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CHAPTER 1

 

My name’s Jen.  Okay, here are my stats.  I’m 29, natural blonde hair that goes past my shoulders, blue eyes, about 5’4”, petite with (what my husband calls) tiny tits.  My best assets, I think, are my pretty face (at least I’m told I’m pretty), long legs and firm butt.  I modeled a little in college and my agent (yeah, I even had an agent) said I had a future, but then I met Mike and that, as they say, was that. 

Mike’s my husband.  He’s 32.  We’ve been together almost 10 years.

I met Mike when I was a senior in college and he was a grad student. I guess you’d call it love at first sight.  We met at a mixer at my sorority and he took me to a Bruce Springsteen concert (I love the Boss!).  After that we were inseparable.  After graduation I moved with him to New York City.  We lived together for about a year.  He took me to dinner at Per Se and proposed.  I said yes of course.  A year later we were married.

That was 5 years ago.  We’re happy, although not like newlyweds anymore.  We’re settled in.  It’s comfortable, secure, you know? 

Before Mike, I dated Colin.  He was my high school sweetheart and we dated in college too (we all went to Penn State).  Towards the end we were dating more out of habit than love.  Really, we were more like fuck buddies than girlfriend/boyfriend, and he cheated on me more than once.  I admit though, and I’m not proud of it, that I cheated on Colin too. 

In fact, technically I was cheating on Colin the first time Mike and I had sex, although that’s another story.  Mike and Colin hate each other, which I guess makes sense.  It doesn’t matter, because I haven’t seen Colin since graduation, and I doubt I’ll ever seen him again in my life.

So anyways, there you go.  I’ve had 2 serious relationships in my life, Mike and Colin, and I married Mike.

You probably want to know about our sex life.  Of course, when we first met, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.  And back then I was kinda a freak.  I loved sex.  Probably because Colin and I did it so much. I was used to getting it all the time.  And Colin was an awesome lover.  A shithead, but awesome in bed.  I’ve never told Mike that, of course.  He gets really jealous, especially when it comes to Colin.

But anyways, I’m just trying to explain why I was such a sex freak when Mike and I started dating.  Not that Mike minded.  He couldn’t get enough of me.  He’s really into the blonde hair, long legs thing.  And he doesn’t care I’m practically flat chested.  Unlike Colin, who never stopped talking about “pumping up my tits” (his words, not mine) as soon as he got his first NFL paycheck (Colin played football for Penn State, and even played in the NFL for a couple years until he hurt his knee).  But Mike’s never said that, not even once.  That’s one reason I love him.  Because he loves me for me, just the way I am.

But back to our sex life.  Okay, I admit, it’s not as crazy as before. Like I said, we’re settled in.  Mike works really hard, and he has to travel a lot.  He works on Wall Street and he’s up for partnership next year, so he’s doing everything he can to make his mark. 

I guess I’d like sex more often (although I’m not nearly the sex freak as before).  More than the sex, I’d like to be with Mike more.  He works so much.  I guess I’m a little lonely.  But I know it’s because he’s trying to make a better life for us, not just the 2 of us, but for our future children.  So don’t mind me.  I’m fine.  I love Mike.  We have a good marriage, we’re really happy.  Life is good.

I’m an account manager for a marketing firm.  I like my job.  It’s creative and challenging to put together marketing strategies and campaigns for clients. 

Back in high school and college, I dreamed about dancing, and New York City is perfect for that with all the shows on Broadway and off-Broadway.  One problem with that though – I’m really not that good.  I mean I’m awesome in clubs, and Mike always says he loves to watch me dance, but a stage in front of an audience is a whole different thing.  So that’s how I ended up in marketing.

Sometimes I think about modeling again for the glamour and excitement, but I’m afraid to bring it up with Mike.  He’s super sweet and loving, but he’s really jealous, and the last time I brought it up we got into a big fight.  I hate arguing.  So I haven’t mentioned it since then. 

But it’s probably for the best.  Because you know what you have to wear when you’re a model?  High heels!  Tall freaking high heels! 

I hate heels.  They are SO -  FREAKING – UNCOMFORTABLE!  It’s ironic though, because Mike loves seeing me in heels, so you’d think he’d want me to model.  But no, that’s not how his head works.  I don’t think he wants me to draw attention to myself.  You know, attention from other men.

Mike has a young friend, Joey.  He’s 14 years younger than Mike.

Mike met Joey when he was 8, about the same time we started dating.  Joey and his parents lived in the apartment next to Mike’s. 

Back then, Mike kind of helped Joey grow up as his parents were working all the time.  They became good friends.  I got to know Joey too.  I always thought he was a sweet boy. 

Because of the age difference, Joey always looked up to Mike like a mentor, or even a hero.  And Mike has always been protective of Joey.

That was 10 years ago.  Joey’s 18 now.  Like I said, Mike’s 32 and I’m 29.

Recently, Joey got accepted to NYU.  School was beginning in September, so Joey moved in with us a few weeks before to get settled.  I hadn’t seen him in almost 4 years and boy did he grow up.  Now he’s taller than me, taller than Mike too.  He must be over 6 feet.  He’s bigger across the chest too.  He told me he wrestled the last 2 years of high school. 

Joey’s really handsome too.  He was always a cute kid, but now the cupid face he had as a boy had matured into a very handsome young man’s face.

His personality grew up too.  He was still sweet, but not shy anymore.  He was outgoing and confident.  I was really amazed at how much he had changed.   It was kind of funny how Joey had changed so much, but Mike was still the geeky, shy guy I met back in college.

Joey wasn’t around a lot during those weeks before school started.  I got the impression he was hanging around with friends and trying to hook up with girls.  Since he was handsome and had a nice body (from what I could tell), I was pretty sure he was good with the girls.  I realized he was a player. And that made me grin.  That was another difference between Joey and Mike.  Mike was, and still is, shy and awkward around girls.  In fact, I practically had to ask him out on our first date.  I don’t mind though.  I like the way Mike is shy and geeky.  I love it actually.  I think it’s endearing.

About a week after Joey moved in, I got home from work.  The apartment was empty.  I figured Joey was out with his friends, as usual.  But then I heard sounds coming out of the guest room where Joey slept.

I was curious, so I moved over to the guest room.  The sounds were muffled.  I opened the door.

My eyes went wide.  Joey was in bed with a girl.  They were both naked, he was on top, and he was fucking the girl really hard. 

I immediately turned away and slammed the door shut.  I sat on the sofa, feeling mortified.

Then I went into the kitchen.  I poured a glass of wine and took a big gulp, trying to calm down. 

I hadn’t seen much before I turned away.  Mostly just naked bodies moving.

But one thing I did see.  I saw Joey’s cock as he pushed in and out of the girl’s pussy.  And it looked huge!  Long and thick!

Joey and the girl came out of the bedroom a few minutes later.  They were both dressed (thankfully!).  The girl introduced herself as Mary, a junior at NYU.  She apologized and quickly left our apartment.

Joey said, “Sorry about that.  I should have locked the door.”

“Sorry I … interrupted you,” I sputtered.  My cheeks were burning.  I felt completely embarrassed.

“Yeah, that kind of sucks,” Joey said with a laugh.  As I suspected, my interruption had prevented them from completing.  From cumming.

The craziness of the situation got to me, and I laughed.  I said, “I’ll try not to cock block you next time.”

Joey laughed back.

Then he did something I’ll never forget.  Joey looked me up and down.  He took a long look.  It was like he was undressing me with his eyes. He looked at me like he was trying to figure out if he could use my body to finish what he’d started with Mary.

I muttered something and hurriedly went into the bedroom I shared with Mike.  I was breathing hard as I sat on the edge of the bed.

When I was younger, before I started dating Mike, men looked at me like that all the time.  Like I was a piece of meat.  Like I was a girl they wanted to fuck.

Men paid a lot of attention to me.  They flirted with me.  I got hit on all the time.  The way Joey had just treated me, it reminded me of how those men used to treat me.

Back then, I didn’t like it.  I didn’t like being objectified.  I didn’t like being treated like the only thing I had to offer to the world was to be a sex toy for horny men.

But all of a sudden, I realized I missed it.  I mean, I guess I know I’m pretty.  I’ve always gotten a lot of male attention.  And I told you how I was a model for a while. 

But things are different when you’re married.  You’re off the market, and men know you’re off the market.  They stop looking, or maybe you stop noticing they’re looking.   And then your husband doesn’t pay as much attention to you as before.  So, you start wondering if you’re still pretty.  If you’re still attractive to men.  

The way Joey just looked at me … it made me feel good.  It made me feel like I was still sexy and attractive.

 

A few days later, I was home from work.  Mike was traveling for business like he was doing a lot nowadays.

I was doing laundry.  I had a pile of sheets and towels that we stored in the guest room closet.  I opened the door and gawked at what I saw. 

Joey was on the bed.  He was naked on his back.  His eyes were closed, and he was jerking off his big hard cock.

“Joey, fuck!” I cried as I dropped the towels and sheets and ran from the room.

A moment later Joey ran out with a towel around his waist.  “You could knock, you know,” he said to me.

“You can freaking lock the door!” I screamed at him.  “I didn’t even know you were home!”

Joey poured me a big glass of wine.  He handed it to me and sat next to me on the sofa. 

“Sorry about that,” Joey said.  “I guess you and Mike can’t wait to get rid of me.”

My heart softened.  This was sweet Joey after all, and I’d watched him grow up.  “It’s not that Joey,” I said.  “I get you’re young.  You’ve got needs.”  With a laugh, I said “You just have to remember to lock the door.”

Then Joey did something completely unexpected.  He put his hand on my knee.  I was wearing my skirt from work, and I’d taken off my pantyhose when I got home.  So, his hand was on my bare knee.

“Joey, why is your hand on my knee?” I asked him stupidly.

Then Joey leaned over and kissed me.  He kissed me!

Then he put his hand on my breast!   This freaking kid was kissing me and fondling my breast!

“Joey what the fuck!” I said, jerking away from him.  “I’m married! And my husband is your good friend!”

“Jen, I’ve always had a big crush on you,” Joey said.  “You’re so pretty and sexy.  When you just caught me jerking off?  I was fantasizing about you.”

“Joey stop talking like that!” I yelled.  “Just stop!”

 

I didn’t see Joey for a couple days.  I assumed he was staying with friends.  And Mike was still traveling for work.

Being alone gave me time to think.  I thought about how Joey so clearly wanted me.  Was he the only one?  Did other men want me too?

That’s how it used to be when I was younger.  Men hit on me all the time.  They bought my drinks in bars.  They asked me on dates.  They tried to kiss me and touch my body.  They tried to get me into bed.  It was constant.

Back then, I didn’t like it.  But now, looking back, I realize it was fun and exciting.  It’s thrilling to be chased.  To be so desired.

I frowned and pursed my lips as I thought about my husband Mike. He used to be that way.  When we first started dating, Mike couldn’t get enough of me.  His hands were always on me.  Honestly, that first year, I almost broke up with him because he seemed too easy.  Too desperate.  But then I got to know him better.  All the wonderful things about him, it took time to see them, they were under the surface.  Mike was shy and awkward. So, it took time for me to realize how great a catch he was.

Especially since Mike was insecure about Colin.  He always worried I was going to break up with him to get back together with my old boyfriend. After all, Colin was the star quarterback. Mike was unsure how to compete. It didn’t help that Colin pursued me back then, during those early days of me and Mike dating.  Eventually though, Mike got more secure about our relationship.  But like I already said, he’s still intensely jealous even today. 

Those early years, Mike was all over me.  I was the center of his world.  Of his universe.  We call each other “baby,” that’s our pet name for each other.  Also, he started calling me “his goddess” sometimes.  I loved it. If you’ve ever been in love, you know how wonderful it is to be so loved – and even adored -- by the person you love.

But then Mike got busy with his job.  He’s working on something called the “Sapphire” project.  Really though it started before that.  Maybe 2 years ago.  I don’t feel like the center of his universe anymore.  And I can’t remember the last time he called me his goddess.

I don’t know what it is.  I still look the same as before.  I haven’t gained weight, I work out, I still have the same figure.  I think I’m still pretty.  Hopefully I’m still sexy.  I see men looking at me.  At work, on the subway, even in the grocery store.  I see men looking at me.  I don’t flirt like I used to, because I know how much Mike hates that. 

So, I think I’m still attractive to men.  But Mike’s not as hot for me anymore.  It used to be, he wanted sex every day, sometimes more than once. Now, it seems like I’m the one initiating it most times.

It’s not just us though.  I think maybe that’s how it is with all married couples.  My best friend Allie, she’s going through the same thing.  The red-hot intensity at the beginning of the romance starts to cool off after you get married, as the years go by.  There’s less flowers, less sweet nothings, less sex.  You kinda settle into a routine.  It’s comfortable, secure.  I’m happy. But I guess sometimes I miss the romance.  You know, the infatuation.  The passion.  I guess maybe I wish Mike would call me “his goddess” again.  It doesn’t have to be all the time.  Just sometimes, the way it used to be.

 

I took a shower.  I had a towel around me as I brushed my damp hair. My eyes were off into the distance as I thought about where my life was.  I still loved Mike.  I did.  I really loved him.  But I wasn’t happy.  I wanted excitement.  I wanted passion.  Mike gave me a lot of things – kindness, security, stability.  He gave me love.

But he wasn’t giving me excitement and passion.  At least, not anymore.  And I wasn’t happy.  I was content.  But not happy.

At that moment, I heard a sound behind me.  I turned and saw it was Joey. 

I tightened the towel around me.  “Have you ever heard of knocking?” I asked.

