It was another one of their inside jokes -- Jen was outgoing and liked to socialize, she would literally talk with anyone, and Mike had taken to call her "his social butterfly."


  Mike walked over to Greg. He saw he was checking Jen out as she talked to some of their co-workers. "She's looks good tonight, right?" Mike asked.


  Jen was wearing a fitted white blouse over a black pencil skirt. The blouse was tight across her breasts and the skirt ended a couple inches above her knees. She wore black hose and black high heels. Because she knew she'd be seeing Mike's co-workers, she'd curled her long blonde hair and spent extra time on her makeup. She wanted to look extra pretty for her boyfriend. And she did look pretty. So hot and beautiful she looked like a movie star or supermodel.


  Greg didn't answer but he was ogling Jen with his eyes. Mike saw his eyes drift to her legs and he said "Yes, she is."


  "What?" Greg asked, not understanding.


  "You're wondering if she's wearing stockings and a garter belt, like the other night," Mike said. "Yes, she is. That's what she usually wears. She says it makes her feel sexy."


  Greg gulped. "You shouldn't be telling me this," he said.


  "Why?"


  "Because it's private things she's told you," Greg said. "You're her boyfriend. I shouldn't know these things."


  "But you've been intimate with her," Mike reminded him.


  Greg gulped again.


  "Can I ask you a personal question?" Mike said.


  When Greg nodded, Mike asked "When were you with a girl last? I mean, before that night?"


  Greg looked embarrassed. "I don't know. A long time," he admitted. Looking sheepish, he said "This partnership thing has kinda killed my confidence. You know?"


  Mike gave him a sympathetic nod. "And since then, have you been with a girl?" he asked.


  Greg shook his head no.


  "But you're still a man," Mike said. "You have needs."


  "Why are you saying this?" Greg asked with exasperation.


  Mike swallowed hard. His cock was uncomfortably erect in his pants. "I'm just saying, you needed Jen that night. You needed her body. To take care of your needs."


  Greg stared at Mike.


  "Am I right?" Mike asked. His voice with husky with lust.


  Greg hesitated. Then he nodded yes.


  "And now you haven't had a girl since then," Mike said.


  Greg didn't reply. Like Mike, he was breathing hard.


  "She likes her neck kissed," Mike said. "Start at her shoulder, then kiss up her neck, to her ear, to behind her ear. Just below her ear. It drives her crazy."


  Greg stared at Mike.


  "You already know her nipples are super sensitive," Mike continued. "Her knees are really sensitive too. Not the back of her knees though. That's too much. But when you're inside her, if you put her legs on your shoulders, she likes it then. She likes it if you caress the back of her knees while you're fucking her."


  "Why are you telling me this?" Greg hissed in a low voice. His face looked pained, like Mike was torturing him.


  "Do you want to be with her again?" Mike asked.


  Greg's eyes went wide. "Are you serious?" he asked incredulously.


  "Do you need my girlfriend's body again?" Mike asked. "To take care of your needs? If you want to do this, you have to answer me Greg."


  Greg hesitated, like he was wondering if this was some kind of trap. Then he said "Yes."


  Mike nodded. "But you need to understand," he said. "She belongs to me. So I'm in control. Okay?"


  Greg nodded as he said "Yes."


  "We shouldn't be seen leaving together," Mike said, glancing around at their co-workers. He didn't want rumors any more than Jen. "You leave now. We'll meet you at our apartment."


  Greg was about to leave when Mike grabbed his arm. He said, "Greg. On the way, you should buy some condoms. In your size."


  Greg stared at Mike. Both men were breathing hard. Then he turned towards the exit.


  When Greg was gone, Mike looked across the room at Jen. She was looking back at him. Clearly, she'd been watching the 2 men talk.


  With a slight movement of his head, he motioned to where Greg had gone. Jen's expression turned into that "deer in the headlights" look again, and she gulped down the rest of her martini.


  ************************


  They were in an uBer on the way to their apartment. "Mike, I don't know about this," Jen whispered doubtfully.


  "Greg is having a hard time meeting girls," Mike whispered back. "He knows he's not making partner, and that's killed his confidence. You know how he is. He's shy. I can't exactly seeing him getting on Tinder."


  "I feel sorry for him," Jen said honestly. "But how does that affect us?"


  Mike looked into Jen's eyes as he whispered, "Before that night, he hadn't been with a girl for a long time. He told me. He has needs though. All men do. He needed you to take care of his needs."


  Jen's eyes opened wide. Her lips parted.


  Mike hugged his girlfriend, feeling her tight sexy body under her sexy outfit. He whispered into her ear "Jenny baby, Greg needed your body to take care of his needs. And now he needs you again. He said so."


  "He told you that?" Jen asked incredulously.


  Mike nodded. "Jenny baby, he needs your body again, to take care of his needs. And I'm going to give you to him. He's my friend. I'm going to let him use your body to take care of his needs."


  Jen swallowed hard at her boyfriend's words. Then she shook as a shiver ran though her. "You really want this?" she asked.


  "Yesssss," Mike hissed lustfully.


  "It really gets you hot?"


  "Yesssss," he hissed again.


  "But you have to promise," Jen said desperately. "If I do this again, it won't affect us. You'll still love me. It won't affect us. Do you promise?"


  "I promise Jenny baby," Mike said, hugging her girlfriend tight and kissing her. "I promise."


  **********************


  "I want you to kiss," Mike told them.


  They were in their apartment. Jen was sitting on the sofa next to Greg. Mike was sitting across from them, in an arm chair.


  Mike owned the apartment. He bought it with cash from his bonus checks. He had just started dating Jen, and she was very impressed. Very impressed.


  She didn't know anyone who was as successful at Mike. And he was so young, just 3 years older than her. All her friends were aspiring dancers and actors, living in groups of 4 or 5 in small ratty apartments.


  Jen had no money back then. She relied on her pretty looks to get into clubs for free and men to buy her drinks. So when Mike called his bank to transfer the money to pay for the apartment -- the way freaking Donald Trump would do it! -- she was VERY impressed.


  And Mike was so handsome. So gorgeous! Jen was pretty sure he was the most handsome man she had ever met.


  The day after she slept with Mike after meeting him at Death & Co, she was afraid he wouldn't call her, that she'd been too easy. She squealed -- literally squealed! -- when he called her later that week and asked her out. She was head over heels almost immediately. When he asked her to move in with him, it was the happiest day of her life.


  Jen waited for Mike to say the L word first. But really, she fell in love with him at Death & Co, when he looked at her with his beautiful dark eyes.


  For her part, Jen kept Mike happy. Very happy. Jen didn't have that much going for her. Not really. She wasn't book smart. She barely graduated from college. She needed a calculator for any kind of math. Seriously. Any kind of math. And to be honest, she wasn't that talented as a dancer.


  But she had a pretty face. Maybe even a beautiful face. She had a firm body, a tight ass, and long legs. Her breasts were small, but -- and this proved they were meant to be together -- Mike preferred girls with little tits. Mike called her tits her "little high school breasts." It was another one of their inside jokes.


  And Jen knew how to make a man happy. Like wearing stockings and heels. And when she was on her period, she gave her man plenty of blowjobs. Like, every day. More if he wanted. And she always swallowed. Although, sometimes, Mike liked to see it dribble out of her mouth and down her chin. Mike was a bad boy. That was something else she loved about him.


  Jen loved their apartment. Mike owned it, but she thought of it as hers too. The apartment was in a converted warehouse in TriBeCa, so all the apartments in the building had exposed brick walls and high ceilings. New Yorkers called them 2/2 apartments -- 2 bedrooms, 2 full baths.


  Because the apartments had high ceilings, they were advertised as "loft apartments" even though none of the apartments had lofts. Still, Mike and Jen called their home their "loft apartment." It was another one of their inside jokes. It was the culture of their relationship.


  They could walk to so many wonderful restaurants. Tribeca Grill, the famous restaurant owned by Robert De Niro, was one of their favorites. They met him once while dining there. They met Robert De Niro!


  They also liked Nobu. Jen had never had sushi until Mike took her there. She practically had an orgasm the first time she ate ahi tuna sashimi. It was so freaking amazing!


  She loved their loft apartment! She loved their neighborhood!


  And now she was sitting on the sofa with Greg, in their loft apartment. And Mike wanted her to kiss him. He wanted her to kiss another man.


  It was ... so ... fucking ... crazy.


  "I want you to kiss," Mike said again.


  Jen looked hesitantly at Mike, and then Greg. He looked as hesitant as her. She looked back at Mike. He gave her an encouraging smile and nod.


  Jen had misgivings about this. But it was what her boyfriend wanted her to do.