“I guess this time it was you who didn’t lock the door,” he joked with a grin.

Joey moved towards me.  He moved behind me.  He pressed against my back.

“Joey …,” I began in protest.

He kissed my bare shoulder and my breath caught. 

Then he kissed up my neck.  My heart began pounding in my chest.

I was holding the top of the towel with my hand, to keep it from opening.

Joey put his hand over mine.  He reached around my hand and took hold of the towel.

“Joey …,” I said again.  Before I could say anything else, he pulled the towel off me.  The towel fell to the floor.

Suddenly, I was completely naked with this 18-year-old boy standing behind me.

Joey kissed my neck again.  He kissed just below my ear, one of my major erogenous spots, and my eyes fluttered.

Joey reached to my front with both hands, and he cupped my naked breasts. 

“Joey …,” I said once more.  This time he’s name came out like a moan.

I turned my head to look at him, to tell him to stop.  I think I was going to tell him to stop.  But it didn’t matter.  Before I could say anything, he was kissing me.  He kissed me and fondled my breasts.  I moaned into his mouth as he rubbed my nipples with his thumbs.

Then we walked / stumbled on to the bed.  Joey got on top of me.  His lips never left mine.  And by this time, I was kissing him back.

Joey reached between us and urgently pulled down his pants.  I felt his hard, large cock pressing against my thigh.

Joey used his knees to open my legs.  It was clear he’d done this before, with other girls.  Yes, no doubt, he was a player.

He took hold of his cock and guided it to my pussy.  Then he pushed in.

Just like that, another man’s cock was inside me.  Just like that, I was cheating on Mike for the first time.  Just like that, I was an unfaithful wife.

And to make it all worse, Joey was only 18.  I was 11 years older than him.  And he was good friends with my husband.

I grimaced as Joey pushed his cock into me.  I wasn’t used to his size – he was big! -- and it hurt at first.  But soon the pain felt good.  Joey’s cock reminded me of Colin’s, my boyfriend before Mike.  Colin was a horrible boyfriend and he treated me like shit, but he always fucked me good.

That’s what Joey was doing now.  He was fucking me good.

When I came, my orgasm was so intense I saw stars.  And I think I screamed.

Moments later, Joey grunted violently as his own orgasm hit.  He jack-rabbited hard and fast into my pussy as he ejaculated streams of his cum into me.

After, we looked at each other, panting into each other’s face as we recovered from our orgasms.

“Joey, you need to get off me,” I managed to say between pants, pushing up on his chest with my hands.

He nodded.  He pulled his softening cock from my pussy.  With a last look at me, he left my bedroom and closed the door.

 

I didn’t move for a long time.  I felt horrible of course.  I’d just cheated on Mike.  I felt so guilty.

But then a slight grin crept onto my face.  Holy fuck.  Joey had just fucked my brains out.  My body was still tingling.  He was only 18 – how the heck did he learn to fuck like that?  Of course, I thought with a giggle, he did have the equipment for it.

These thoughts made me feel even more guilty.  I wanted to call my best friend Allie to tell her what happened.  She would understand because I knew she’d slipped up in her marriage too.  More than once, actually.  But Joey was so young.  I wasn’t sure even Allie would have sex with an 18-year-old.

I knew I had to talk to Joey.  I had to get him to promise to never tell Mike.  To never tell anyone. 

People made mistakes sometimes.  And this was definitely a mistake.

But there was no reason for Mike to ever know.  I was 100% faithful before today, and I’d be 100% faithful from now on.  I slipped up, and it would be my one and only slip up.  Mike would never find out.  And I would never cheat on him again.

 

When I woke up the next morning, Joey wasn’t home.  I figured he was staying with friends again. 

It was kind of a relief.  I needed to talk to him, but I didn’t want to talk to him.  So, I wasn’t disappointed when I didn’t see or hear from him. At least he wasn’t trying to get into my pants again.  He said he’d harbored a crush on me for years.  Maybe he didn’t anymore after getting me to bed. And I was completely okay with that.

I needed to talk to Joey, but I figured there was no rush.  I figured he wasn’t stupid enough to say anything to Mike.




CHAPTER 2

 

 

Mike was in his firm’s San Francisco office briefing the Brainiacs on the Sapphire algorithms.  He was with his main team on the project:  Steve, Brian and Elaine.  Elaine at 22 was fresh out of grad school – she was a prodigy, grading with her BA combinatorial mathematics at 19 and earing her PhD in abstract number theory at 22.  Steve was 28 and Brian was older, around 35.  Both were solid and dependable but not with Elaine’s elite brain powe.  Steve and Elaine were still single.  Brian was married with a couple of kids.

As Brian fielded a question from one of the Brainiacs, Mike’s eyes wandered down.  He looked at Elaine’s legs.  Elaine, in addition to being a genius, had a pretty face.  But what really drew Mike’s attention to her were her legs.  Her legs were okay.  Elaine was a little chubby.  So her legs, while shapely, were a little thick in the thighs, and her calves were a little too muscular.  Worth looking at but not spectacular.  But Elaine wore stiletto heels every day.  She wore hose too, and Mike was pretty sure they were thigh highs (rather than pantyhose) as he’d caught a few flashes of lacy stocking tops since Elaine started at the firm a few months ago.

The heels and hosiery were not the reason Mike put Elaine on his team (at least that’s what he told himself).  She was young to be on such a high-profile project like Sapphire.  But Elaine was super smart.  And she had a way with clients, especially male clients.  She was poised and had an easy-going manner.  When she talked to you, she made you feel like you were the only person in the world.  She also had a flirty air to her, just under the surface.  All that, combined with her youthful pretty looks and alluring (while still professional) wardrobe, made Elaine an asset for his team.

Mike couldn’t help comparing Elaine to his wife, Jen.  Jen was prettier, there was no doubt of that.  But Jen rarely wore real stockings, and while her job required her to wear pantyhose, she took them off as soon as she got home.  And Jen’s skirts and dresses were conservative, loose and below the knee, and the highest heels were 2 inches (what she called kitten heels).  Often she didn’t even wear heels at all, opting instead for flats.

Elaine’s legs were crossed, and her already above knee skirt hiked up a little.  Mike wondered if she was wearing thigh highs.  Maybe even a garter belt?  He hoped she’d adjust in her chair and show a little more thigh (even if for just a moment), as a flash of lace would tell him. 

He focused on her skirt, trying to detect the telltale bumps of garters. Not seeing anything, his eyes moved down her thighs to her calves, and then to the black stiletto heels she was wearing.  She was slowly swaying her foot back and forth, and her high heel was starting to come off her foot.  Mike hoped her shoe would fall off, as then he’d get to see her stockinged foot.  He wondered if he painted her toes the same cherry apple red of her fingernails.

Suddenly Mike’s reverie was broken when Elaine spoke to him.  He looked up, hoping she didn’t notice him looking at her legs.  “Mike, what do you think?” she asked.

Everyone was looking at him.  “Sorry, I was thinking about something,” Mike said.  “What was the question?”

Samuel, one of the brainiacs, had a friendy smile on his face.  He said “Mike, we’ve very impressed with Sapphire, the models all look good.” He looked at the other brainiacs.  They all wore big smiles.  “I think you’re going to make us a lot of money.”  All the partners shared a laugh.

“We want you to present Sapphire to the partners in our Chicago office,” Samuel said.  “We know you’re presenting to the full partnership later this week, but as you know the Chicago partners are very influential.” 

Mike did know that.  In fact, next to old man Jacob and the London office, the Chicago partners were the most powerful in their company.  Mike knew Sapphire was a good idea, but this was getting bigger and bigger.

“Tomorrow we’ll continue to work with your three colleagues here,” Samuel continued, motioning to Elaine, Steve and Brian.  “Tomorrow morning you fly to Chicago and brief the partners there.  How does that sound?”

“That sounds excellent sir,” Mike said.  “I’ll check the flights to Chicago right now.”

“No need,” Samuel chuckled.  “The firm’s private jet will be waiting for you at the airport.”

“Oh … yes sir, that’s excellent,” Mike sputtered out.  Holy fuck, he thought – only the most powerful partners ever get to ride in the firm’s private plane.

Later that evening, Mike and his team went to the hotel bar for a celebratory drink.  “Mike, man, Sapphire is your baby and it’s fucking amazing!” Brian gushed.  Steve and Elaine both agreed, big smiles on their faces.  It was Mike’s baby but they were all going to get major kudos.  And big bonuses! 

“Brian’s right, you don’t realize how incredible Sapphire is, you’re amazing!” Elaine gushed.  She reached over and squeezed Mike’s arm.  As she did, she smiled at him, and looked into his eyes.  She held his arm for a moment too long.  Finally, she let his arm go but she was still smiling at him.

“Well, you know, A leads to B, B leads to C,” Mike said.  That was how he always explained how he figured things out.  Mike had always been good at math, and when you got down to it, Sapphire was just math.  And numbers were like that.  You figure out A, and that leads to B.  Once you’ve got B, you go to C, and so on.

“Mike, you shouldn’t be so modest, even though it’s really cute,” Elaine told Mike with a flirty giggle, batting her long eyelashes at him.  Steve and Brian looked at each other and grinned.  Elaine was definitely tipsy. 

Soon after Steve and Brian went up to their rooms, wanting to get sleep for their meetings with the Brainiacs the next morning.  Elaine lingered as Mike settled the check.  “You know Mike, you shouldn’t go to Chicago by yourself.  You need backup,” Elaine said.  “You should bring me.  I’ll be your wingman.”  With a giggle she added “I’ve never been on a private jet.”

As Elaine said this, she leaned back in the heavily cushioned chair and re-crossed her legs.  Her skirt hiked up and black lace came into view. Mike saw the lace.  She WAS wearing lace topped thigh highs!  Like Elaine, Mike was tipsy too, so rather than avert his eyes, he found himself openly looking at her legs.

Elaine smiled slightly.  She let Mike get a good look, pretending not to notice she was flashing her boss.  Then, feigning alarm, she said “oh” and adjusted her skirt.  “So can I be your wingman in Chicago?” she asked, giving him an innocent smile.

Mike abruptly stood up, his heart pounding.  He thumbed his wedding ring on his left hand.  “Thanks for the offer, Elaine, but I think it’s better you stay here and support Steve and Brian,” he said.  Then he hurriedly left.  He didn’t trust himself. 

Mike practically ran up to his room.  He was worked up.  He knew Elaine was his if he wanted her.  Mike couldn’t help but be tempted. Elaine was young, pretty.  She wore stockings and high heels.  For a moment, Mike imagined those sexy black stiletto heels on his shoulders as he fucked Elaine’s young pussy.

Mike shook his head.  What was he thinking?  I’m married, I love Jen, he thought as he thumbed his wedding ring again.  Jen was way prettier than Elaine.  Elaine couldn’t hold a candle to Jen.  Still ….

Why couldn’t Jen dress like Elaine?  Why couldn’t she flirt like Elaine?  Jen used to be bubbly and flirty.  But she wasn’t like that anymore.

Since their wedding a few years ago, Jen had become, well, conservative … like a soccer-mom (even though they didn’t have any kids yet).  Almost as soon as they got married, she cut her hair.  Her blonde hair used to go halfway down her back.  Now it barely hit her shoulders.  She stopped wearing mini-skirts and tight tops.  Now it was conservative business dresses.  She wore “practical shoes.”  She’d never been a fan of high heels but now she never wore them at all.  With Jen it was always pantyhose, whereas before she occasionally wore stockings.

Mostly though it was Jen’s attitude.  The way she carried herself.  She was still the sweet outgoing girl he fell in love with.  But before she’d been really flirty.  She used to do it all the time.  She’d flirt with a guy right in front of him.  Like, really flirt, to the point the guy was ready to bend Jen over a table and fuck her in the bar.  Jen loved dancing and Mike didn’t.  So she would dance with other men when they went out.  There was always touching.  Her partner would touch her.  He would grind into her.  And Jen would let him. 

Mike always got intensely jealous.  It drove him crazy.  He was already insecure about their relationship.  Especially her old boyfriend Colin. He knew she was out of his league.  Seeing her flirt with other men, it drove him out of his mind.

They got into so many fights about it.  Screaming at each other.  Mike told her she was disrespecting him.  Jen would say she couldn’t help it, that’s just the way she was, and why did it matter anyways, it was all harmless fun.

Maybe all their arguments wore Jen down because she changed.  She didn’t flirt anymore.  When they went to a club she dutifully stayed by Mike’s side.  Mike missed it.  That spirited, flirty, edgy side of Jen.  He missed it.  He still loved Jen.  But she wasn’t the same girl anymore.  And he missed that girl.  He wished that girl would come back.

Mike thought about Elaine.  So confident and flirty.  Elaine knew she was pretty, and she flaunted it.  She used her looks to get what she wanted. That’s how Jen used to be.  Not anymore.  Now Jen was more like a conservative soccer mom. 

Mike got into bed.  He needed release.  He took out his cock and began stroking himself.  As he did, he closed his eyes and fantasized about fucking Elaine.




CHAPTER 3

 

It was a couple weeks later.  I still hadn’t seen or heard from Joey.  I figured he probably started school by now and was living in his dorm.  In fact, most of his things from the guest room were gone.

I was glad he was gone.  Good riddance, I thought.

 

Mike called me from work and gave me the bad news.  He had to travel for work again.  And it would be a long trip this time.

“You won’t be home until next week?” I lamented to Mike.  I felt disappointed.  Deflated.  All those de- words.  I was upset.

“It’s my big chance baby.  They’re even letting me ride in the private jet,” Mike said to me.  I heard the eager smile and excitement in his voice.  I get he’s working hard for us.  I wanted him to go to Chicago.  But I was still upset.  I wanted my husband.  I wanted his love, and his attention.  In fact, we hadn’t made love since my slip up with Joey.  Didn’t Mike desire me? Didn’t he need me the way I needed him?

“I’m meeting with the Chicago partners today, and then there’s dinner tonight, and then meetings tomorrow too.  I might have to go back to San Fran, or even our London office,” Mike said, getting more excited as he went along.  “So that’s why I won’t be back until next week.”

“Ok,” I said, managing to keep the disappointment out of my voice.  I was trying to be supportive.  But what about our wedding anniversary? It was today. I waited for him to mention it, but he didn’t. 

Finally, I softly asked “What about our reservation tonight?”  We had reservations at the famous restaurant, Per Se, to celebrate our anniversary, the same place we got engaged.

Mike didn’t answer at once.  That’s when I knew for sure he forgot about it.  “I know, I’m so bummed,” he said.  I knew he was pretending not to have forgotten.   “I’ll reschedule for next weekend.”

“We had to call months ago to get a table tonight,” I reminded him. 

“They won’t have any openings that fast.”

“I’ll ask around, maybe one of the partners has an in there,” Mike said confidently.  I couldn’t help frowning.  This didn’t sound like Mike.  Not my sweet, shy, awkward Mike.  He sounded … arrogant  In all our time together, he had never sounded arrogant.

“But you should go without me,” Mike hurriedly added.  “I don’t want to ruin your evening.  Take Joey.”  He chucked, and said “Although I’m not sure he owns a suit.”

My frown deepened.  Joey wasn’t my favorite person at that moment, but I was in a disagreeable mood.  I felt like saying “Yeah Mike, and he can’t borrow one of your suits anyways because Joey is so much taller and muscular than you.”  I didn’t say that though.  Of course I didn’t say that.

After hanging up I felt like crying.  I was feeling neglected and lonely.  I felt rejected.  Like Mike was picking his job over me.  I know that makes no sense.  But it was our freaking wedding anniversary!  Mike could at least feel sorry about it, instead of the fake shit he gave me on the phone.

I bummed around all day in my PJs, feeling depressed and sorry for myself.  Then I thought, fuck this!  I WILL take Joey to Per Se!  We’d order the most expensive things on the menu and I’d get some satisfaction when I gave the bill to Mike! 

But that meant I had to call Joey.  I had to see him.

I was so upset, though, I didn’t care.  I called Joey.  It wasn’t hard to convince him to go with me.  After all, it was Per freaking Se.

I wore what I’d plan to wear for Mike.  A little black dress with a bustier and stockings underneath.  I even wore my highest high heels.  I brushed my hair until it was a silky luster and took extra care with my makeup.  I looked for my favorite lipstick then remembered I lost it the other day at work.  Ugh!

Joey arrived at our apartment.  We planned to taxi over together.

It was awkward for both of us at first.  At least for me.  Joey didn’t seem to care.  His eyes were all over me.  I felt like he was undressing me with his eyes again.  And given what we’d already done, his lustful stares meant more.

But then I said to myself, fuck it.  I wasn’t going to let Mike or Joey ruin my evening!

I said, “Come on.”  I grabbed his arm and we went outside to the street to get our taxi to Per Se.

On the way I asked the driver to stop at a Walgrens.  While Joey waited in the car, I rushed inside to buy my favorite lipstick.  As I waited to check out, I passed the birth control section.  It made me pause.  I’m not on any birth control.  Okay, that’s not exactly true, I’m on the pill.  But I’ve always been scattered brained about it, missing days here and there, and especially lately I haven’t been worried about forgetting because Mike and I have been thinking about starting a family soon.

I was lucky Joey didn’t already get me pregnant.

I stared at the boxes of condoms.  There were so many.  Lubricated, non-lubricated, bareskin, ultra thin, extra safe, her pleasure, ecstasy fire and ice, climax control, ultra ribbed.  God it was like ordering coffee at Starbucks.  There were different sizes too.  S, M, L, XL, XXL.  There was even freaky XXXL. 

Mike and I haven’t used condoms since college.  When we became exclusive, we both wanted skin-to-skin, so I went on the pill.  That was 10 years ago and I haven’t bought any condoms since.  But when I did, I bought “medium” to fit Mike.  Thinking about the other night though, I knew Joey was either XL or XXL. 

Was I really thinking about doing this?

I grabbed a box of the XL condoms.  As I waited in line to pay, my head was spinning.  What the fuck was I doing?  I told myself it was just in case.  Better safe than sorry. 

When I got to the front of the line, the young checkout girl (she looked barely out of high school) looked at the box of XL condoms and gave me a smile.  It was like she was saying “Lucky you.”  I couldn’t help smiling back.  I think I blushed too.

I stuffed the condoms in my purse as I walked back to the taxi. Honestly, I didn’t know what I was thinking.  Back in the car, as we drove to Per Se, I told myself I’d give the condoms to Joey at Christmas, like a gag gift.  He was a pussy-hound so he probably needed them.  With that plan in place I felt better.

Per Se was freaking amazing.  The food was so light and delicate and delicious, and the presentation was so beautiful it was a shame to eat.  But eat we did; we both cleaned our plates, that’s how good it was.  I knew I was going to have to work out big time to work off all the calories, but at a restaurant like Per Se it was worth it! 

Before we ordered, and then after dessert, I brushed on my new lipstick.  The brand is Urban Decay, and yeah it sounds like Mike’s new favorite show The Last of Us but it’s the major thing right now.  The one I use is kinda brownish-red and it leaves my lips looking silky and wet.  It’s very New Yorkist (if you know what I mean) and went well with my black dress and black hose.

Joey watched as I put on the lipstick.  “That should be illegal,” he joked as he stared at my newly painted lips.  He grinned and I laughed.

I was tipsy when we got home.  I’d had a half bottle of wine with dinner (Joey wasn’t legal to drink of course).  I was still wearing my high heels.  Normally I would’ve kicked them off as soon as we got home, but I guess I wanted him to look. 

“You look really hot tonight,” Joey said.

“Thank you,” I said without any emotion in my voice.

“This was what you planned to wear for Mike?”

“Yes.”

“His loss,” Joey said.

I shrugged but didn’t say anything.

“What are you wearing underneath?”

“Do you seriously think I’m going to tell you?” I said with a laugh.

“Why not?” he said.

I was about to snap at him again, but then I thought to myself, “Why not?  Fuck it.”

“A bustier.  Stockings.  Thong panties.”

Joey nodded thoughtfully.  Then he asked, “Is it uncomfortable?”

“What?”

“The bustier.”

I couldn’t help laughing.  I said, “Yeah, it’s like a medieval torture machine.  It’s supposed to make a girl thinner.”

Joey grinned.  Then he asked, “Can I touch it?”

“God Joey,” I said with another laugh.  I reached for my new lipstick.   Why, I don’t know, but I did.  He intently watched me as I freshened up my lips.

“So can I?” he asked again.  “Touch it?”

I looked at Joey.  Then I gave him a “whatever, go for it” shrug.  Joey put his hand on my side, slightly squeezing over my dress.  “It’s hard, but soft,” he said, squeezing again.

“It’s some kind of stretchy silk, and it’s got ribbing up and down,” I told him.

“Yeah,” he said, running his fingertips up some of the ribbing.  “How does it attach?”

“It ties in the back,” I said.

Joey reached behind me and felt the crisscrossing strings running up my back, under my LBD.  “It feels like something from Game of Thrones,” he joked with a laugh.

I laughed too.  “The girls wore them back then,” I said.  “Not exactly the same.  They were called corsets.  They were supposed to give a girl an hourglass figure.  You know … tiny waist and big boobs.”

“You don’t need that,” Joey said.  He was looking at my chest.  “Your tits are perfect.”

“Joey, god …,” I said. 

“You tied this yourself?” he asked as he ran his hand over my back again, feeling the strings under my dress.

“Yeah it was a bitch,” I said, and we laughed.

“It’s really sexy,” Joey said.  He was looking into my eyes, and was still running his fingers up and down my back over my dress.  I looked back into his eyes.  Suddenly I was breathing hard. 

Then Joey leaned over and kissed me.  And I kissed him back.

“You taste good,” he said between kisses.

“What?” I said, panting.

“Your lipstick,” he said.  “You taste good.”

I pulled back and looked at him.  When was the last time Mike said my lipstick tasted good?  That I tasted good?  But then Joey was on me again.

Joey ran his hands up and down my back as we kissed.  The bustier under my dress was driving him wild. 

Joey reached down to my legs.  He felt the silk of my stockings.  He moved his hands under my dress.  He pressed his palms against my stocking tops right where they attached to the garter straps.  “Fuck you’re sexy Jen!” he hissed as he groped me.

Joey pushed my dress up, exposing my stockinged legs and panties. He curled a finger into the panties and ripped them off.  I yelped as the lacy material tore from my flesh.

Then Joey was on top of me.  At some point he had pulled down his pants.  I felt his hard cock at my pussy lips.  He was about to penetrate me. 

I stopped him with a hand to his chest.  I said, “This is our secret, right?  You promise?  You’ll never tell Mike?  Or anyone?” I asked.

Joey nodded.  “I can keep a secret,” he said.  “I’ve got a lot of secrets.”

I stared at him.  He was only 18 years old.  How many wives had he fucked?  How many girlfriends had he fucked?

Joey kissed me.  As he pushed his tongue into my mouth, he reached behind and unzipped my dress.  He pulled the dress off my shoulders so now my LBD was like a belt around my waist.

Then he fumbled with the laces of the bustier.   Finally, I pulled away from his lips and breathlessly said, “Joey, pull the freaking string.”

Joey grinned.  He pulled the string to release the knot, and the tension at the top of the bustier immediately lessened.  The bustier didn’t fall off, but my breasts popped out, and immediately Joey’s hands, lips and tongue were all over me.  I groaned and my eyes fluttered when he took one of my nipples into his mouth, and he rolled my other nipple between his thumb and forefinger.  Soon I was writhing under his mouth and fingers.  God, he was good at this.

Joey took off the rest of his clothes.  Now he was completely naked.  I looked him up and down.  I think my breathing got even heavier.  God he had the most beautiful body!  He got those muscles from freaking wrestling?

Joey pushed me down onto my back on the sofa.  He got between my legs, preparing to fuck me.

“Joey, in my bag,” I said to him.  “Condoms.”

To his credit, he didn’t hesitate or object.  He got one of the condoms and with some effort rolled it down his thick shaft.  When I saw how difficult it was, I realized Joey was probably XXL instead of XL.  Shit he was big!

A moment later, Joey’s cock was inside me.  For the second time, my husband’s young 18-year-old friend was fucking me.

God it felt good.  In fact, it felt better than good, it felt amazing.  His cock was long enough that he was able to reach my g-spot, and being curved the way it was, his fat cockhead rubbed against my g-spot with each upward and downward stroke.  I’d felt that before with my old boyfriend Colin, but not since then. 

The continuous stimulation of my g-spot was setting off fireworks of pleasure exploding in my groin.  I felt an orgasm building.  “Fuck me Joey, fuck me,” I moaned. 

Then my orgasm hit, and it was incredible.  It was so intense it was almost painful.  “Oh god!  Shit!  Shit!” I cried.  My face contorted as orgasmic pleasure flooded my body, and I grabbed Joey’s arms so tight I’m surprised my nails didn’t make him bleed.  Somewhere in my cloudy head I realized I hadn’t cum that hard since with Colin, back when we were dating.

Joey kissed me, and I panted into his mouth as I came down from my orgasm.  He put my legs over his shoulders and began fucking me really hard and fast.  I came again – again! – and wave after wave of intense pleasure screamed through my body.  I heard someone screaming, and then I realized it was me! 

Joey’s timing was great, and his orgasm started just after mine, his entire body tensing, and then he lurched into me really hard, over and over again.  As our orgasms rolled through our bodies, he leaned down and kissed me again, pushing his tongue into my mouth.  We groaned and moaned into each other’s mouths as our orgasms peaked, our bodies shuddering together like in a dance of ecstasy.

After our orgasms, we both lay panting, trying to catch our breath. Eventually I pushed against his chest and he got the message.  He began pulling out, and my hard darted between our bodies to hold the condom so it wouldn’t fall off inside me.

But something felt wrong.  I looked down between us.  The condom ripped.  It ripped because it was too small for him.

Fuck!  Joey came inside me!  Like last time, he ejaculated his sperm inside me!

“I think you should go,” I told him.  I was feeling panicked.

Joey nodded.  He looked unconcerned.  Either he didn’t know about the ripped condom, or he didn’t care.  He dressed and moments later he was gone.

It took a long time for me to fall sleep.  I stared up at the ceiling, wondering what the fuck I was doing.




CHAPTER 4

 

The next morning, I made two stops on the way to work.  First, I stopped at the drycleaner on the way.  I didn’t go to our normal drycleaner of course.  By then my dress was dry, but it was pretty obvious the dried splotches were sex stains.  I was embarrassed and mortified when I handed the dress over, but when the Chinese lady looked at the stains she gave me a little knowing smile.  It was like she was saying “I see you got some last night, I envy you.”  That made me smile a little inside, and I felt a little better.

My next stop brought my spirits down.  I went to the drugstore and got a morning after pill.  I couldn’t take a chance of getting pregnant.  I got lucky the first time.  I couldn’t risk it again.  I swallowed the pill with a bottle of water, feeling like shit.

I paused in front of the display with all the condoms.  This was a fork in the road in my life.  Was I going to stop or keep doing this?