  She looked back at Greg. He still looked hesitant. She gave him an encouraging smile, just as Mike had given her. Then she leaned in towards Greg. She was happy to see him leaning into her too. This would be easier if she didn't have to lead him. If she didn't have to control him. She didn't really know how to do that.


  Jen closed her eyes. She always closed her eyes when she kissed a boy. They leaned closer. And then their lips touched. They nibbled at each other's lips. Then their lips parted slightly, and they pressed harder. Still soft, but harder. They were kissing. Making out.


  "Oh god," Mike moaned as he watched his girlfriend kissing another man. Jealousy spiked inside him. It hurt but, it was delicious too. He held a tumbler in his hand. He took a long drag of the Highland Park.


  Mike watched as Jen put her hand up behind Greg's head. She ran her fingers through his hair as they continued to kiss.


  "Wow, Jesus, wow," Mike said under his breath. Then he saw Jen's cheek move. Greg's tongue was in her mouth. They were tonguing each other. "Oh gaaawd," Mike groaned, bending forward like in pain.


  When he looked up, they were looking at him. They were both panting. Jen's cheeks were flushed. Her hand was still around his neck. "Are you alright?" she asked him with her sweet voice.


  "Yesssss," Mike said, his voice a lustful hiss. "Keep going."


  Jen got up and walked over to Mike. She sat down next to him. She hugged him. Then, with their faces close together, she whispered "We don't have to do this. We can stop. Greg can go home, and we can go to bed."


  Mike shook his head no. "Go back and sit with Greg," he told her.


  Jen sat back with Greg. "Closer," Mike said. Jen slid closer to Greg until their hips almost touched.


  "Greg," Mike said. "Unbutton her blouse."


  Greg eagerly reached for Jen's front. He unbuttoned her blouse to her skirt. Then he boldly pushed the blouse off her shoulders, completely exposing her bra covered breasts. Kissing Jen had given him more confidence. He was pretty sure she'd been into it, as he'd heard her moan, although her moans had been so soft he doubted Mike heard them.


  "Jen, look at me," Mike ordered. "Pull your hair to the side. Let Greg see your neck. Yeah, like that. Now Greg ... kiss Jen's neck. Like I told you."


  "You told Greg what I like?" Jen asked incredulously.


  Mike nodded. Looking at his girlfriend, he said "Greg needs your body to take care of his needs. But I want you to enjoy it too."


  Jen's lips parted as she stared at her boyfriend.


  "Greg, kiss Jen's neck," Mike ordered again. Then he said in a softer voice, "Jenny baby ... keep looking at me."


  Jen had a blank expression on her face as Greg began kissing her. As Mike said, he started at her shoulder, at her bra strap. Then he kissed across her shoulder, then moved up her neck.


  Greg had soft lips and he nibbled and lightly dabbed with the tip of his tongue as he kissed her. He took his time, and his patience surprised Mike. His efforts worked though, because as he reached halfway up Jen's neck, her blank expression changed. Her lips parted and she began breathing harder.


  Her eyelids got heavy as Greg's lips neared her ear. Mike called it her bedroom eyes, and it was a sure sign of her arousal.


  Jen kept her eyes on Mike as her breathing got heavier and her cheeks more flushed. The entire time, he felt a big vise around his heart, as he watched another man arousing his girlfriend.


  Then Greg reached her ear. A little bit below and behind her ear. He lingered there, kissing, nibbling, softly licking. Jen's eyelids fluttered, as she kept her eyes on Mike and tried to pretend like everything was normal. But her breathing got harder and her cheeks more flushed. Her face looked strained. Mike knew what he was seeing. Another man was seducing his girlfriend.


  "God, yeah, god, god," Mike groaned under his breath. Seeing another man arousing Jen in front of his eyes was so exciting. He put his hand on his crotch and rubbed his hard cock through his pants.


  "Greg," Mike began, his voice hoarse through arousal. "Put your hand on Jen's breast. Cup her. Rub her nipple with your thumb."


  Jen's bra was midnight black. The bra was mostly black lace with metal underwire, and unlined. Early on in their relationship, Mike had mentioned that he thought blonde girls in black lingerie was hot. Since then, she had mostly worn only black lace under her clothes. For Mike.


  Jen's perky nipples were upturned. At the moment, they were hard like little pencil erasers. They dented the wispy lace of the bra. Mike knew it was Greg (not him) who got her nipples hard like that, and that knowledge made him dizzy with jealousy and lust.


  He watched as Greg, who was still nibbling at Jen's neck, reached for her breast. Jen clenched her jaw when she felt him cup her. Then he rolled her nipple with his thumb, through the lace of her bra, and she finally lost her composure. She rolled her head back and whimpered "oh oh oh oh oh ...."


  "Oh jeez, oh jeez, that's good, that's good," Mike moaned as he watched his girlfriend respond to Greg's lips and fingers. "Greg, Greg," he groaned. "Her bra. Unsnap her bra."


  Greg first pulled Jen's blouse off her arms. Then he reached behind her with both hands. With expertise that surprised both Mike and Jen, he pulled down on the bra strap, then undid the snap. He pulled off the bra and tossed it onto the floor. It landed next to her white blouse.


  Mike moaned at the sight in front of him. The previous time -- the first time -- Jen had kept her blouse and bra on, even though they were open and unsnapped. Now though, she was completely naked from the waist up with another man. With another man. And she was responding to him.


  "Touch her breasts Greg," Mike said with a lust filled husky voice. "Suck her nipples."


  Greg cupped her bare breasts, her little high school breasts. He gently kneaded and caressed them. Then he lowered his head and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. "Mmmph ...," Jen moaned. She tried to keep eye contact with Mike, but then she lost it. She wrapped her arms around his head and pulled him against her bosom. "Oh god, Greg, oh god ...," she moaned.


  The vise squeezed hard Mike's heart as he heard his girlfriend say another man's name. "Yeah, that's good, yeah," he softly whimpered under his breath. "Say his name, say his name ..."


  After a few moments of Greg fondling and kissing Jen's breasts, Mike said "Greg, reach behind her and unzip her skirt."


  Greg moved his hands around Jen's waist but she said "It's on the side." She was breathing hard, panting. She reached to her side and pulled down the zipper. Greg tried to pull the skirt down but it was too tight to pull down sitting the way they were.


  Jen got off the sofa and stood up. She faced Mike, looking into her eyes. "That's it Jenny baby," he said, nodding encouraging at her. "Take off your skirt. I want Greg to see you."


  Mike pulled his chair closer so he had a better view.


  Jen looked into his eyes as she shimmied the tight pencil skirt down her long legs. Then it was puddled around her high heeled feet. Since she was still facing Mike, Greg was able to see her backside. She wore a black garter belt, black stockings and black panties. The panties were a thong and the material was bunched into her crack, so it was like her ass was naked, fully exposed to Greg's eager eyes.


  "Jen, god, so hot," Greg said with his eyes locked on her tight ass framed by the garter belt. His face burned with lust. Suddenly, he fell to his knees behind her. He was frenzied, out of control. He grabbed her hips with both hands, pulling her cheeks apart. Then with his thumb, he managed to reach into her exposed crack and pull the thong to the side.


  For a moment Greg looked at what he had exposed. Jen was completely hairless there. Like the rest of her body, the skin was soft, smooth and unblemished, although light in color since this was a part of her that never saw the sun. His eyes focused on her little puckered asshole. That's when he really lost it. He frantically pressed his nose into her crack and began licking.


  "Oh oh oh," Jen whimpered as she felt Greg's tongue on her most intimate parts. Her knees weakened, so she grabbed Mike's shoulders for support. With her body shuddering, she whimpered "Greg ... Greg's licking my ass ...."


  "Oh god, oh god ..." Mike gasped.


  Greg moved his hand to her front. He edged his fingers into her panties, and quickly found her clit. "Mmmmph ahhhhh ahhhhh," Jen moaned, her head rolling back. Greg was rubbing her clit as he licked her ass.


  "Oh god, shit, shit, oh god, Greg ...," Jen moaned. "I'm cumming ... oh shit ... I'm cumming, I'm cumming ...."


  Then Jen collapsed onto Mike as her body shook, an intense orgasm ripping through her tight sexy body.


  Mike was startled. Things had moved so fast. What Greg had done was unexpected. Licking her ass while rubbing her clit? Mike had never done that to his girlfriend. As far as he knew, no man had ever done that to her. Greg was the first to do that to her, the first to make her cum that way.


  For the first time, Mike wondered if he had underestimated Greg. He wondered if it was a mistake to share his girlfriend with him.


  Greg abruptly stood up. He grabbed Jen by her shoulders and pushed her onto the sofa. She fell onto her back, looking up at Greg, a surprised look on her face.


  Greg frantically tore off his clothes. His cock was hard. He threw Jen's legs apart and then pulled her panties to the side. Her approached her pussy with his cock in his hand.


  "Oh god, yeah, that's good, that looks so good," Mike panted as he saw Greg press the knob of his big cock against Jen's pussy lips. Then he rubbed his cock up and down her slit, lubricating himself. "Oh wow, jesus, yeah, that's so good, so good," Mike chanted.


  "You're going to use her now, right Greg?" Mike said lustfully. "You're going to use my girlfriend's body for you needs, right Greg?"


  "Yeah, yeah, that's right," Greg answered, his voice husky with lust like Mike's.


  "You hear that baby?" Mike asked. "You okay with that?"


  "Oh yeah, yeah," Jen said. She was as lustful now as the two men. She looked at Greg and said, "Use me Greg. Use my body. Use Mike's girlfriend to take care of your needs."


  "Oh god Jenny baby!" Mike moaned. He had his cock out now and was stroking himself. "That's so good! So good!"


  Greg pushed into Jen. They both grunted at the penetration. "God, so tight Jen," he groaned.


  Jen put a hand on his chest and said "Slow Greg."


  Greg pushed in slow. "Mmmph ah ah mmph ah ..." Jen groaned as he slowly penetrated her. His cock got thicker at the base, so the deeper he pushed, the more he stretched her open. "Wow, god, wow, wow ...," she gasped as Greg pushed in deeper. He was stretching her pussy more than any man have ever done before. And with his long cock, he was going in deep too.


  Greg began short in and out movements, each time pushing in deeper. Jen panted, looking into Greg's eyes as he penetrated her body more and more. She sucked in her breath and groaned each time he moved in and out.


  Then Jen realized she was paying too much attention to Greg, at the expense of her boyfriend. She looked at Mike. She saw he had his cock out and was stroking himself. She reached for his hand, saying "Mike baby, hold my hand ...." Mike took her hand, but continued to jerk off with his other hand.


  "You're doing really good baby," Mike told her. "You look so sexy with Greg's cock in you."


  "That's what you want?" she asked. She needed assurance again that this wouldn't affect them.


  "Yes," Mike lustfully hissed. "This is. So. Fucking. Hot."


  Greg finally got all the way in. As he pushed the last inch into her -- the thickest inch -- Jen grimaced and squeezed Mike's hand hard. "Oh god!" she groaned, a wince in her pretty face.


  "Is Greg's cock too much baby?" Mike asked her, reminding her what she said about the first time.


  "It is too much," Jen said back, sweat covering her brow from the exertion. Then she looked at Greg and added "But it's okay, it's --"


  At that moment, Greg pulled out half way, then pushed back in.


  "Oh fuck!" Jen grunted. Greg did it again and she moaned "Ohmygaaaawd!"


  Then Greg began fucking her faster, and harder. He leaned forward on his elbows, his chest pressing down on Jen's breasts. Their faces were barely an inch apart. They panted into each other's mouth.


  With Greg positioned that way, his cock was rubbing up as opposed to down. Jen didn't realize it at the time, but his cock was rubbing against her g-spot.


  Jen felt something building inside her. It was an unfamiliar sensation, she had never felt this inside her before. Then with a start, she realized what it was. She was nearing a vaginal orgasm! Greg was going to make her cum from intercourse!


  Mike's eyes were on Greg's cock pistoning in and out of Jen's pussy. He was fucking her hard, like a battering ram. As he watched, Mike rapidly jerked his cock. It was like last time, he was in a frenzy, he felt out of control.


  Greg was moaning hard. Mike sensed he was close to cumming. Then he realized something, and his head practically exploded.


  "Greg you fucker!" Mike yelled. "You're not wearing a condom!"


  "What? What?" Greg said. He didn't stop fucking Jen. "I'm sorry ...."


  "Pull out you fucker!" Mike yelled. "Don't you dare cum inside her!"


  Greg forced himself to pull out. "I'm sorry, I forgot, I'm sorry ...," he said.


  "You fucking forgot?!" Mike yelled incredulously. "You mother fucker!"


  As Mike glared and yelled at Greg, he didn't notice the look on Jen's face. She looked bewildered and confused. She also looked disappointed. She'd been about to cum. She'd been on the brink. Greg pulled out just as she was about to cum. It would've been the first time.


  "Mike, Mike, I'm sorry, I really forgot," Greg pleaded. He reached for his pants and pulled out a condom. "I bought condoms, just like you said. See? I just forgot. I'm sorry, man."


  Greg's words seemed to placate Mike somewhat. At least he'd stopped yelling.


  Jen looked at the condom in Greg's hand. The label said "Magnum XL."


  "Would it be okay, I mean, can I finish?" Greg meekly said to Mike. "I was just about to cum." He quickly ripped open the condom package and rolled the condom onto his shaft. "Can I?"


  Before Mike could answer, Jen reached for Greg's cock with her hands. "I can finish him this way, okay?" she said. She was looking at Mike. She was asking her boyfriend, not Greg.


  Mike considered a moment. Then he nodded his head.


  Jen rolled the condom off and began stroking him with both hands. Greg groaned at the touch of her soft hands.


  Jen had not wanted to let Greg back inside her. She was still coming to grips with what almost happened. If Greg made her cum through intercourse, she'd feel like she was betraying Mike. It would be like cheating on him. Mike should be the first man to make her cum that way. Or if not him, then no one should.


  As Jen stroked Greg, she looked at Mike and mouthed "I love you."


  Mike mouthed back "I love you too."


  Then Greg came, splattering Jen's stomach with his cum.


  Chapter 4


  The next week, Greg approached Mike. He went into his office and closed the door.


  "Mike, I wanted to apologize again about the other night," he said. "About not using a condom."


  Mike frowned at Greg, but he was no longer angry. After all, things turned out all right, since he had pulled out. "I don't want to have to remind you each time," he said sternly.


  Greg brightened. "You mean we'll do it again?" he asked hopefully.


  "I don't know," Mike said. "I'm just saying, if it does, I don't want to have to remind you. You just do it. We've told you. Jen's not on the pill. She's allergic to it."


  "So ... is Jen unhappy with me?" Greg asked hesitantly. "I thought she was getting off on it."


  Mike's eyes narrowed. "Be careful what you say Greg," he said harshly. "This is my girlfriend you're talking about. Don't get any ideas."


  "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Greg said, his hands out in surrender.


  Mike shook his head. He couldn't believe how easy Greg gave into things. Not just this but everything. It was like the dude didn't have a backbone. How did he ever wind up on Wall Street?


  "Look," Mike said with a softer tone. "We're dudes, we can enjoy things for what they are, we don't over analyze things. But Jen, well, she's a good girl. So she's trying to get her head around it. So that's what's going on. Jen's trying to get her head around it. So I'm not saying it's gonna happen, or not gonna happen. We'll just have to see." Then Mike trained a hard glare at Greg and said "If I hear you bragging about this, I will seriously kick your ass."


  "Mike, Mike, come on, I would never do that, I won't say anything," Greg said, his hands out in surrender again. "Can I ... can I tell you something?"


  Mike clenched his jaw, feeling impatient. Greg was a nice guy, but sometimes he was too nice. Why ask permission to say something? Get a fucking backbone and just say it!


  "Sure, go ahead," Mike said, doing his best to hide his irritation.


  "After being with Jen, well ...," Greg sputtered, both nervous and embarrassed. "What I'm trying to say is, once you get some sex, you want it more, you know? So I've been going out to try and meet a girl ...." His voice trailed off dejectedly.


  "No luck buddy?" Mike asked, giving his friend a sympathetic smile.


  Greg shook his head. He shrugged and said sheepishly, "The bar scene's not really my thing."


  "Have you tried Tinder?"


  Greg looked down at his feet. "I can't see myself doing that," he said.


  Then, still looking at his feet, he sputtered, "So, I mean ... I still have needs ... and if you and Jen are up for it ... I mean, if Jen is, and if you don't mind ... you know what I'm saying Mike?"


  "You'd like to use her again," Mike said, staring at Greg, his throat suddenly dry. "You'd like to use my girlfriend's body again, to take care of your needs."


  Greg still wasn't able to look Mike in the eyes, but he nodded.


  *********************


  A month had gone by and Jen wasn't interested in doing it again. They talked about it though. Mike liked to talk about it, he got off on it, and this (talking about it) was something Jen could do for her man.


  "I guess I don't get it," Mike said one evening when they were in bed. They were on their sides, looking at each other. "What we're doing is fun. We're young. We're sowing some wild oats. How is this not a good thing? I mean, I'm not using this to try to hook up with other girls. You believe me, right? And Greg's a nice guy. You like him, right?"


  "I like him, Mike," Jen said. "I don't know. I just feel like I'm cheating on you."


  "How can you be cheating if I'm right there? If you're doing what I'm telling you to do?"