I frankly didn’t know the answer.  I mean, I was cheating on my husband.  I was an unfaithful wife.  Why was this such a hard decision for me?  I should stop this madness now and go to church or something and pray to God for forgiveness.

But the decision was hard for me.  Because Joey was giving me something I really needed.  For the first time in a long time, I felt alive.  I felt like the old Jen. 

Back in college, my best friend Allie used to call me “JenJen” whenever I got kind of wild.  Back then I was carefree, bubbly and flirty. When I didn’t have a boyfriend, I kissed my share of cute boys.  I didn’t open my legs for everyone – I mean, I wasn’t a slut – but I loved the thrill of kissing and touching with someone new.  I loved being JenJen.  And I realized I really missed her. 

I impulsively grabbed the XXL condoms.  It didn’t mean I was going to keep fucking Joey.  In fact, at that moment, I made the decision it had to stop with Joey.  So why did I buy the condoms?  I don’t know.  It just meant I was prepared for whatever.

After paying, I tossed them in my purse.  Now both the XXL and XL condoms were in there.  I made a mental note to hide them someplace when I got home.  I obviously didn’t want Mike to see them.

The next day Mike finally got home (it ended up he didn’t have to go to London after all, thank god) and I hoped life would get back to normal.

 

I’m not sure if this qualifies as “getting back to normal.”  But anyway, I started being more careful about taking the pill.  I got anal about it.  I don’t know why.  I mean, the thing with Joey was over right?  And Mike and I were still thinking about starting a family. 

I don’t know ….  I guess I was still confused about things.  Not just what happened with Joey, but my relationship with Mike.  He still was working all the time and I still felt neglected.  So it just seemed like the right thing to do, until I worked things out.

 

A few weeks later, Mike invited Joey over to watch Sunday football. I didn’t want Joey to come over, but I had no choice.  And then in the kitchen, Joey groped my ass while Mike was just a few feet away, watching the Jets game.

Mike had had an exhausting week at work, so after a couple of beers, he passed out on the sofa.  Once I was sure Mike was asleep, I pulled Joey by his ear downstairs to our apartment building’s laundry room.  After making sure the room was empty, I laid into him.  “Joey, how dare you touch me?” I said furiously, waving my finger at him.  “I mean, what were you thinking? Mike was right there!”

But instead of being chastised, Joey grabbed me and pressed his lips against mine.  I pushed against him, but he kept kissing me, and then his tongue was in my mouth. 

I pushed him away.  What happened next happened so fast I didn’t have time to react.

Joey lifted my skirt to my waist.  Before I had a chance to push my skirt down, Joey pulled down my pantyhose.  In a flash his nose was in my trimmed bush and his mouth was on my sex.  He flicked his tongue between my lips, over my clit, and back again.  When he got back to my clit, he flicked his tongue over, then back, and then around my sensitive bulb. 

Then with his fingers he pulled apart my pussy lips to get better access to my clit with his tongue, at the same time pushing one and then two fingers inside me.  It felt amazing!

My god!  I couldn’t believe this was happening!  This 18-year-old kid had me so hot that, rather than pushing him away, I was grabbing his hair and grinding my pussy harder against his mouth.

Finally I did push him away.  “Stop!” I said, pushing his face away from my sex and taking two very unsteady steps back.  I looked at him, panting and my chest heaving. 

“Come here,” I finally said, kicking off my black Mia flats and tugging down my pantyhose.  He stood up and came to me, and I reached down and undid his belt.  “You want to fuck me, is that it?” I hissed as I worked on his zipper and pulled out his cock.  “You want to stick this big thing inside me?  Come on then, fuck me.  What are you waiting for?  Fuck me, you know you want to!”

Joey grinned.  He knew he had won.

Holding his cock with his hand, he positioned the head between my pussy lips and rammed it into me.  I helped by pulling up my skirt and wrapping my leg around his.  I grunted when he penetrated me.  God he was so long and thick. 

I grabbed his hips and pushed back to get more of him inside me. We fucked that way, standing up, looking at each other, panting into the other’s face like 2 dogs in heat.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him full mouth, pushing my tongue down his throat, and that made him fuck me even harder.  He fucked me so hard he lifted me onto my tiptoes, and then off the floor, that’s how hard he fucked me.

His cock felt so good.  So long and thick, and gloriously curved, rubbing against my g-spot and clit like last time, touching off explosions of pleasure inside me.  And it felt so much better skin-to-skin.  Without the latex separating us, I was actually able to feel the big vein that ran up the underside of his shaft.  That’s how thick he was, how tightly my pussy was stretched around his girth, I could feel the ridges and contours of his hard cock.

But that also reminded me about the birth control situation.  I was on the pill again but everyone knew the pill wasn’t fool proof.  And anyways, it took a while to be effective once you started taking it regularly again.

Taking Joey’s face in my hands, and looking into his eyes, I urgently said, “Joey, you have to pull out.  You CANNOT cum inside me.  Okay?”

He nodded, and with that taken care of, I gave into it and allowed myself to savor the hard pounding he was giving me.  I felt my orgasm building, and I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming.  My back arched violently as I came, my entire body shuddering as orgasmic pleasure exploded within me. 

Again, Joey’s timing was perfect, and he came too, but somehow he remembered to pull out, which was good because at that moment I wouldn’t have stopped him from cumming inside me.  So instead, he came all over my front, soaking my blouse and skirt with globs and globs of his thick jism. 

Just then, as we held each other, panting to catch our breaths, the door opened!  I looked over Joey’s shoulder and saw it was Mrs. Connery, our 70 year old neighbor! 

I can only imagine what we looked like, standing up and clearly in the after throes of sex, my leg wrapped around the naked bottom of my lover. Thinking fast, I held Joey close to me.  My only chance was for Mrs. Connery to think I was with Mike, so I didn’t want her to see Joey’s face. “Um, Mrs. Connery, if you don’t mind?” I said, urging her to leave.  She did leave, but not before throwing me a very disapproving frown.

As the door closed, Joey and I broke into laughs.  I wasn’t worried about Mrs. Connery.  Everyone knew she was half senile.  If she said anything, it would be easy to deny it. 

We quickly dressed and snuck back into the apartment.  Mike was still snoozing on the sofa.  Joey left to go home.  I took a quick shower.

I sat down on the sofa with my sleeping husband.  I leaned my head on him.  I couldn’t help smiling.  “JenJen is back,” I thought to myself. “She’s back.”




CHAPTER 5

 

 

The next morning, I woke up early and went to work.  On the way, I dropped off the skirt and blouse at the drycleaners.  The little chinese woman behind the counter gave me another one of those knowing grins when she saw the obvious dried cum stains on my skirt and blouse.  This time I gave her a big grin back, as if saying “Yeah, that’s right, I got laid real good last night.”  I felt cheery, like an adventurous teenager again, fucking in strange and mysterious places. I felt so alive.

But my good mood went away when I got to work and I was able to reflect about what was going on.  No way I could deny it anymore.  I was cheating on Mike.  This wasn’t a one time thing.  I was having an affair. With an 18-year-old!

I didn’t hear from Joey, and I was glad. 

The next weekend, Mike and I finally went to Per Se to celebrate our anniversary (one of the partners at his firm did have a connection there, with Thomas Keller himself!)  I wore the black dress he loved, the bustier, stockings and high heels.  In other words, the same thing I wore with Joey. 

The food was just as delicious.  But it wasn’t as much fun, at least for me, because I’d just been there.  And my unfaithfulness was weighing on my mind.

Mike loved my outfit and he was all over me when we got home.  It felt good I could still arouse him.  But honestly I didn’t enjoy the sex.  I couldn’t help comparing Mike to Joey, and that made me feel guilty, but the truth was there was a big different.  A BIG difference. 

And while Mike knew my body way better than Joey, he wasn’t trying as hard.   He was barely trying at all to give me pleasure.  There was hardly any kissing or foreplay.  It was like he was just using me to get off, like I was a fleshlight. 

I pretended to like it, I even pretended to cum.  But I felt lonely and neglected, even while he was inside me.  God we were fucked up.  I started wondering if we needed to go to marriage counseling.

The next week Mike went on a business trip.  He wouldn’t be home until Friday afternoon. 

That morning as I dressed I had butterflies in my stomach.  At the same time, I was feeling, I don’t know … kind of excited.  It was like how I felt after what happened in the laundry room, like an adventurous college student again.  Like JenJen again.

As I got dressed, I paid a little more attention to my makeup.  I wore a shorter skirt.  I even wore thigh high stockings and stiletto high heels! 

The last thing before going to work, I popped that day’s birth control pill in my mouth.  Then I checked my closet, in a box hidden in the back. The XL and XLL condoms were there. 

I didn’t know why I was keeping the XL condoms.  They were too small for Joey, and too big for Mike.  I grabbed the XL box and stuffed them in my purse.  I would throw them away when I got to the subway station.  No sense having 2 boxes Mike might find.

As I subway’ed to work, I felt great.  I felt sexy!  And I noticed guys checking me out.  It really fed my ego and made me feel even sexier!

It was that way at work too.  Usually, I kept to myself, and anyways everyone knew I was happily married.  So the men in the office left me alone, and I went about my business.

Today though my co-workers were checking me out, and flirting with me!  Probably because of my outfit.  And I flirted back.  It was fun!  I felt like I was back in college.  I felt like JenJen again.

One of the guys at the office – his name’s Scott.  We talk in the breakroom sometimes.  He always makes me laugh.  He’s really smart and just made partner, and he helps me sometimes on projects. 

But god he’s so gorgeous!  He’s a player, and he can be an arrogant ass sometimes, but he’s soooo gorgeous!  My best friend Allie, who works at my firm too, she had a fling with him.  It wasn’t technically cheating because she and her husband RH were separated at the time. 

Anyways, Scott flirted with me big time today, and he invited me to the happy hour on Friday.  I reminded him I was happily married – not by saying anything, but making sure he saw the rings on my left hand – but he still made me promise to come.  His persistence and attention made me smile and feel good inside.  It made me feel sexy.

Just before going home, I called Joey.  I told him Mike was traveling, and asked if he wanted to come over for dinner.  He immediately said yes of course.

Joey was there when I got home.  In the kitchen he was simmering a stew and had mixed a salad.  He gave me a long up and down look.  His eyes lingered on my legs in the back hose, and my feet in the stiletto high heels.

I poured some wine and checked on the stew.  As I mixed it, Joey put his hand on my hip.    I immediately put my hand over his, stopping him from doing anything.  I should have pushed his hand away and yelled at him.  But I didn’t.  I stood there in my stiletto heels, not saying anything, my hand on his.

I guess Joey took that as an invitation.  Because he got on his knees and he pushed up my skirt.  He kissed and fondled my ass.  I was wearing a thong so I was showing a lot of skin, and he was kissing and caressing all of it.  And running his hands up and down my stockinged legs.

I felt my eyes flutter and my breathing got heavier.  Somewhere in my head I knew we couldn’t do this in the kitchen, not where we might burn ourselves.  So I breathlessly said “bedroom.”  Joey didn’t have to be told twice.  He practically picked me up and rushed into my bedroom.

I sat Joey on the edge of the bed and got on my knees.  I undid his belt and zipper, and took out his cock, which was a little difficult because he was already hard.  Then my head went into his lap, and I soon felt his fingers interlace in my hair as I stroked, licked, sucked and swallowed his massive cock.  He was so big and thick I couldn’t swallow more than a couple inches, but I guess even that much in my mouth was too much for him because in less than 60 seconds he grunted and lurched and then I practically gagged on his huge ejaculation.

Now it was my turn.  Joey got me on my back on the bed, and he pushed up my skirt.  He looked at me for long moments, admiring my stockinged legs.  Then he pulled my thong to the side and went down on me. He ate pussy like an expert.  Before long I was moaning and writhing under his tongue, and moments later I came hard on his tongue.

It’d been less than 10 minutes since I got home.  In that time, I got Joey off.  He got me off. 

“So …,” Joey hesitantly said to me after I came and caught my breath.

I pulled down my skirt and hugged my knees to my chest.  “So …,” I said back.  For some reason I felt incredibly confused at that moment.  I felt lonely and neglected.  I felt vulnerable. 

Then Joey did exactly the perfect thing.  He sat up next to me, and put his arm around me. 

Oh my god it felt so good.  Not sexually, it wasn’t about that.  But emotionally.  That’s what I needed, an emotional connection.  I needed to feel like I was more than just a good lay.  A piece of meat.   A fleshlight.   I needed to feel wanted.  Loved.  And that’s what Joey did when he put his arm around me. 

Still we weren’t saying anything.  But I snuggled into his arm.  And he held me tighter.  And I snuggled more into him.  It felt really good.

But Joey was a teenager and I was a hot chick in stockings and high heels, so eventually it turned back to sex.  He ran his hand down my body to my trimmed landing strip, and said “This is really sexy.”

“What?  That I trim?” I asked.

He moved his fingers to my pussy lips.  “No.  I mean, yeah, that.  But because this is all bare.”

“I get waxed,” I told him.  “It’s called a Brazilian.”

“I know what a Brazilian is Jen,” Joey said with a laugh.  My cheeks went red with embarrassment.  I was 29 and he was only 18, yet at that moment I felt like he was older than me.  More experienced and more worldly than me.

“This is sexy too,” Joey said, running his fingers over my thigh high stockings.  He wasn’t just running his fingers over me.  He was caressing me.  Over my stocking tops.  And my bare skin above.

I softly moaned and arched my back as he caressed down my super sensitive inner thighs.