  Jen gave a laugh. "Well, I did like that part," she admitted, grinning at her boyfriend. "I like it when you tell me what to do."


  Mike grinned back. "I know you do, you're my little submissive slut," he teased. They smiled into each other's eyes.


  "So, what else did you like about it?" Mike asked. "Come on, don't hold back. Tell me."


  "Well ...," Jen began. She laughed and her cheeks reddened. "This is embarrassing."


  "Come on, this is me," Mike said soothingly. "You can tell me anything."


  "Well, okay," Jen said. She hesitantly said "You know that part about Greg using me for his needs? That kinda got me hot."


  Mike smiled. He said "I thought it did. It got me hot too." He kissed her, and then pulled his frat t-shirt over her head. She was naked except for panties and white cotton socks (she always wore socks to bed because her feet got cold at night).


  Mike cupped her small perky breasts, then ran his hands down her stomach. "Your body's so tight and sexy," he said lustfully. "I see guys -- I see my friends -- checking you out. I used to get pissed, but now I think about them getting hot looking at you. I think about them using your body for their needs."


  Jen giggled. "Mike, you are a Bad Boy," she teased with a grin.


  "But you like it too. You just said it," Mike reminded her. "You like the idea of dudes using your body for their needs."


  "I like ... you ordering me to let them use my body for their needs," Jen said hesitantly. They looked at each other for a moment. Then they were all over each other. Mike was quickly inside her.


  "Greg ... he wants you again," Mike panted as he fucked Jen missionary. "He needs you to take care of his needs. We talked about it."


  "Ohhh gawd," Jen moaned. "You freaking talked about it?" she asked incredulously. She was panting as Mike slid in and out of her. "He really said that?"


  "He needs your body for his needs baby," Mike said lustfully. "He told me this a few weeks ago. He probably needs you even more now."


  "Gawd Mike," she moaned again. "I don't ... I don't get ..." she sputtered, finding it hard to talk while they fucked. "He's cute. He should be able to get girls."


  "He tries. No luck," Mike said. Then he asked "You think he's cute?"


  "I mean, not like you, he's not super gorgeous like you," Jen said immediately. "I'm just saying, Greg's not ugly."


  "I think he's too passive. Girls don't like that," Mike said. He found it exciting to talk about Greg as they had sex. And he'd figured out how to think about Jen and Greg together, while still controlling his body to avoid cumming too fast, so he could give his girlfriend the long hard fucking her sexy hot body deserved.


  "I guess ...," Jen said noncommittally.


  "Or maybe they just don't know how big a dick he has," Mike said with a grin. "Can you believe he has such a big cock?"


  Without thinking, Jen said "God no. He's freaking huge."


  Then she realized that she might have said the wrong thing. She didn't want to hurt her boyfriend's feelings. "But, I mean, size doesn't really matter."


  As she said this, though, she remembered what Greg's condom package said. Magnum. Extra Large. And he remembered how his cock had felt so big -- huge -- inside her.


  "It's okay Jenny baby," Mike said as he kissed her. "You don't have to worry about hurting my feelings. I'm not worried about Greg. I know he's not your type."


  Jen looked into her boyfriend's eyes and she said earnestly, "Mike baby ... you're the only man who's my type." She kissed him back.


  "I'm just saying ...," Mike said, finding it hard to talk. Talking about Greg with Jen again was making him dizzy with lust. "I know his dick's bigger than mine. It doesn't bother me. I think it's hot actually."


  Jen's eyes got big. "Really? Seriously?" she asked with surprise.


  "Yeah ... I can't explain why," Mike said, looking lustful but unsure.


  Jen was surprised but also charmed by his show of indecision and vulnerability. She reached up and hugged him, and they kissed.


  "That was really hot," Mike said after they were done. He was laying next to her now, both of them panting. He took off the condom and threw it away in a couple of tissues.


  "Yeah," Jen agreed with a giggle.


  Mike rolled over to her. He reached out and cupped one of her breasts. "I think it gets you hot to talk about Greg," he said with a grin.


  "I don't mind talking about it," Jen said.


  "So baby, are you going to let Greg use your body again to take care of his needs?" Mike asked.


  Jen sucked in her breath. "God Mike, you're incorrigible," she said.


  Mike moved his hand to her pussy. He knew she hadn't cum yet.


  "Don't deny it," he said as he began to touch her the way he knew she liked. "You just told me it gets you hot -- Greg using you."


  Jen arched her back at the touch of her boyfriend's fingers of her clit. "The fantasy gets me hot," she said.


  "This isn't just fantasy babe," Mike said. "He's already fucked you twice."


  Jen sucked in her breath again. "Mike baby ...," she began. "I'll always do what you want me to do. You know that. But I'm just afraid you'll get mad at me, and it'll affect us."


  "That'll never happen Jenny baby," Mike assured her.


  Jen hesitated. Then she decided to tell him. "What if I told you that Greg almost made me cum last time?" she asked.


  Mike looked shocked. "Seriously?" he asked.


  Jen nodded. "I think so. I'm not sure. You told him to pull out, remember? But I think I was about to cum."


  "Wow," Mike said incredulously. He stopped playing with Jen's pussy and rolled onto his back. "Wow," he said again as he looked up at the ceiling.


  His reaction instantly worried Jen. She rolled to him and hugged him. "You see?" she said. "Now you're mad at me."


  "I'm not mad ...," Mike said. "I just need to think about this ...."


  They were silent for long moments. The entire time, Jen clung to Mike, afraid he was mad at her.


  Finally Mike said "I think it would be good."


  "What?" Jen asked, getting up on her elbow to look into his handsome face.


  "I think it would be good if Greg made you cum," Mike said, looking into Jen's eyes. "I love you. I want you to experience that."


  Jen lips parted and her eyes opened wide with surprise. "Are you serious?" she asked incredulously.


  "I love you Jen," Mike said. "I want you to have everything."


  Jen's heart melted. At that moment, she loved Mike more than ever.


  She shook her head though. "Now that I know it's possible, I want to do it with you," she said. "Greg ... we have those memories with him. We can talk about it and get each other hot. But I think 2 times is enough. It's probably 2 times too much."


  Mike rolled with Jen so now he was on top. He was hard again, and Jen felt his erection against her thigh.


  "Mike, god, really?" she said with a giggle. He hardly ever got hard again that fast.


  "Yeah, I know," he said with a grin as he rolled on another condom. He pushed back into her pussy. "I don't know why ... but the idea of Greg fucking you and making you cum gets me hot."


  Jen's eyes opened wide again with surprise again. Mike was really surprising her tonight.


  "I'm so hot, I won't last long," Mike warned her. "Play with yourself baby. I want you to cum too."


  Jen nodded. She reached down between their bodies and she began circling and stroking her clit as Mike fucked her. They did this often. Even though she had never cum solely from intercourse, Jen got her share of orgasms from Mike's tongue, his fingers, and her own fingers.


  They looked into each other's eyes and panted into each other's faces as they both worked themselves to orgasm.


  **********************


  Amanda was one of the most powerful partners. In addition to being a major rainmaker, she chaired the partnership committee. In that role, she had more influence than anyone on who became partner, and who didn't.


  Amanda was married to Maynard, who was a retired Marine and now a contractor for the military. They'd been married for 20 years. Maynard was 15 years older than Amanda.


  Even though she was in her mid-40s, Amanda was still attractive and a head turner. She was curvy with big breasts and long legs. Like everyone on Wall Street, she dressed to impressed with tight dresses that hinted at her cleavage and showed a lot of leg. If you saw her on the street, you'd say she was a MILF, except she didn't have any children. The rumor was, she decided not to have any kids to keep her body tight and sexy.


  Soon after joining his firm, the first thing Mike noticed about Amanda was she wore stiletto high heels every day. And she usually wore hose rather than going bare leg like most girls nowadays. Mike couldn't help thinking that he'd be lucky if Jen aged as well as Amanda.


  But Mike also learned very fast -- like all his peers -- that Amanda was a balls buster with no patience for fools. She knew she was beautiful and she didn't mind if you looked. In fact, the bitch was a tease and seemed to get off on leaving men with blue balls. But if you touched her, or god forbid made a pass at her, she would cut your balls off. And you certainly didn't want to cross her husband, Maynard. Even though he was close to 60, the ex-Marine looked like he could kick anyone's ass.


  Mike rarely saw Amanda. Her kingdom was the penthouse floor where all the C-level players spent their time. Even they were afraid of Amanda. Everyone called her the Dragon Lady.


  So there was a sense of trepidation when Mike saw her walk into Greg's office and close the door. It was Friday. It was so like Amanda to ruin Greg's weekend.


  Then he was shocked when Amanda walked into his office an hour later. She sat in the chair in front of his desk and crossed her legs.


  After customary hellos, she got to the point. "Mike, you've impressed me," she said. "I've starting a new biz dev project. Very high profile, very high ceiling. I need a lead assistant. I want you to be that person."


  Mike's eyes went wide. This was big. Big. Not only would it guarantee his seat at the partnership table, it would also fast track him to coveted leadership positions. It was such a big opportunity he ignored being called an "assistant."


  "I'm in Amanda," Mike said immediately.


  "This project will involve serious travel," Amanda told him. "Sometimes overnights. Sometimes weekend trips."


  "I'm in," Mike assured her. "I'm up for it."


  Amanda nodded her head, as if to seal their new collaboration. Then she lingered for a moment, as she noticed Mike looking at her legs. Her dress had risen when she sat down and crossed her legs, rising past her mid-thigh.


  Mike suddenly realized he was ogling the Dragon Lady's legs. He snapped his head up to look at her face. She grinned, as if saying "I know you were checking me out." Then she got up and left.


  **********************


  (Author's note: What I've written next is inspired on something that happened in real life, a few months after I started dating the real Jen.)


  Friday meant happy hour. Jen met Mike at the bar. She was ecstatic when he told her about the new project with Amanda.


  Then they found out that Amanda had given Greg official notice he wasn't on partnership track. Since their company was up or out, he would have to leave. But Amanda did give Greg some time to find a new job.


  They were surprised Greg was at the happy hour. He put on a brave face and said he needed to get drunk.


  Most of their co-workers didn't care about Greg. He wasn't really part of their group. He was too different, and people had problems dealing with different. If anything, they said Wall Street wasn't for him, so it was good he was leaving so he could find a job that was a better fit for him.


  But Mike and Jen cared. They liked him. They were friends. They stayed with Greg throughout the happy hour, so he wouldn't be alone, and tried to make him feel better.


  As the happy hour wound down and their co-workers dispersed, Mike pulled Jen aside so they could speak privately. "It really sucks about Greg," he said.


  "Yeah, it really does," Jen agreed. "I wish we could make him feel better."


  "You know what he needs to feel better?"


  "What?" Jen asked.


  Mike looked into his girlfriend's eyes and said "He needs to feel like a man."


  Jen stared back at Mike.


  Still looking in her eyes, he said "Every guy deserves to feel like a man sometimes. Especially when you're kicked in the gut like this."


  "Mike, you're freaking crazy," Jen lamented under her breath. "You just got a promotion --."


  "It's not a promotion," Mike corrected her.


  "It's practically a promotion!" Jen said with exasperation. "I want to celebrate with you."


  "And I want you to make Greg feel like a man," Mike said. Then looking into her eyes again, he added, "I want my girlfriend to take care of Greg's needs."


  "Mike ...," Jen said, shaking her head. "God ..."


  "I want you to go to his apartment," Mike continued. "If you're alone with him, he'll feel more like a man. And, if I'm not there, maybe it'll be easier for you to cum."


  Jen stared at Mike. She couldn't believe what he was saying. "You really want him to do that to me?" she asked incredulously.


  "I want you to experience it," Mike said. "I love you. I want to give this to you."


  "Aren't you jealous?" Jen asked.


  "Yeeees!" Mike hissed. "It's driving me insane! But I don't know. Maybe because it's his big cock. Maybe because he's taller. The angle. The leverage. I don't know. All I know is, if he can do this for you, something I can't do ... then I want this for you. I want you to experience it. And I admit, this turns me on. I can't stop thinking about it."


  Jen stared at her boyfriend.


  "Remember last time?" Mike asked. "After Greg left. And we were making love?"


  Jen nodded.


  "You felt so loose. His big dick really stretched you out," Mike said. "I want to feel that again. You want to celebrate with me? That's how I want to celebrate."


  "Mike ... god," she softly whispered.


  "So it's a win-win for all of us." Mike said with a grin.


  "I guess ...," she said, her voice trailing away.


  Mike smiled at her agreement (albeit her reluctant agreement). "Let's go get Greg," he said brightly. "I know he'll be up for it. We can't let people see you leaving alone with him. We'll walk a couple blocks. Then you and Greg can get an uBer to his place, and I'll meet you back home at the loft apartment.


  Chapter 5


  Jen was in Greg's apartment, looking at the pictures on the shelves. She'd never been in his apartment before.


  "This is your family?" she asked.


  Greg moved closer so he was behind her. "Yeah. That's my mom and dad," he said, pointing to the pictures. "That's my sister. And my two brothers."


  "Wow. Four kids. A big family."


  "How big is your family?"


  "Well, you know, my mom and dad," Jen said. "And I have an older sister."


  "Oh, okay," Greg said. He wasn't interested really in Jen's family, not at that moment. He moved closer to her. He pulled her long blonde hair to the side and kissed her neck.


  Jen's body tensed and she took a step away. "Sorry," she said. "I haven't been alone with a man since I started dating Mike. I mean, alone like this."


  "I get it," Greg said, giving her a reassuring smile and moving a respectful distance away.


  "Do you have anything to drink?" she asked him.


  "Uh, sure," Greg said.


  When Jen saw him pull a bottle of wine from a shelf, she said "Do you have anything stronger?"


  "Ah ...," Greg said as he pulled down 2 bottles. One was Grey Goose vodka and the other was Bombay gin.


  Jen said "I'll take the vodka."


  "You take it dirty?" Greg asked. He'd heard Mike order her drink many times. "I don't think I have any olives."


  "That's okay. Just a shot ..."


  Greg poured 2 shot glasses. He gave her one. They clinked glasses, then they both down the vodka.


  Then they stood there, looking awkward at each other. Jen gave a nervous laugh. Then she took Greg's hand. "Come on," she said, leading him to his sofa. "Or, ah ..." she said, looking down the hall.


  Greg understood what she was saying. "Yeah, my bed will be more comfortable," he said. Then he laughed nervously and said "This is embarrassing."


  "Yeah," Jen said with a laugh back.


  Greg took Jen's hand and led her to his bedroom. He turned on the light.


  Jen looked around. His bedroom was simple but neat. A double bed, a side table with an Ikea lamp. A lot of bookcases.


  Then it hit her. "I'm in another man's bedroom," she thought. Wow. Wow ....


  Greg looked unsure at the light switch. Then he asked Jen, "Lights on or off?"


  "Would it be terrible if I said off?" Jen asked.


  "No, of course," Greg hurriedly said. He turned off the light. It was still visible to see, though, from the moonlight coming in through the window.


  Greg led Jen to the bed. They sat on the edge of the bed. She touched the bed. "You make your bed every day?" she asked.


  "Yeah. I mean, what else would you do?"


  "Ha," Jen laughed. "I don't think Mike even knows how to make a bed." She smiled at Greg and said "That's kinda cute. What you just said."


  Greg smiled back. Then they leaned towards each other and kissed.


  *************************


  Mike was at home, in the loft apartment. He had his cock out, and was stroking himself as he imagined what they were doing. What Greg was doing to Jen. What he was doing to the girl he loved.


  He had never been so excited in his life. Jen was alone with another man. What was Greg doing to her? Licking her ass? Her pussy? Fondling her breasts? Fucking her? Mike grimaced even as he pleasured himself with his hand. The jealousy tore at his insides. It hurt. Yet it felt so good!


  Was he kissing her? Was Jen kissing him back? God, the thought of them kissing hurt the most. He didn't understand why. Why would Greg kissing Jen make him more jealous that him fucking her? But it did. It was like 100 times worst. Or better. It got him so hot! Mike imagined them kissing, and then his cock exploded, his orgasm so strong jets of his cum hit his chest, almost up to his neck.


  And then something happened that was unexpected. The jealousy, the hurt, the angst -- they hit him like a ton of bricks! The feeling was debilitating. He couldn't move, he couldn't breathe.


  Jen was with Greg. She was alone with him!


  Then he remembered ... he was going to make her cum! With just his cock! Greg was going to make Jen cum from intercourse, for the first time in her life!


  Mike hunched over at the waist, the wave of angst so powerful, so hurtful. It was like a knife in his chest. And then something else unexpected happened. Something amazing.


  His cock was hard again. So was his lust. And so was his desire for Greg to use Jen's body to take care of his needs.


  *********************


  Their kiss started soft. Tentative. Then a little harder, a little more urgent. And then Jen opened her lips, and Greg eased in his tongue. She met his tongue with her tongue, and then she pushed her tongue into his mouth.


  They kissed for long moments. When they pulled away, they were both panting. "Wow," Greg said between pants.


  "Yeah, wow," Jen said, breathing just as hard as him. She reached for the Grey Goose and poured 2 more shots. "You want one?" she asked.


  But before she could drink her shot, Greg pushed her hair to the side and began kissing up her neck. "Oh ah, Greg, Greg honey ...," she gasped. Then she gave into it and rolled her head back, exposing her sensitive neck to his hungry lips and tongue.