I got up on my knees on the bed.  Looking into his eyes, I took off my blouse, then skirt, then bra and panties.  I left the thigh highs on (I’d earlier tossed off the high heels). 

Then I unbuttoned his shirt and finished pulling off his pants and boxers.  “You’ve got an awesome body Joey,” I said, running my fingertips over his chest, tracing along his muscles.  I traced along the ridges of his abs (he had a six pack).  When I got to his hard cock I lifted it in my palm.  He was long.  And thick.  And heavy.  “You’re so beautiful Joey,” I said honestly.

“Is mine bigger than Mike’s?” he asked.

Joey’s question surprised me.  It was the first time he wanted me to compare him to Mike.  Mike used to be Joey’s hero.  But now?

I looked into his eyes and said, “You’re bigger.”  As I said the words, I felt my nipples tighten, getting even harder.  I felt even more tingling in my pussy.

Joey got me onto my back, and got on top of me.  I thought about the condoms in my closet.  Then I thought, “fuck it.”  I’d tell him to pull out. And anyways, I wanted to feel him skin-to-skin again.

I grunted and clenched my teeth as he entered me.  The boy was so thick! 

Joey started slow, letting me get used to his size.  But soon he was ramming me.  Really – freaking – hard.  Like fucking my brains out.  That’s what he did.  He fucked my brains out.

I screamed when I came.  Screamed and squealed at the top of my lungs.  Something like “Fuck! Fuck!  You’re Fucking Making Me Cum!  Oh God! Shit! Shit Shit Shit! Joey You’re Making Me Cum! You’re Making Me Cum! You’re Making Me Fucking Cum! Oh God Joey!  Oh God!  I’m Cummmmmming!!!!!”

I came and Joey fucked me through my orgasm.  Then he fucked me even harder as he got close to the edge. 

Thoughts of making him pull out were gone.  I knew the pill wasn’t fool proof, and probably not totally effective yet anyways.  But at that moment I didn’t care.  I wanted Joey to cum inside me!

So as I felt him get to the edge, I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his thighs, coupling us together.  We were connected at that moment, one person.  Then Joey came and he screamed like me.  “I’m Cumming Jen!  I’m Cumming!  Oh God I’m Cumming!”

After Joey came he collapsed on top of me.  He was still inside of me.  Eventually he pulled out.  I clenched my teeth at the sensation of his thick long cock pulling out of me.

I felt a flood of his cum spill out of my pussy and leak down my thigh onto the bed, pooling into the wet spot.

By that point we were both satiated.  Not saying a word, I got up and went into the bathroom.  I wiped my pussy lips and inner thighs with toilet paper.  I sat on the toilet and douched, trying to get as much of Joey’s sperm out of me. Then I got ready for bed, putting on Mike’s old frat t-shirt, comfy cotton VS panties, and white cotton ankle socks. This was what I always wore to bed. 

When I got out of the bathroom Joey was still there.  I was only a little surprised.  I saw he had the good manners to put on a t-shirt and boxers. At that moment I was too tired – physically and emotionally – to make a fuss about it.

I got into bed and rolled to my side, as usual.  Joey didn’t move for long moments.  Then, probably because he’d seen me and Mike doing it, Joey pressed against my back and spooned me.  As he did, he put his arm around me. 

I didn’t move for long moments.  I couldn’t sleep like this, could I? With my husband’s young friend spooning me like he was my man instead of Mike?   Then after a few moments, I gave into it.   I took his hand in mine and hugged his arm to my bosom.  I closed my eyes, and I think I sighed with content.  I softly stroked his hard bicep.  Then I fell into a deep asleep.

When I woke up it was still dark.  I looked at the clock.  It was just past 3am.  I realized I was breathing hard.  I realized my face was flush. 

Joey was awake behind me.  He hand was up Mike’s t-shirt.  He was cupping me, fondling me, thumbing my nipple.  His other hand was inside my VS cotton panties.  He was fingering me.  And he was still pressed against my back.  He was hard, and his python of a cock was pressed between my ass cheeks.

I managed to turn around so now I was facing him.  “Joey, what the fuck?” I said.  I was still half asleep, but I was waking up fast.

Joey kissed me.  Open mouth.  Tongue down my throat.  He worked the t-shirt over my A-cup tits and my panties down my legs.  All that was left was my white cotton socks.  Then he was inside me.  Penetrating me. Impaling me.  No condom.  Skin-to-skin.  Joey was fucking me again.

I was wide awake then.  Fucking him back.  Kissing him back.  Our sex was passionate and urgent.  It lasted only a few minutes.  I came, and then Joey came too.  He came inside me again.  Then we both fell back asleep.  At least I did.

When I woke up again the sun was up.  I was still on my side (I always slept on my side), but now I was facing the other way.  When I opened my eyes Joey was looking at me.  He leaned to me, and kissed me.  I kissed him back, parting my lips, inviting his tongue into my mouth.

We made love.  That’s what it was, making love.  A lot of kissing.  A lot of touching.  Slow, drawn out.  It was passionate but not urgent. 

Joey made me cum again.  He came too of course.  Inside me.  When I sensed him cumming, I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him.  I wanted to be kissing him when he came.  I wanted him to cum inside me.

Joey got dressed and went to school.  I was happy for the moment of solitude, before I had to go to work.  Lying in bed, I realized we’d fucked for almost 12 hours straight. 

God my pussy was sore.  My mouth too.  But god I felt alive!  Yeah there was a lot of guilt there.  But I felt alive!  My body tingled, I couldn’t get the smile off my face.  I was happy! 

I dressed sexy to work again.  In addition to the shorter skirt, this time I wore a sheer blouse and a lace bra underneath.  The blouse was professional, but it was sheer enough so you could see the lace of my bra if you really looked.  I wore thigh high stockings again, and 4 inch high heels. 

It was a new experience for me.  I had never worn 4 inch stiletto high heels after getting my brain fucked out, with my pussy so sore.  I found it even harder to walk in the heels than usual.  But I forced myself to wear them.  It was who I was.  I was JenJen again.  And JenJen would wear stiletto high heels to work.  Especially after getting her brains fucked out.

I stopped at the drugstore.  I got another morning after pill.  I worried what it might be doing to my body to take them so often.  But I knew I had to.   Joey had cum so much inside me.  I couldn’t risk it.

I got even more attention from the guys in the office than yesterday.  I wondered if it was the sexy outfit, or if it was because somehow I looked “just fucked”?  That I looked like a slut who fucked for 12 hours straight last night?  Who had fucked an 18-year-old boy for 12 hours last night?

Joey came inside me so much last night (and this morning) that he was leaking from my pussy and making my stocking tops wet.  I had to go into the bathroom 3 times to wipe Joey from my thighs.  Each time I smiled and marveled at how slutty I’d been last night.  I loved it.  I felt so wicked and sexy to feel the wet elastic of the thigh highs pressing against my flesh, knowing how they had gotten that way.

I felt guilty of course.  I felt wicked.  Not only was I cheating on Mike, I was cheating with an 18-year-old, a boy my husband helped raise. 

But I couldn’t wipe the grin from my face.  For the first time in a long time, I felt alive.  I felt happy.  I felt like I was myself again.




CHAPTER 6

 

 

Mike flew into LaGuardia and immediately took a taxi to the address Jen had given him.  It was her company’s Friday night happy hour and it was at a bar in Midtown.

Mike didn’t want to go.  He was tired from his trip.  Meetings with partners and clients about his Sapphire project were exhausting.

Mostly though, Mike hated happy hours.  They weren’t his thing.  He was shy and felt more comfortable in small groups, not among big crowds like happy hours.  He never knew what to say and always felt awkward. Especially since it was Jen’s company happy hour and he wouldn’t know anyone there.

But he couldn’t remember the last time Jen wanted to go to happy hour, and she wanted him to be there.  So of course he was going, because he wanted to support his wife.

Mike moved through the crowd, searching for Jen.  Then he saw her. He took a moment to look at his wife.  As usual, she was the prettiest girl in the room.  But somehow, she looked different.  It wasn’t just tonight.  He’d noticed since getting home from his last business trip.  She seemed … bubblier, like she was walking on air.  More outgoing (if that was possible, since Jen was already a people person).  She seemed, well, happier.

Jen was with a group of people.  Although, she was mostly talking to a dark-haired guy.  He was tall, had broad shoulders and a confident swagger.  As she sipped a cosmo, she beamed and chatted merrily with him. 

Mike approached.  Jen smiled when she saw him, squeezing his arm and giving him a quick kiss.  “Fashionable late, as usual,” she joked, smiling into his eyes.  She was tipsy but not drunk.  The server came around and Mike ordered a Highland Park scotch.  Then Jen introduced Mike to her friends.  The tall dark-haired man was Scott.

As was his nature, Mike was mostly quiet as the party went on around him.  He listened to Jen and her friends talking.  He saw immediately that Scott was the center of attention.  He was charismatic and charming, and he knew how to tell good stories. 

Scott told a story and everyone laughed.  Jen laughed and hit him playfully on the arm.  She smiled beaming at him.  Scott grinned back at her. Mike frowned and he felt something stir inside him. 

Mike had a moment alone with Jen.  He whispered, “Who’s he again?”

“I told you baby, he’s Scott,” Jen said.

“Yeah but, who is he?”

“He’s a new partner.  He’s really smart and talented.  Sometimes he helps me with projects,” Jen said. 

“What is he, your new bud?” Mike said sarcastically.

Jen’s eyes went wide, and she experienced déjà vu.  In the past she had a lot of guy friends, and her best guy friends she called “buds.”  She spent a lot of time with her buds, not as much as with Mike of course, but a lot. 

There was always laughing and talking and hanging out, and a lot of flirting too.  Like, when they used to go to clubs, Jen often danced with her buds as much as Mike, and there was always some touching.  It never led to anything of course, but Mike always got jealous and upset and often it led to big arguments.  One time a few years ago, Mike got so angry he actually stormed out of their apartment and spent a few days with his best friend Sam. 

Jen was a complete mess those days he was away.  She was afraid she lost Mike and she couldn’t live without him.  So just like that, she stopped flirting.  She pretty much stopped having guy friends too, and certainly no more “buds” or dancing with other men.  Now her friends were mostly girls, and the guys in her life were just casual acquaintances, except for a few like Joey and Sam, and Allie’s husband RH.  Jen was still as pretty and sexy as ever, but she’d turned into a plain brown vanilla wife.

Mike hadn’t been jealous in years.  Jen had given him no reason to be.  Now though he clearly was.  And Jen liked it.  It was like, it showed that he cared about her.  That he loved her.  And she liked the way, at that moment, she had all his attention.  Maybe it was the vodka clouding her good sense, but she wanted to keep him jealous.

“Scott’s just someone I work with baby,” Jen said kinda dismissively. “We hang sometimes ….”

“You hang?” Mike said with a frown.

“Mike it’s nothing.  We work together, that’s all,” Jen said.  Then she took his arm and pulled him back into the circle of people.  She made sure to stand next to Scott, and they started laughing and talking again.  She sensed Mike watching them.  She sensed his jealousy, that he was getting upset. 

She didn’t want to take this game too far, so she turned back to him. “How’s your project going?” she asked, loud enough for everyone to hear. She turned to everyone and said “Mike’s got an idea for a new way for investing in stocks.”  She squeezed Mike’s hand and added “He’s so smart.”

Everyone looked at Mike, and for a moment he had everyone’s attention.  Mike was shy and didn’t like attention.  But he made an effort to explain Sapphire.  How it was a new way of looking at historical numbers and other information to predict future performance, and how it was possible to use that information to invest with a lot more accuracy in a lot of things like stocks and exchange traded funds (ETFs). 

Mike didn’t have the charisma of Scott, and his explanation was way too technical for this crowd.  People started losing interest and quickly there were glazed eyes and even a few yawns.

Abruptly Scott said, “So it’s like ETFs on steroids.”  Almost immediately everyone perked up and there was renewed interest.

“Well – that’s not really right …” Mike said with a frown.

“Bro, you need a snappy message that pops!” Scott insisted.  Others were nodding their heads.

Jen was nodding too.  “Maybe you should use Scott’s tag line in your presentation honey,” she said.  “Scott you wouldn’t mind, right?”

“No problem,” Scott said.  “Hey bro, we can talk and I’ll give you more ideas.”

A little later, Jen pulled Mike aside.  “See Scott’s really nice.”

“Sure,” Mike said keeping his face and voice neutral.  Inside his stomach was churning.

Jen sensed his jealousy though.  She said “Scott’s just someone I work with.  He’s really brilliant though.  He might be able to help you.”

“Okay.  I’ll think about it,” Mike said.  But inside he was thinking “over my dead body.”  Snappy lines like “ETF on steroids” might work in a 5 second TV commercial, but at a partner meeting it would make him look like an unprepared idiot. 

“Maybe if you talked, you might even become friends,” Jen added.

“Yeah,” Mike said.  “You never know.”  But inside Mike knew that would never happen.  He barely even knew Scott but he already hated him. Hated him because of the way Jen was talking about him.  It seemed like she was taking Scott’s side.  About what Mike didn’t know.  But that’s how it felt.

Later as they rode in an uber home, Mike put his hand on Jen’s leg and said “You look really pretty tonight.”

Jen smiled and beamed at her husband.  “Thanks baby.”

“This is unexpected,” Mike said, edging his hand under Jen’s skirt and feeling the lacy tops of her thigh high stockings.

“I wore high heels too,” Jen said with a giggle.  “I wanted to look sexy for you baby.”  With a laugh she added “My feet are killing me though.”

“I’ll massage your feet when we get home,” Mike offered.

“I’d love that baby,” Jen said, a big smile on her face.  Her heart was doing flips.  Mike hadn’t shown her this much affection and attention in a long time!

“So how long have you known Scott?” Mike asked.

“I mean, it’s not like I know him,” Jen said carefully, emphasizing the word “know.” 

“He transferred from our San Diego office.  Six months ago? Something like that.  He works in my group.”

“He’s your boss?”

“No, he’s like parallel.”

“But you work together a lot,” Mike said.  It was half statement, half question.

“Mike, what’s with the 20 questions?” Jen said with a laugh.

“I just can tell he’s interested in you,” Mike said.

“Mike baby, Scott knows I’m very married,” Jen said.  “He saw me with you tonight.”

“That’s my point!” Mike said with a “I gotcha!” tone of voice.  “He knows you’re married but he hit on your anyway!  Some guys are like that!”

“Mike he didn’t hit on me.”

“Why are you defending him?!”

“I’m not defending him,” Jen said, worried that she’d taken this game too far and they were about to get into one of their ugly arguments.  She steeled herself for it.  She knew in the next moment Mike was going to blow up and make an ugly scene.

But instead, Mike suddenly pulled her to him.  He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her open mouth.  Jen was so shocked for a moment she didn’t respond.  But then she kissed her husband back.  Within moments they were passionately making out and fondling each other.  In the uber!  Jen couldn’t remember the last time Mike gave her so much PDA.

In their apartment, Mike didn’t pull Jen into their bedroom immediately.  But he still lavished attention on her.  He sat her sideways on the sofa.  He took off her high heels and rubbed her stockinged feet.  They laughed and talked about nothing, the way they used to.  Jen felt like the center of Mike’s universe.  She loved it!

Mike looked up Jen’s legs.  She had the longest, shapeliest legs.  And when she was wearing silky stockings, like now, she looked even more incredible.  Her skirt had hiked up a little and he could see the lace of her stocking tops.  And her 4 inch stiletto heels were on the floor by his feet. 

“You wear this short skirt for Scott?” he teased with a mischievous look in his eyes.

Jen heard the levity in his voice and joked back.  “Yeah right,” she said with a laugh.

“Did you?” he asked a little more seriously.  He touched the edge of her skirt.  “This is shorter than what you normally wear.”

Jen flushed a little, feeling trapped, because Mike was right, she’d been dressing differently lately.  “It’s just the fashion now,” she sputtered out.

Mike accepted her answer.  He grinned and said “I like today’s fashion.”

Relieved, Jen grinned back and playfully said “Well maybe I need to go to Nordstrom’s or something and buy more short skirts and stockings.”  

“Maybe you do,” Mike said, caressing up and down her silky calves and ankles.  “And more high heels too.”

Jen looked surprised.  She asked “So I’m allowed to spend money?” Mike was always worried about money, but even more so now because they were trying to save up to buy a house.  (They were renting their current apartment.)

“Yeah, I like seeing your legs,” Mike said, smiling into Jen’s pretty face and continuing to run his fingers up and down her calves and thighs.

Without thinking – a stupid blonde moment – Jen joked “Probably Scott will like it too.”

Jen knew it was a mistake as soon as she said it.  Mike snapped, “Why did you say that?”

“Mike I’m joking,” Jen sputtered trying to take it back.

“Why did you say that?” Mike pressed, his eyes boring into Jen’s.

Jen was scared by Mike’s intensity.  But then she noticed something. He was being urgent and intense, but he didn’t seem angry or upset.  And she noticed something else.  With her feet in his lap, she could feel he was hard as a rock.

“Why Jen?” Mike asked again, his voice louder and even more urgent, but still not really angry.

“It’s just … lately Scott’s been flirting with me,” Jen said hesitantly.

“So you did dress like this for Scott,” Mike said.  There was accusation in his voice, but again, not really anger. 

Jen looked down.  It was like a flinch, not able to take the intensity of Mike’s eyes on her.  In a little voice – like the voice of a little girl having been caught doing something wrong – she said, “Yeah, I mean, I guess, a little ….”

Suddenly, Mike was on top of her.  His lips, his hands, they were on her, kissing and touching her everywhere.  Jen kissed and touched back. Mike pulled her skirt up and pulled down her panties.

It wasn’t a quick fuck like after their Per Se anniversary dinner.  Mike lavished kisses and caresses over Jen’s face and body for a long time, hitting all her erogenous zones (and Mike knew them better than any other man). 

After Jen was way passed getting her cum face on (that’s what Mike called Jen’s beautiful face when she was aroused and needed fucked), he went down on her.  Mike was an expert at eating pussy, he was the best Jen had ever had (by far!). 

Mike knew Jen’s body better than she did, he knew when she was about to cum, so he didn’t let her.  For what seemed like forever to Jen, he kept edging her up and then down, getting her close to an orgasm but not letting her fall over.  At the end, Jen was writhing and begging Mike to let her cum.  Finally, Mike did, and Jen screamed and her body convulsed as massive bolts of orgasmic pleasure shot through her body. 

After Jen calmed down and caught her breath, Mike mounted her. His only regret was he couldn’t make her cum again.  Mike was small to begin with, and Jen’s pussy always felt so good – like a tight velvet glove around his cock – that he almost always came fast. 

Mike was always able to make Jen cum with his mouth or fingers. 

But he rarely made her cum with his cock.  He knew that.  He also knew Jen often faked it during their intercourse.  She wasn’t able to get away with it though, because Mike knew her body too well.  He knew a real orgasm from a fake one.  But Mike loved her for it because he knew she was trying to spare his feelings, and because of that he never confronted her about it.

“Wow, that was something,” Jen said with a sparkle of delighted awe on her pretty face after Mike came and they were on their backs, panting.

“Yeah,” Mike said with a laugh.

They were silent for a long moment.  Then Jen rolled to her side and got on her elbow to look at her husband.  “I need to ask you something,” she said hesitantly.  When Mike nodded, she continued.  “What was that about Scott?”

Mike rolled to his side to look at her.  Now their faces were just inches apart.  “Did you flirt back?  When he flirted with you?”

“Mike --,” Jen said warily.

“I’m not going to get mad,” Mike said.  “I just want to know.”

“I mean, I guess, a little,” Jen confessed.  “You’re always working. You forgot about our anniversary.  Don’t lie, you did.  I get lonely.  I guess I was looking for some attention.”

Mike was silent for long moments.  Finally he said “I’m sorry.  The pressure’s intense with Sapphire.  We found a bug.  The partners are going crazy.  I think we can fix it but it’s taking a lot of time.”

“I’m not trying to guilt you,” Jen said, giving Mike a sympathetic look and rubbing his arm.  “I’m just trying to explain.”  After a moment’s hesitation, she said “And I’m trying to understand.  You used to get so mad.” With a giggle she added “But not tonight.”

“I don’t know,” Mike said, not really understanding it himself.  “You were different tonight.  Like the way you used to be.  I guess I miss that Jen. The JenJen.”  Mike knew of course Allie’s nickname for her.

“You hated JenJen,” she reminded him with a laugh.  “Remember all our arguments?”

“Yeah,” Mike said, looking regretful.  “I guess I’m more secure now. In us.  And I guess I realize it’s not fair for me to say who your friends are. So if you want to be buds with Scott, then go ahead.  I can handle it now.”

Jen’s jaw dropped, a shocked look on her face.  “You don’t even like Scott,” she said incredulously.

“No I don’t,” Mike admitted.

“You realize he’s a major player right?” Jen said, the incredulous look still on her pretty face.  “He had a fling with Allie.”

Now it was Mike’s turn to be shocked.  “She cheated on RH?” he asked indignantly.  Allie wasn’t Mike’s favorite person.  He knew she didn’t think he was good enough for Jen.  They tolerated each other for Jen’s sake. 

But surprisingly, Mike was good friends with her husband RH.  Like him, RH was hitting above his batting average with Allie, who was a 10 like Jen.  And RH lived and breathed the Mets and Jets even more than Mike. And, to help bond the 2 men even more, both despised the Yankees. 

“God don’t tell RH,” Jen said, immediately regretting telling Mike. “She didn’t cheat.  It was when they were separated.  But if RH finds out ….”

“I won’t tell him,” Mike said, still processing the information of Allie and Scott.  “Jeez Scott’s a real ass.  Taking advantage of Allie when she’s down.”

“Yeah …,” Jen said noncommittally.  She wasn’t going to defend Scott to Mike, but she wasn’t sure it happened that way.  Well, okay, maybe Scott saw his chance and seduced Allie.  But Allie said it was the best sex of her life.

Then to her surprise, Jen noticed that Mike was hard again.  That was really unusual.  Mike was almost always a one-time-a-night guy.  She cupped his hard-on and said “What’s up with you tonight baby?” She giggled at the double-entendre.

“I don’t know,” Mike said with a grin.  “I’m trying to figure it out myself.”

“Well, while you’re trying to figure it out, I think I’ll help myself,” Jen said with another giggle.  She got on top of Mike and they made love again.




CHAPTER 7

 

When I woke up it was still dark outside.  Mike was still asleep.  I stared into the darkness.

I was cheating on Mike.  I loved him as much as ever, yet I was cheating. 

I felt guilty, but probably not as guilty as I should.  Why was that?

And what about Scott?  Yeah, last night at the happy hour, I flirted with him to make Mike jealous.  I enjoyed it too, it was exciting.  It was pretty clear Scott wanted to get into my pants.  And that was such an ego boost, it was so thrilling, that a gorgeous guy like Scott wanted me.

The sun was peeking over the horizon.  With that faint light, I looked at my husband.  My sweet, considerate, shy Mike.  He didn’t have a beach body.  He was an okay but not great lover.  But he was my Mike.  My soul mate.  The man – and I knew this in my heart – the man I was going to spend the rest of my life with.  Yet I was cheating on him.  Why?  And why didn’t I feel more guilty?

I didn’t know what I was going to do about Joey.  But at that moment, I decided no matter what, I was going to give Mike way more pleasure than Joey.  Every time I made Joey cum, I’d make Mike cum twice, or three times.  Everything I did with Joey, I’d do the same with Mike, but even more so.

So that’s why Mike woke up with his dick in my mouth.  That’s why I ventured down, over his balls, passed his sandbar, and flicked my tongue over his puckered asshole, rimming him with my tongue as I stroked him with my hand. 

Then his cock was back in my mouth, licking him up and down, caressing the underside of his balls.  It was my turn to edge him, keeping him on the brink until we were both going to be late for work.  Finally I let him cum. 

Mike practically exploded!  I let him shoot his cum all over my face, and then I let him have a good look at me, my messy face looking like a slutty porn star’s.  

Then all weekend long, I gave him all my attention.  And to my surprise and delight, he returned my affections!  Our sex life was like it was back when we first started dating.  I was so happy, my heart was bursting!

Monday morning, Mike lingered while I showered.  I realized he was waiting to see what I put on.  That made my head spin, and my heart did a few flips.  When was the last time Mike wanted to watch me dress?  He did it all the time when we first started dating, but I couldn’t remember the last time.

I put on a stretchy long sleeve blouse with a scoop neck and a lycra mini-skirt.  It was borderline inappropriate for work, and way more daring that my usual business attire, but since it was all black I figured I wouldn’t get carded by the dress code police.  I wore dark hose (thigh highs) and the same stiletto heels from Friday.  I did my lips in my new Urban Decay brownish red lipstick.  

Mike couldn’t take his eyes off me.  That was something else he hadn’t done in a long time.  I can’t tell you how good all this was making me feel!

And it got even better, because all the guys at work looked at me, and they went out of their way to stop by my desk and talk to me.  Especially Scott!  It seemed like he was by my desk all day long.  I have to say we get along great.  We never run out of things to talk about – he’s into music, working out, outdoors, and Broadway shows like me.  We even talked politics, and we were mostly aligned on our views.

Scott was definitely the kind of guy I would’ve been buds with before.  I had fun talking to him, and he even asked me to lunch.  A friends lunch of course, not a date.  But I wanted to take this slow, to make sure Mike meant it when he said I could have guy friends again. 

I did want guy friends again.  Girls are so emotional and ditzy sometimes, it’s good to have guy friends to talk to.  But I didn’t want it to be like before, when Mike got really upset whenever I was with one of my buds.

When I got home I was shocked.  Mike was home waiting for me!  He never got home from work before me! 

He peppered me with questions about Scott.  He wanted me to give him a word-by-word playback of our conversations.  When I told him Scott asked me to lunch, Mike practically blew up.  In a good way, like so excited he almost came in his pants.  Just like last night, we had great sex, and more than once!

I’m not naive, I knew what the scoop was.  My sweet, shy, geeky Mike had a little kinky thing going on.  A little voyeur, hot wife, maybe even some cuckold fantasies.  Looking back, it didn’t surprise me; actually a lot of things made sense now.  You know, things he said and how he reacted to things over the years.  And I certainly didn’t think any less of him.  We all have fantasies.  Like, my deepest, darkest fantasy is to be raped; to be forced to cum against my will.  How fucked up is that? 

I didn’t call Mike out on his fantasies.  I didn’t analyze it, or judge him, or say something stupid like “Mike baby you want to be a cuckold.”  Mike is Mike and I’m me and we love each other.  That’s all that mattered.

I knew I was going to have to be careful though.  Like with Scott. Yeah, being buds would be fun.  And if I played it the right way, it would drive Mike freaking out of his mind and really reenergize our sex life.  But if I went too far, it would hurt Mike, and us.  I certainly didn’t want to get into that bad hurt territory. 