  As Greg kissed up her neck, to just below her ear, she moaned "Ahhh ahhh ahhh ...."


  As he kissed and nibbled just below her ear, he put his hand over her breast. He cupped and fondled her through her dress. "Is this okay?" he whispered. "Can I touch you here?"


  "Yeah, yeah ..." she moaned, arching her back so her tits pressed against his palm. "Greg, Greg ... you don't have to ask me."


  Greg pulled away and stared at her for a long moment. Then he was frantically unbuttoning her dress (it buttoned up the front). When it was unbuttoned down to her waist, he forced a hand in. He flipped up her bra. Then he grabbed one of her bare breasts, squeezing it hard, finding her nipple and pinching it between his thumb and forefinger.


  "Ohhhhhhhh ....," Jen whined, grimacing at the pain.


  Greg reached down and jerked up her dress. Her pulled it up to her belly button, so she was completely exposed from her waist down. He pulled out his cock and quickly rolled on a condom. Pulling her thong to the side, he pushed into her. He penetrated her pussy. Then he fucked her.


  **********************************


  When Greg was done, Jen gently said "Greg ... can you get off?"


  "Oh sorry," he said, moving to pull out.


  He was moving fast so she said, "Careful okay?" She didn't want the condom to fall off when he pulled out.


  "Oh yeah, sorry," Greg apologized again. He held the condom at the base of his cock as he slowly pulled out.


  "Wow, wow," Jen said under her breath as he slowly pulled out of her. His thickness -- his length -- felt freaking amazing as he slowly pulled out.


  "Sorry I was so rough," Greg said sheepishly. "I guess I was pissed at Amanda and took it out on you."


  "Ha," Jen laughed. She said "Oh thanks a lot. The Dragon Lady screws you over and I pay for it." Then she realized what she said. Looking down at her feet, she said "Sorry. I shouldn't have said that."


  "What? That Amanda screwed me over? She did. Actually, I came out ahead as I got to be with you again."


  Jen looked down at her feet. She was smiling though. She said "Greg ... don't be so sweet, okay?"


  He looked at her like he didn't understand. She giggled.


  Then her expression got serious. She fixed her bra and dress to cover herself, then said, "I've got to call Mike." She grabbed her phone and went into Greg's kitchen, leaving him in the bedroom.


  "How are you?" she said when Mike answered.


  "How is it going?" Mike asked excitedly.


  "We're done," Jen said. "I'm coming home."


  "Done?" Mike said with surprise. He looked at the clock. "You haven't even been there an hour."


  "I know, but ... he didn't need much time."


  Her words resonated in Mike's head, like fireworks. "So ... he fucked you?" he asked excitedly.


  "Yes."


  "Wow, god, wow Jen," Mike moaned over the phone. "Jenny baby, say he fucked you. Say the words."


  Jen hesitated, then said "Greg fucked me."


  "He couldn't keep his hands off you?" Mike asked. "He needed your hot body."


  "Yeah baby," Jen told her boyfriend. "It was like he was crazy. We were kissing, and then all of a sudden he threw me on his bed."


  "You did it on his bed?!" Mike groaned. His girlfriend in another man's bed!


  "Jen baby, you kissed him?" he asked excitedly.


  "Yeah," she said.


  Mike felt the big vise squeezing his heart, the intense jealousy tearing at his gut. Still, it felt so delicious! So exhilarating!


  "Jenny baby ... you're doing so good baby," he said excitedly. "So fucking good."


  "This really excites you?" Jen asked.


  "Oh god yessss!" Mike hissed. "My cock is fucking steel! I'm stroking myself! I've already cum twice!"


  "Wow," Jen said with amazement. She was still getting her head around how much this excited her boyfriend.


  "He used a condom though, right?"


  "Yes. I made sure it didn't fall off when he pulled out."


  "Oh gawd," Mike groaned. Hearing her talk about sex with another man was so arousing. "Did you like feeling his big cock inside you?"


  "Honestly, it happened so fast ...," Jen said.


  "That's because he needed you baby," Mike gushed excitedly. "He needed your tight sexy body to take care of his needs. And I gave you to him baby. I gave him your pussy. He can do anything he wants with your body."


  Jen found herself breathing hard as his words pushed her submissiveness buttons. "Mike ...," she said, her voice getting husky. "Tell me what you want me to do."


  "How many times has he fucked you?" Mike asked.


  "Just once," Jen answered. Then she asked "Is that enough to make Greg feel like a man?"


  "No, not nearly enough. He's probably hard again, needing you," Mike said. He was breathing hard as he stroked his cock. "I want you take care of him baby. I want you to let him use you."


  Jen sucked in her breath. Her head was spinning.


  "What are you wearing?"


  "My dress ... it's unbuttoned though."


  "Take it off baby. Strip baby, let him see your tight sexy body. Then let him do whatever he wants to you."


  "Mike god ... this is getting me so hot," Jen moaned. "But aren't you jealous? It would kill me if you were with another girl."


  "I AM jealous, this IS killing me!" Mike exclaimed. "But I want him to use you. Until he feels like a man. He can use your body until he feels like a man. Has he made you cum yet?"


  "No. I'm not sure it'll happen."


  "I want you to try," Mike urged her. "Don't worry about me. I want you to try. Let Greg make you cum."


  "You love me though, right Mike?" Jen asked, needing assurance. "Even if he makes me cum, you'll still love me right?"


  "Jenny honey, Jenny baby, I'll always love you," Mike assured her. "Now go back to Greg. Be his little submissive slut."


  **************************


  Jen went back into Greg's bedroom. As she entered, she turned on the light. Mike told her to let Greg see her. So she turned on the light.


  Greg was waiting for her, looking at her as she entered. His back was against the headboard, and he had put his boxers back on. Jen's dress was still unbuttoned down the front to her waist, but she kept it closed with her hands.


  She sat on the edge of the bed, and looked at Greg. She smiled at him.


  "Sorry if I was rough," Greg said.


  "It's okay," Jen said.


  "Sorry, I should offer you something else to drink," Greg said, moving to get out of the bed to go to the kitchen.


  Jen stopped him with a hand to his thigh. "It's okay Greg, I don't want anything," she said. She began to caress his thigh with the pads of her fingers. "So, Mike says you haven't been with a girl for a while."


  Greg looked embarrassed. "You probably think I'm a loser," he said.


  "I do not," Jen assured him with a soft voice. "I think you're nice. I think you're cute." She moved her hand up his leg as she said "I think you have a nice body."


  Greg gulped. He was hard again, and his hard-on bulged out his boxers. Jen stared at his erection for long moments.


  Then Jen stood up. She put her arms down so her dressed opened, exposing her. She gave him a moment to look at her. Then she asked with a husky voice, "Do you still need me Greg?"


  Looking into her open dress -- at her bra-covered breasts, her sexy flat tummy -- he nodded.


  Looking into his eyes, Jen pushed the tight dress off her shoulders and wiggled out of it. As it puddled around her feet, she arched her back slightly, letting Greg look at her. She was naked except for her bra, panties, garter belt, stockings and high heels.


  "God Jen," Greg groaned as he looked at Jen's hot bod. "Your body's so amazing! I can't believe ...." His voice trailed off.


  "You can't believe what?" she asked.


  "I guess ...," Greg hesitantly began. He looked embarrassed. "I've always thought you're hot. I can't believe what we've done ... that you're here. I guess I've had a thing for you. I know that's shitty since Mike's my friend."


  Jen smiled at him. "It's not shitty Greg," she assured him. "People have harmless crushes all the time. I'm really flattered. And I've noticed you too. I think you're really nice. And I told you I think you're cute."


  Greg smiled like she had just made his day ... his year.


  "Slide over here Greg," Jen said, motioning to the edge of the bed. Greg moved so he was sitting on the edge of the bed.


  "Why don't you open your legs?" she said. Jen wasn't used to this. She wasn't a seductress. That wasn't her personality. She preferred the man to be in control. To control her. But she knew Greg -- shy, timid Greg -- needed some direction.


  Greg spread his legs. Jen bunched up her hair in her hands, giving Greg a sweet smile as she stepped inside his open legs.


  Jen teasingly let her hair drop as she got onto her knees. Greg sucked in his breath. "Oh god," he groaned, anticipating what she was going to do.


  Greg was fully hard, and he was so long his cock extended beyond the waistband of his boxers. Jen put her hands on his crotch, and used her index fingers to trace the outline that was formed in his shorts. Her eyes were on the head and the part of his shaft that extended beyond the waistband. When her fingers reached it, she said "Greg ... this is really impressive."


  She looked at him and smiled. Then she leaned over and softly licked the exposed cockhead and shaft. "Oh shit!" Greg moaned, his body tensing up at the feel of her tongue.