I was sure I could pull it off though.  As you can probably tell by now, I know my way around the world.  I know that probably sounds arrogant, but when you’re pretty, and run in the popular crowd, and there are guys always around, you learn things, and you get experienced really fast. 

I’m not saying I did those things myself.  But I knew people who did it, or people who knew people who did it.  So I learned things. 

Mike loved Indiana Jones movies, and it’s like what Indy said, it’s not the years, it’s the mileage.  Well, dating Colin so long and running with that crowd, and with a best friend like Allie (her freaking nickname’s Allie-oh-la-la after all), I’ve got a lot of mileage. 

And also, I was getting my mojo back.  I was JenJen again.  I knew how to handle boys.  Especially my husband.

So my skirts and dresses got shorter.  My blouses and sweaters got tighter.  I wore lacy bras and matching thongs underneath, and traded in pantyhose for thigh highs and even garter belts sometimes.  I even bit the bullet and started regularly wearing high heels.  I mean, really high, like 4 or 4 ½ inch stilettos.  And I let my hair grow longer.  Of everything I think Mike liked that the most.  He liked when my hair hit the middle of my back.  He called that “bra strap length.”

I got into the popular crowd at work.  I guess I was always there – mostly because I’m best friends with Allie – but now I hung with them more. 

I saw Scott more often.  In the break room, his office or mine.  We talked and laughed a lot.  Our friendship blossomed.  Not quite to “best buds” level, but getting there. 

Did we flirt?  Sure.  I began flirting with all the boys in the office, especially Scott (since he was the most gorgeous, and we were friends). People said I changed so much but that wasn’t true.  I think I just returned to the girl I used to be.

Mike was way more attentive to me.  Way more.  He stayed home more and traveled less.  We really reconnected, not just sexually but emotionally.  We were like honeymooners again.  I’m not kidding, that’s how it felt.  I was really happy.  Also, with Mike being home so much, I didn’t have to deal with the “Joey Thing.”  That was a relief.

One of the best things of the “JenJen revival” was my relationship with Allie.  I guess we had drifted apart.  It’s natural as we’re both married. But her marriage with RH was “on-again, off-again,” and since I was now JenJen again, being more social and all, I was better able to support her. 

So it was really great.  Not only did I get Mike back, but I got Allie too, and now I had an almost best bud with Scott.  I was really happy. 

I was spending more time with Allie, Scott and work friends, and that cut into my time with Mike.  But he was okay with it, as long as I told him about all I did.  It’s not that I did much.  Flirting.  Flashing a little leg. Letting a guy get a look down my blouse.  Maybe standing a little too close at happy hours.  All harmless stuff, but Mike loved it all.  He made me tell him over and over.  It always got him so hot.

About a week later, Mike had to work on a Saturday.  I planned to hang with Scott.  We were going for a bike ride through the city.  It was the first time we would be alone outside of work, other than going to lunch which really was an extension of work.  It was the closest thing to a date we’d had. 

Mike was ramping up his fantasy – we called it our “game.”  He wanted me to spend more time with Scott.  Become real buds.  He was really encouraging me to take it farther, pressuring me even. 

It was easy for me to go along.  Just let it happen.  Like I told you, Scott’s gorgeous, and I liked his company.  We had a lot in common.  I kinda felt like I had the best of both worlds.  I had Mike, my soulmate, and Scott, my best bud.  It was awesome.

Was there sexual tension between me and Scott?  Sure, that was part of it.  Anyways, that was the whole point of this thing, our game.  Mike wanted sexual tension between me and Scotty.  (Oh yeah, sometimes I called him Scotty, and he called me Jenny.  It started at a happy hour.)

It was still hard for me to get my head around how much Mike had changed.  All our relationship, especially back in college, he was always intensely jealous.  We got into massive arguments if he saw me talking to a guy, much less flirting with him.

But now he was completely different.  He was really into our new game. Like, whenever I was with Scott, Mike asked me a lot of questions.  It usually went something like this ---

Does Scott touch me?  A little.  Inside my blouse?  No.  Up my skirt? No.  Where then? Maybe brushing my behind, putting his hand on my knee.

What do you do?  I laugh and tell him to take his freaking hand off my knee.

Do you touch Scott?  Not blatantly.  But yeah, when we’re pressed together in a crowded bar.  When we’re talking.  You know I talk with my hands.  I might touch his arm and feel his bicep.  I might punch his chest when he says something stupid, and I’ll feel his pecs or abs. 

Does Scott have a good body?  Yeah baby, Scotty’s got a nice body.

Any kissing?  Nope, not unless you count hello and goodbye pecks on the cheek.

Hand holding?  Yeah, but it was like, Scotty might hold my hand if we’re walking through a crowded bar at happy hour so we don’t get separated.

Do you like when he holds your hand?  Well, yeah, … I mean, it doesn’t suck.

Does Scott get hard when you’re with him?  You betcha mister.

How do you know?  Well, Scotty isn’t shy about it.  He always finds ways to press against me, like in crowded bar, or when we’re dancing.  I pretend not to notice of course.

You dance with him?  I dance with a lot of guys, including Scott. Okay, maybe with Scott more than anyone else, because we’re almost best buds.

Is Scott big?  Um, yeah.  He feels big when he presses against me. And I’ve seen the tent he makes in his pants (Yes baby, I’ve looked).  Mostly though I know because Allie told me.

Do you get wet when you’re with Scott?  Yeah Mike.  I mean, come on ….  Isn’t that what you want?  And I always come home to you, and you get the benefits, so that’s good right?

Has Scott tried to get you into bed?  No.  Definitely not.  Okay yeah, we joke about it.  But he knows I’m married.  Happily married. 

 

I wore capri skinny jeans that ended about halfway down my calves, a loose top that I had to constantly adjust so it wouldn’t show my bra strap, a short jacket on top, and jet black converse high tops.  Not exactly a bike riding outfit, but Mike wanted me to look cute, and I wanted to look cute.

Scott smiled as I approached.  We gave each other a hello hug and kiss on the cheek.  Then we got our rented bikes and started our tour.  Scott was dressed in black biker shorts and a long sleeve athletic shirt.  He was dressed for a serious bike ride, but he saw my outfit and took mercy on me. We rode around Central Park, riding next to each other and laughing and talking. 

We returned the bikes and went to a bar.  Like me, Scott liked college football and we watched the Penn State game.  Scotty went to Vermont. Hello, party school!  What a big surprise Scott went to a party school!

Somehow, he managed to graduate, even though he was skiing at Stowe all the time.  Anyways, without any real college football allegiance, he rooted for Penn State because his dad went there, so that was another thing we had in common.

Since being with Mike, I’d become a wine drinker, mostly because that’s what he likes (when he’s not drinking scotch).  But Scott was a beer drinker, so when I was with him I usually drank beer too.

With Penn State football in the background, I told Scott about Colin, how we started dating in high school, how I lost my virginity to him, how we continued dating in college, and how he cheated on me all the time.  Scott had heard of Colin.  He even saw him play his rookie year in New England when they were blowing out the Jets, and Colin subbed in for Tom in the 4th quarter. 

Scott said he thought Colin had a real future as an NFL quarterback, at least as a high level backup or fringe starter, but then he hurt his knee.  I told Scott Colin now owns 2 or 3 car dealerships back home in Belmont PA, and last I heard he’s on his 3rd wife.

As we spoke my blouse kept falling off my shoulder, flashing my lacy bra strap.  Each time I tugged it up, Scott watched me.  By now you’ve figured out this was intentional, right?  I wore the loose blouse and lacy bra underneath to tease. 

More than once I found a reason to lean over, giving Scott a clear view down my blouse to my belly button.  Of course, my bra was unlined so I was sure he saw my nipples.  Yeah, I was teasing him.  That was the point of the game me and Mike were playing.

I was looking at Scott too.  His stretchy Under Armour athletic pants and shirt outlined every one of his muscles, and he had a lot.  He looked huge in those stretchy pants too, and he wasn’t shy about showing it off.  I mean, he didn’t even put a napkin on his lap.  I swear to god he looked like he had a cucumber running down his thigh in those black biker shorts.

“So, you lucked out marrying Mike,” Scott said.

“Yep,” I said.  “He’d never cheat on me.”

“You seem so different.”

“Well, opposites attract.”

“But you still like hanging with the Colin’s of the world,” Scott said, half question, half statement.  “I bet I remind you of Colin.”

I stared at Scott, surprised.  Was that right?  Did I get along with him so much – was I attracted to him -- because he reminded me of Colin?   Then I thought about Joey.  Was he another Colin?  A Colin in the making?

“Colin was a real dickhead sometimes,” I said.  “More than sometimes.”

“I’m a real dickhead a lot, too” Scott said with a grin.  I had no doubt he was telling the truth.  We both laughed.

“So what’s up with your jeans?” he asked looking at my thighs. “They’ve got holes.”

“Don’t make fun of my jeans,” I said.  “I paid a lot for those holes.”

When Scott laughed, I said “I’m not kidding.  They came like this.”

“Are you serious? You paid more for jeans with holes in them?” he asked incredulously.

“It’s the style,” I said with a shrug.

Scott shook his head, his eyes still on my legs.  Then he reached out. He touched the hole on my knee.  Then he touched the hole on my thigh.  It wasn’t like a tap touch.  It was more like a caressing touch.  He was caressing the parts of my skin revealed by the holes with his fingertips. 

“So exactly how do they make the holes the same place in every jean?” he asked, continuing to caress my thigh.  Now he wasn’t just caressing the hole.  Now he was stroking up and down my thigh over the jeans.

“I guess it’s a mystery of the universe,” I said, my heart suddenly pounding.  “Um, Scott …,” I said hesitantly as his hand moved higher up my leg.

“I ever tell you you’ve got great legs?” Scott said as he continued to caress me.  He leaned closer to me.  Now his hand was on my inner high. Really high up my inner thigh.

“Thank you.  I’ll tell my husband you think so.”

“You know what I think Jenny?” he asked, his hand moving even higher up my inner thigh.  Scott had a peculiar way of saying my name sometimes.  Jen-knee, emphasizing the knee part.  For some reason when he said it that way, it had an effect on me.

“What do you think Scott?” I said.  I said it dismissively, with a superior unconcerned laugh in my voice.  I was trying to get control of this situation.

Scott boldly put his hand over my pussy, over my jeans.  He scrapped his finger up and down where he knew my clit was.  He said, “I think it’s too bad there’s not a hole here.”

I looked at him.  I’m sure my face was flushed.  I knew I was breathing hard. 

I grabbed Scott’s wrist and pushed him from me.  “Well, it doesn’t, so I guess we don’t have to worry about it,” I said, again with that feigned superior, dismissive tone in my voice.  But Scott grinned knowingly at me. He saw it in my face.  He knew he was getting to me.  And it wasn’t just today either. 

By now we’d been best buds for weeks.  We spent a lot of time together, with all the flirting and touching that went along with that.  Each individual thing was harmless, but you add them all together and I think we were both on edge. 

I made an excuse and hurriedly left.  I impatiently waited for Mike to get home.  He was surprised when he saw me.

“You’re early,” he said.  We’d planned I’d go to dinner with Scott, to make it an even more real “date.”

I nodded my head.  I was on the sofa with my knees drawn up to my chin.  Mike could tell I was agitated.  I was tapping my foot, the thing I do when I’m anxious.  His eyes focused on my toe rapidly tapping on the sofa.  I was still wearing the black Converse high tops.

“What’s wrong baby?” he asked, sitting down next to me and putting his hand on my knee.  With his reassuring hand on me, and his calm voice, I finally stopped the toe tapping.

Long moments passed before I answered.  Finally, I said “If I keep playing the game with Scott, something might happened.  I’m getting him hot.  But he’s getting me hot too.  It works both ways.  You understand that, right Mike?”

It might sound like I was being short with Mike, but I wasn’t.  I wasn’t mad or annoyed or anything like that.  I just wanted to make sure he understood how dangerous this game was.

“What happened?” Mike said, looking even more concerned and excited.

“Nothing happened,” I said.  “I mean, something did happened.  He touched me.”

“Where?” Mike asked excitedly.

I took my husband’s hand.  “Here,” I said putting his palm on my pussy over my jeans.

“How did it get to that?” he asked, even more concerned and excited.

I shook my head impatiently.  Mike wanted all the details, and eventually I’d tell him, but I needed to make sure he understood.  Also, it wasn’t just today.  It was all of it.  All the flirting and teasing.  We’d been doing it for weeks now. 

“Mike, I wanted to fuck him,” I bluntly told him.  “If I keep doing this, I will fuck him.  It’ll eventually happen.  Is that what you want?”

Mike stared at me, not able to speak.  He looked torn.  Conflicted.  It was a look I would see on his face a lot in the future.

He unlaced my sneakers and pulled them off my feet.  For a few moments he rubbed my bare feet.  They were sweaty from wearing the sneakers all day.  Then he pulled off my skinny jeans and panties.  “You so wet,” he said looking between my legs and running a finger along my lips.

“That’s what I’m saying,” I said with a helpless laugh.

“You’re so excited your pussy lips are swollen,” he said running his finger up and down my slit.

“Yeah,” I moaned.  I arched my back as he ran his finger up and down my slit over my wet panties.

I let my blouse fall off my shoulder and said “Scott loved this.  He couldn’t take his eyes off my bra strap.”

Mike grinned excitedly.  He ran his fingers along the exposed bra strap at my shoulder.  “He looked down your blouse?” he asked excitedly.

“Oh yeah baby,” I said grinning at him.  “All the time.”