  Jen felt him tense up. She rubbed his thighs and said "Calm down honey. This is all for you."


  "Thank you, thank you!" Greg gushed. Jen smiled into his eyes.


  Jen curled her fingers into the waistband of Greg's boxers and pulled them down. His big cock popped up so it stood straight up.


  "Wow," Jen said as she looked at it. She'd been with him two times already, but this was the first time she'd really been able to look at his penis.


  His cock was like a tower, broader at the base and then tapering somewhat to the head, which was like a mushroom. There were veins that ran up the sides, and then a really big vein running up the underside. The skin was smooth and soft, and somewhat pinkish.


  Jen saw he had big balls, but the ball sack was really tight. He had pubic hair. This differed from Mike who kept himself completely hairless like a porn star, which she thought was very sexy.


  Of course, the other different between Greg and her boyfriend was the size of their penises. Mike was a nice size, she had no complaints. She'd measured him once. When he was hard, Mike was a little less than 5 inches long, and a little less than 4 inches around.


  She'd looked it up. Mike's cock was a little smaller than average. But she had no complaints, as he was a very skilled and experienced lover. Also, she loved looking into his face when they made love. Mike was the most handsome man she'd ever seen. Having sex with such a beautiful man was a major turn-on.


  And Mike was a bad boy too. And he was dominant, a top, a Real Man. Jen was very happy with their sex life.


  But still, she was impressed with Greg's size. And very curious. She put her hands around it.


  Wow. Even with one hand on top of the other, there was still more cock. And, her fingers couldn't close around it. There was a gap of at least an inch.


  "Greg, geez, how freaking big are you?" she asked. "Have you ever measured yourself?"


  Greg shook his head no. Although he wasn't really able to focus on her question. He was still getting his head around Jen -- Mike's beautiful girlfriend! -- on her knees between his legs and holding his cock.


  Jen was amazed by his size, both the length and girth. It was easiest the biggest cock she'd ever seen, and certainly the biggest she'd ever held in her hands. She couldn't believe she'd been able to fit this monster inside her. Yet he'd already been inside her three times!


  What also amazed her -- and something she'd never appreciated or ever really thought about -- was how solid it felt. And how heavy it was. "Greg ... geez. How do you even get this thing in your pants?"


  "Jen ...," Greg moaned. "You're driving me crazy."


  Jen's lips parted in surprise. She realized she was teasing the poor boy. She licked her palms to lubricate them, then she wrapped her hands around his shaft again. She began pumping him up and down. "Better?" she asked.


  Greg eagerly nodded. He timidly asked, "Jen ... can you put me in your mouth, like you did that first time?"


  Jen gave him a weak smile. "Greg, can I tell you something?" she said gently. "Don't ask so much. Or apologize. You're the man. I'm the girl. You tell me what to do."


  Greg didn't seem to understand, or know what to do.


  Jen gave him a friendly, encouraging smile. Then she took one of his hands. She guided his hand to the back of her head. "Greg, grab my hair. Pull me to your cock," she said.


  Greg hesitated. Then he curled his fingers into Jen's hair. He pulled her to his cock.


  Jen resisted a little, but allowed him to pull her head to his crotch. She swirled her tongue around his big cockhead. Then she took him into her mouth. Soon she was bobbing up and down, her hands moving up and down in sync with her mouth.


  Now Greg had both his hands behind her head. Unlike most men though, he wasn't pulling her down his shaft. Instead, he allowed her to control things. Part of her wished he'd forced his big cock down her throat and make her gag.


  "God, god, god ..." Greg groaned. Jen sensed he was close to cumming. She pulled her mouth off his cock. He looked at her lips. They were slick with his pre-cum and her saliva. He got even more aroused at the sight.


  While looking into his eyes, Jen reached behind her and unsnapped her bra. She pulled it off her shoulders and arms and tossed it onto the floor. "Oh fuck," he groaned at the sight of her bare breasts. "They're so perfect. I wanna ... I wanna fuck you."


  "No, not yet," Jen said, taking his cock into his hands again. Again looking into his eyes, she said "I want you to cum in my mouth." Then she ran his cockhead across her cheek and said "Or do you want to cum on my face?"


  "Which one honey?" she asked.


  Greg seemed to freeze. He didn't know how to answer.


  Jen reached under him and cupped his big balls. With a grin she said "I bet you have enough cum in here to do both." Greg groaned.


  Then Jen took him into her mouth again and worked her magic. She was good at giving head. She really worked at it. The way she looked at it, it was her job to give her man pleasure. Greg was the biggest she had ever had in her mouth (or her hands), and she probably wasn't as good with him as she was with Mike, but still his constant moaning told her she was doing a good job.


  In a few moments, Greg was cumming. Two powerful jets of his semen hit the back of her throat. Her cheeks ballooned as it filled her mouth, and she worked to swallow it. Greg came more into her mouth.


  When she thought he was about done, she took him out of her mouth and pointed his cockhead at her face. She thought he might dribble a little on her cheek. But instead, 3 more powerful jets of his sperm hit her face. The sperm splashed her cheeks, her nose, a little got into her eyes, and some got into her hair. When he was finally done, Jen's pretty face was soaked in Greg's jizz.


  "Wow," Jen gasped, amazed at how much he had cum. "Wow."


  She looked up at Greg and said, "Greg honey, look what you did to me." Greg moaned at the sight, and his cock actually began hardening again. Jen saw it and said under her breath, "Holy shit."


  After cleaning up in the bathroom, Jen got back into bed with Greg. She had taken off her remaining lingerie, so now she was completely naked. She got under the covers. Even though she had now had sex with Greg 3 times, she still didn't feel comfortable being naked while hanging with him.


  Greg felt the same way. He had put his boxers back on, along with a t-shirt.


  "I thought you were getting ready to leave," Greg said.


  "Oh. Do you have something to do? I can leave," Jen said.


  "No, no," Greg quickly said. "I just thought you wanted to get home to Mike."


  "Mike told me to stay until I've taken care of your needs," Jen said. "Do you still have needs Greg?"


  Greg looked embarrassed. "I guess I do," he said.


  Jen looked at his crotch. His boxers were already straining with his hardening cock. "I guess you do too," she said with a grin and giggle. "But let's just hang for a minute." She looked around his bedroom. There were bookcases everywhere, stuffed with books. It was the same way in his living room. He even stored books on top of the cabinets in the kitchen.


  "You really like to read," Jen said as she looked around the room.


  "I love books," Greg said enthusiastically. "Most of them are used. You know, from used book stores."


  "Wouldn't you rather have new books?" Jen asked.


  "I like having old books," Greg said. He picked up the book on his nightstand. It was "Foundation" by Isaac Asimov. He said "I like thinking about all the people who have read this book. You know. This particular book."


  "Yeah, I can see how that's cool," Jen said. "So ... real bookstores still exist? I used to go to a Barnes & Noble but it closed a long time ago. I thought everyone bought them from Amazon."


  "Most of them are out of business," Greg lamented, looking sad. "But one of the best used bookstores is downstairs. Did you see it? Java Books. That's how I got this apartment. I've bought so many books there, the owner let me rent this space. It's right above the bookstore."


  Jen nodded. Greg's apartment was a walk-up. She'd seen a store as Greg opened the door to the staircase, but didn't notice that it was a used bookstore.


  "So, can I ask you a personal question?" Jen said. "I guess I don't get why you have trouble getting girls. You're cute. You're nice. You've got a good job. And, well, you've got that." Jen motioned to his crotch.


  "I won't have my job much longer," Greg lamented. "The Dragon Lady gave me 2 months to find a new job."


  "Don't think about that Greg," Jen said encouraging. "You're smart. You're young. You'll find a new job -- a better job -- really fast. Anyways, that just happened. It doesn't explain why you have trouble meeting girls."


  Jen's cheeks flushed as she added "I mean, Greg, your thing is very impressive. A lot of girls are into that. You shouldn't have any problems getting girls to go out to you."


  "How exactly do I let girls know about it? Take out an ad in the New York Times?" Greg joked.


  "Have you ever been in a bar, and ever 'accidentally' rubbed up against a girl?" Jen asked. "Guys do that to me all the time."


  "And that's enough to let you know how big it is?"


  "It's enough," Jen said, looking at his cock. It was fully hard, so it was extending past the waistband of his boxers again. "Trust me Greg. For you especially, it's enough." Jen couldn't help giggling, and Greg joined in with a big grin.


  "So, are you into that too?" Greg asked.


  "Well, honestly, size has never been that important to me. But I have a lot of girlfriends who are size queens." Jen was still looking at his hard-on. She reached out caressed the part of his cock that extended beyond his boxers. "But I admit, I'm curious about your big thing."


  She looked into his face. She saw he was breathing harder. With a soft voice, she asked "So ... you ready to go again?"


  Greg eagerly nodded his head.


  "Take off your t-shirt Greg," Jen said. As she said this, she pushed her hand into his boxers and wrapped her hand around his cock. Greg hurriedly pulled his t-shirt over his head.


  They leaned into each other and kissed. As they did, Jen stroked his cock, and if anything it got even harder.


  Greg reached into the blanket, hungry for Jen's body. Jen pushed the blanket off her.


  Greg took a moment to gaze at her body. It was the first time he'd seen her completely naked. His eyes excitedly moved from her little, perfect breasts to her flat stomach, her long shapely legs, and even her pretty feet. Then his eyes focused on her pussy. He saw she was completely bare of hair, except for a small trimmed landing strip above her clit.


  "God," he said like he was awestruck.


  "Kiss me Greg," Jen said to him. Soon they were making out and fondling each other. After a few minutes, they were both ready.


  "Greg honey," Jen said between kisses. She was breathing hard. So was he. She asked, "Condom?"


  Greg hurriedly rolled a condom onto his shaft. He got on top of Jen, between her open legs.


  "Okay?" he asked.


  Jen nodded. "Okay," she said. She mentally prepared herself to be penetrated. Her pussy was wet though. She was definitely aroused, and she wanted Greg inside her. She still worried about how this might affect her relationship with Mike. But Mike's words had assured her, at least for the moment. She kept telling herself, "Mike wants me to do this."


  Greg pushed into her. Jen groaned. Even though he'd already fucked her an hour before, the way he stretched her still made her grimace.


  "Oh fuck. Greg you are seriously big," she gasped.


  "I'll go slow," Greg promised. He pushed deeper in.


  Soon he was fully inside her. It still took time. It wasn't like Mike, who could get balls deep in Jen almost immediately. But each time with Greg, it was getting easier. She was gradually getting used to him.


  Greg began moving in and out, going slow, but with each stroke, he went deep, going all the way in, and then pulling all the way out. "Oh wow, oh wow, that feels good Greg, god, god, it feels really good," Jen moaned as Greg slowly long stroked her.


  "Yeah, yeah, you feel really good Jen," Greg said as he looked down into Jen's beautiful blue eyes.


  "You ... you feel good ... you feel good too," Jen said, looking back up into Greg's face. She struggled to speak as he fucked her. "Greg honey ... can you hold off?"


  "I think so," Greg said, nodding. Jen's pussy felt so incredibly good, but since he'd already cum twice, he wouldn't cum as fast this time.


  Jen thought about it. She could make Greg cum fast. She knew how to do that. Or she could try to cum.


  She still felt like it would be betraying Mike, to allow Greg to be the first man to ever make her cum through intercourse. She could prevent that. A little dirty talk. Cupping and scratching his balls with her nails. A finger caressing his crack, and then tickling his asshole. She knew she could make Greg cum fast.


  Or, Jen could try to cum. She wanted to cum from intercourse. She was 23. She'd lost her virginity on her 15th birthday (and it was actually legal because of local Romeo and Juliet laws). Eight years of penetration sex, and not once had she cum from it.


  Her girlfriends talked about having "mind blowing" orgasms. And it always happened during intercourse. Girls didn't talk about having "epic" orgasms from getting fingered or eaten out. Once her girlfriend called it a "life changing" orgasm after a night of frenzied sex. It had been from fucking though. It was always from fucking.


  She wanted to experience this. And Mike wanted her to experience it. He was practically ordering her to do this. Her boyfriend's encouragement helped ease her concerns.


  "Greg honey, remember last time, you leaned forward?" Jen asked as she looked up at him. "Do that again."


  Greg nodded. He leaned forward. Jen said "Yeah, yeah, that's it ... now a little more. So you're pressed against me."


  Greg leaned forward more, digging his toes into the mattress for leverage, using his long legs to angle his body the way Jen wanted.


  "Oh fuck yeah, yeah, that's it, yeah, yeah ...," Jen panted. What Greg was doing, where he was hitting her, it felt so good. Not now, but later, she would realize that he was rubbing against both her clit and her g-spot at the same time.


  "I can feel your nipples ... they're hard ... I can feel them against my chest," Greg said, straining to speak as he moved in and out of her pussy.


  "Yeah? Is that sexy Greg? Do you like it?" Jen asked him.


  "Yeah, I do, I do," Greg moaned. Both their cheeks were flushed from passion, they were breathing hard, and they were looking into each other's eyes as they spoke. "You feel so good Jen ... you're so ... tight," he said, his nostrils flaring as he stroked in and out.


  "Don't cum yet Greg ...," Jen warned.


  "I won't, I won't," he promised. He clenched his eyes close and gritted his teeth, forcing himself to hold off despite the intense pleasure of Jen's sweet pussy.


  "Because, oh god ...," Jen moaned, clenching her eyes shut. She felt it building inside her. "I think it might be happening ...."


  "Are you cumming?" Greg asked.


  Jen opened her eyes and looked up at him. "Greg ... take my hands," she whimpered. "Hold them over my head."


  Greg took her hands and pulled them above her head.


  "Hold my hands there Greg," Jen said pleadingly. "Hold my hands. Hold them tight. Don't let me move. And keep fucking me. Don't stop."


  Jen concentrated. She moved underneath Greg, adjusting herself to make the angle perfect.


  "Oh god, oh god," Jen whimpered. "Just like that Greg. Keep fucking me, just like that. A little harder Greg. Harder. Yeah ... yeah ... oh god ... oh god ..."


  Greg had surprising stamina, pushing all the way in, all the way out (except for the head), then back in again, going balls deep, pumping her over and over, long stroking her that way, staying at the angle she wanted, and all the while pinning her wrists above her head.


  It took a few minutes. Eventually, Jen whimpered, "Oh my god, oh god ...."


  She felt herself going over the edge. It was like a slow wave, cresting. Her head rolled back with her eyes clenched closed. Her pretty manicured toes curled as she whined, "Oh shit, shit, I'm cumming, I'm cumming ...."


  Then her orgasm slammed her, the wave crashing down hard! "Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhhh ...." Jen screamed as the orgasm exploded inside her, her back arching as bolts of orgasmic pleasure shot through her body. She gripped Greg's hands so hard her nails almost drew blood.


  The orgasm seemed to go on forever. She had never experienced anything like it. When it finally ended she was left incoherent, her body shuddering with aftershocks of her climax.


  Greg let her hands go. He rubbed his hands to dull the pain of her clawing.


  "Wow ... wow," she panted.


  "Are you okay?" Greg asked. His body was still. He was holding himself up on his elbows and knees, his hard cock still halfway inside her.


  Jen opened her eyes. She saw Greg looking at her. She said "That was amazing."


  "You came?" he asked.


  "Yeah, I came," she said dreamily. She smiled into his eyes and say "God, it was so awesome." She wanted to say more, but she felt like she shouldn't. Especially since, at that moment, she thought of Mike. She began feeling guilty again.


  Greg began moving again. "Is it okay if I cum now?" he asked. His face was strained from holding back.


  "Yes," Jen said. She was hoping Greg would cum fast as she wanted to get home to be with her boyfriend.


  Greg began fucking her harder, and faster. "Is this okay?" he asked. "Can I do this?" he said as he put her legs on her shoulders.


  Jen nodded. She was panting now, gritting her teeth. He was really pounding her now, and she had never gotten fucked so hard with such a big cock. It was a new experience.


  As he slammed her pussy, Greg leaned forward so her thighs were pressed against her tits. At that angle, his big cock was rubbing against her clit and g-spot again.


  "Oh ... god ...," she softly moaned. It felt really good. And getting pounded like this ... could she cum again?


  But a moment later, Greg was cumming. Jen was glad. She was already feeling guilty enough about Mike. If Greg made her cum again, she'd feel doubly guilty.


  After Greg was done, Jen quickly got out of bed and hurried to his bathroom with her clothes. She locked the door, then took a quick shower. She spent time washing her face, her breasts and pussy, to remove any trace of Greg. She wanted to be completely fresh when she got home to Mike.


  She quickly dressed. She found Greg waiting outside the bathroom door. "I ordered an uBer for you," he said.


  "Thanks."


  "Thanks a lot for tonight. You really took care of my needs," Greg joked with a grin.


  "Well, I'm glad," Jen said with a laugh.


  There was an awkward moment of silence. Then Greg leaned in to kiss her.


  But Jen pulled away. "No, we shouldn't," she said. Kissing during sex was one thing. But not after. Or before. Those kind of "romantic" kisses weren't allowed. Those were reserved for Mike.


  Greg seemed to get it. They hugged each other, the way friends would hug. Then Jen hurried home to Mike.
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