Mike hurriedly took off his clothes and got on top of me.  He’d never been so excited.  So excited his body was shaking. 

Even though he was out of control excited, he still fucked me slow and gentle.  That’s how Mike was.  He never fucked me.  He made love to me.  Even when I was slutty cock tease, he treated me like his precious wife, his goddess. 

Afterwards we were in bed, on our sides, looking at each other.  I was tenderly stroking his arm.  I didn’t say anything, waiting for him to speak. Finally, he said “I don’t know how far I want to go.  I can’t stop thinking about it, you with someone else.  I’m obsessed with it.  But then I think, you’ve been all mine for years.  If we do it for real, that’ll all change. Everything will be different.”

I nodded slowly, looking down.  He didn’t know, but things already were different.  I wasn’t all his anymore.  I’d been with Joey. 

Maybe that was why I was open to having sex with Scott.  My inhibitions were already down.  If Joey had never happened, I probably would’ve slapped Scott’s face when he touched me the way he had earlier.

Mike smiled weakly and said, “I guess I’m afraid you’ll like sex with Scott more than me.”

“That’ll never happen Mike,” I assured him.  And it was true.  Mike was my husband.  He would always be my favorite lover.  Because we loved each other.  Emotionally, he’d always be my favorite lover. 

But physically, Mike’s fears might already be true.  Because of Joey. The sex with him was incredible.

And Scott, when he touched me, when we were together, when I just looked at him, I got wet.  Had it ever been that way with Mike?  I loved him, I was devoted to him, he was my soul mate.  But had I ever been that physically attracted to him, the way I was with Scott?  The way I was with Joey?

“But it’ll be different,” he said.

I gave him a weak smile but didn’t say anything.  I knew it was already different.  When you’re married, you’re supposed to be exclusive. Only Mike gets to touch me.  Only Mike gets to be inside me.  Only Mike gets to make me cum. 

That’s what he was struggling with.  Wanting his fantasies, but wanting the exclusivity too.   But I’d already done those things with Joey. My body was no longer exclusively his.  He’d already lost that.

“This is all so crazy,” I said.  Mike thought I was talking about Scott. And I was.  But I was also talking about Joey.

I glanced down.  He was hard again.  That made sense actually.  We were talking about his fantasies.  Of course he was hard.   I reached down and began slowly stroking his cock.

Mike began breathing harder, softly moaning as I stroked him. “We’re still going to Stowe next weekend?” he asked, saying the words through labored breathing.

I nodded.  We were going skiing at Stowe for a long weekend with a bunch of work friends, including Scott.  In fact, the house belonged to Scott’s friends from college.  They were the hosts for the weekend.

“Let’s see how it goes there?” he said between pants.

I thought about it, then nodded.  The house was going to be packed with my co-workers.  Zero privacy.  So it would be a good place to play our game without risk of things getting out of control. 

“Okay,” I said, as I pushed Mike onto his back and got on top of him. I guided him into me and we made love.




CHAPTER 8

 

 

The next weekend we rented a car and drove to Vermont.  It started snowing with about 60 miles to go so it took forever to get there.  The hosts – Bobby and Grace – handed us melon concoctions as soon as we walked in. 

“You guys need to catch up,” Bobby said with a laugh.  As he laughed, Bobby looked at Jen, then at me.  Then he looked at Grace and it was like they were silently talking to each other.  I knew Bobby and Grace were Scott’s friends from college, that’s why we were here.  I wondered if Scott told them about all the time he was spending with my wife.

They gave us a quick tour of the house.  It was huge, like a ski chalet in the Alps.  “I’m sorry we don’t have a bedroom for you” Grace said looking at us.

“That’s okay, just being here is great!” Jen gushed.  She was looking around at all the people, most of them her work friends.  I’d seen that look many times.  She was excited to talk to everyone.  She was a very friendly and outgoing person, and she was already in major social butterfly mode.

“Here,” Bobby said with a grin, showing us a bowl with pieces of paper.  “We’re picking beds by random lots.”  Jen picked first, and her paper said the sofa in the upstairs loft.  I picked next, and mine said the cot in the family room. 

Jen put my paper back into the bowl.  “I’ll sleep with Mike on the cot,” she said, smiling at me.  I smiled back and squeezed her hand.

“Is Scotty here yet?” Jen asked Grace as she continued to scan the crowd.  I saw Grace and Bobby share another look, and a slight smile.  That’s when I was certain Scott talked to them about Jen.

“Here’s here someplace,” Grace said cheerily.  “Come on,” she said, taking Jen’s arm and walking off into the crowd.

I chatted with Bobby for a few minutes but then he had to go off and play host.  I mingled and chatted with the other guests.  There must have been 50-60 people there, all sleeping in the house, but the house was huge.  The melon drink was good too, and I warned myself to pace myself or I’d end up sleeping face down on the floor.

The house had an indoor swimming pool in the basement, which was really the ground floor.  The huge pool room had windows everywhere, but they were fogged up because it was snowing outside whereas the pool area was like a sauna.  A lot of the party was down there.  I guessed that today was a drinking and pool day, and tomorrow would be skiing. 

I saw Scott.  His shirt was off and he was in Speedos that went down almost to his knees (unlike the bikini style worn by European men).  His upper body was hard, well defined and sculpted. His arms and legs looked just as firm and muscular.  Tattoos ran up his arms.  The rest of his body was tanned, even though it was winter.  Any thought I had of getting into my bathing suit evaporated.

Then I saw Jen.  She was in the same circle as Scott, laughing and talking.  Jen was in a bikini.  When had she changed?  God she looked so beautiful and sexy.  She was all blonde hair and long legs, and she moved with the grace of a ballerina.  My wife was slim and petite and had the most amazing ass and legs.  She had the small, smooth, unblemished feet of an angel.  She was practically flat chested, but that was perfect for me as I preferred petite blondes with perky small tits.

Jen was easily the prettiest girl in the house.  That’s how it always was, she was always the prettiest.  Her only competition was her best friend Allie, and whether you thought Jen or Allie was hotter depended on your preference of blonde versus brunette.

Jen’s black bikini didn’t leave much for the imagination.  It was mostly strings with strategically placed triangles of cloth.  Certainly not obscene but it definitely showed off her slim, athletic body.  I’d never seen it.  I wondered if she bought it special for this weekend?  And who did she buy it for?

Jen looked so happy talking with Scott and her other friends.  She was wearing her hair longer nowadays, to her mid-back (I called it bra-strap length), and somehow with her blonde hair waving around as she talked, she looked even happier. 

I wondered if I had held her back.  If my insane jealousy had made her crawl into a box, turn her into someone she wasn’t, and it was only now she was becoming the real Jen again, spreading her wings like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon. 

As always, Scott was the life of the party.  Jen seemed to devote most of her attention to him, always laughing at his jokes, listening intently when he spoke, punching him in the arm when he acted goofy. 

I saw Allie too, in the circle with Jen and Scott.  Like Jen she was wearing a revealing string bikini and was surrounded by guys.  I couldn’t blame them.  She’s got a smoking hot body and pretty face.  I didn’t see her husband RH.  I wondered if they were on the skids again.  Allie caught me looking at her, and gave me one of those “look all you want, but you’re not good enough for me” smiles.  I shook my head, frowning and thinking maybe RH was better off without her.

I started feeling self-conscious, watching my wife from across the pool instead of being with her.  I moved over to her.  Jen smiled and made space for me to stand next to her, but she was in the middle of a conversation with Scott so after I stepped into the circle, she turned her attention back to him.   As they spoke they called each other Scotty and Jenny.  I remembered Jen sometimes calling him that.  Eventually I asked “Why do you call each other Scotty and Jenny?”  It was an awkward question, but I had the right.  I was her husband after all.

“Oh okay,” Jen said with a laugh, looking at me but then back to Scott.  Scott smiled back at her.  “We were at happy hour and it was karaoke night.  Scott sang She’s a Lady and I did Rhiannon.  After that people called it the Scotty and Jenny show.  It kinda stuck.”

“I was a goof,” Scott said modestly.

“No you were freaking awesome,” Jen gushed, grinning and hitting him in the arm.

“You did a great Stevie Nicks,” he said grinning back at her.  They stayed like that for long moments, grinning and smiling into the other’s eyes. Jen had clearly forgotten about me, even though I was standing right next to her.  And it was awkward, especially after my question, with people seeing them stare at each other with me right there.

I felt incredibly jealous.  The jealousy was so immense it was almost incapacitating.  It was a familiar feeling.  Early on in our relationship, I was constantly jealous over Jen.  That’s the curse of having a super hot girlfriend/wife I guess.  But it was different this time.  This time, instead of getting insanely angry, I was insanely turned on.  My cock was so hard it hurt in my pants.  I was glad not to be in a bathing suit as it would be harder to hide my erection.

“Bro what the fuck are you drinking?” Scott said.

It took a moment for me to figure out Scott was talking to me. Suddenly everyone was looking at me.  I still held the stupid melon concoction with the pink paper umbrella.  Everyone else was holding beers including Jen.

Scott was grinning at me, and it wasn’t a friendly grin.  It was a “you’re a loser” contemptuous grin.  Most everyone else was polite since I was Jen’s husband, but there were a few fake coughs that I knew were hiding laughs.

Of all people, it was Allie who saved me.  I had no clue why, because she hated my guts.  She thought Jen settled for less when she married me. But Allie grabbed the melon concoction from my hand and gulped it down to laughs and cheers from the crowd.  Then she pulled 2 beers from a cooler and pushed one into my hand. 

When I turned back, Jen was in the pool.  She was splashing around with a bunch of people, including Scott. 

What the fuck?  Scott disrespects me in front of everyone, and instead of making sure I’m okay, she jumps into the pool with him?  Now I felt betrayed in addition to jealous.  I was getting mad too.  I was clenching my fists so hard I had to ease off or I might break the bottle.

At the same time, my dick was still hard.  I hated Scott, and I hated Jen spending so much time with him, but it turned me on too.  Maybe my hatred for him actually intensified the high I got thinking about Jen with him. So I left the pool and went back upstairs.  I ditched the beer and retrieved a box from the car.  I took the box into the kitchen, which had become the community bar.  I added my bottles to those already on the table.  2 Highland Park scotches and a couple Blanton bourbons.  I poured myself a Highland Park and went in search of someplace quiet, away from the crowd.

Halfway through the glass I was starting to calm down.  I told myself Jen wasn’t ignoring me.  She was just playing our game.  The whole point of the weekend was to flirt with Scott.  She couldn’t exactly do that if she was hanging onto my arm all the time.

Sometime later Jen appeared.  She looked where I was sitting.  I was in a nook off the back stairs.  It was private and you had to look for it to find it.  Jen grinned at me and said “I knew I’d find you in someplace like this.”  I smiled back at her.  She knew me better than anyone.  I got my fill of people really fast (the only exceptions being Joey, my best friend Sam, and Jen of course).  So when I was in big crowds like this, I always looked for private places to be alone.

“I saw you get mad,” she said sitting down next to me.  “I told you Scott’s an ass sometimes.”

“Just sometimes?” I said with a sarcastic chuckle.

“Mostly he’s really nice Mike,” Jen said.  “And when we were talking, he offered again to help you with your Sapphire project.  You should consider it Mike. Scotty’s really brilliant.”

“I don’t care if he’s brilliant” I snapped.

Jen soothingly stroked my arm.  “Calm down baby.  I don’t mean he’s brilliant like you.”

“Okay, whatever,” I said with a “whatever” tone of voice.

Jen looked down and was silent, as if counting to 10.  Then she said “I’m just saying, this might be easier if you tried to like him.”

Her words made me flinch.  “What does this mean?” I said with a glare at her.

She counted to 10 again, then she gently said, “I thought we talked about this.”

I grimaced, knowing she was right.  I said, “I can’t stand when you take his side.”

“I’m not taking his side,” she insisted.  She knew I was getting mad, so she was silent for long moments.  Then she said, “I’m sorry I left you at the pool.”   Lowering her voice, she said “But I was wet and I was afraid it was showing.  So that’s why I jumped into the pool.”

I stared at Jen, my eyes going wide.  “You get wet just by standing next to him? Talking to him?” I asked incredulously.

Jen shrugged.  The helpless look on her face told me she didn’t understand it either.  “I’ve got to get back.  Do you want to keep doing this, or stop?”

“Where are you going?”

“People are making a bonfire outside,” Jen said.  Then I looked at her.  She had changed, and somehow her hair and makeup were perfect again.  She was wearing an over-sized wool cable knit sweater and tight shorts that barely covered her butt.  On her legs, she wore black opaque tights, and she wore dark tan UGGs on her feet.  She looked adorably cute, and sexy too.

“I’m not invited?” I asked sarcastically.

“Can you handle seeing me with him?” Jen asked me, ignoring my sarcasm.  I looked at her.  She was serious.  I understood.  She worked with these people, she didn’t want me turning into Bizarro Mike and making an ugly scene.

I knew I could tell her to stop.  I could put her over my shoulder and drag her ass out of there.  But my dick was still hard and my head still swimming in lust.  “I’ll be cool,” I promised her.

Jen looked at me for long moments, as if trying to gauge whether to believe me.  Then she said “Maybe do this before coming out,” she said handing me something.  I looked at what she gave me.  It was a joint. 

“It’ll mellow you,” she explained.

I nodded slowly, staring at the joint. 

“I’ll see you outside Mike,” Jen said, turning to go.  I could tell she was anxious to get back to her friends.  To Scott.  I grabbed her wrist, and she turned back to me.  “What?” she asked.

For a long moment I was lost for words.  My insides were all twisted up.  Then I said “I just want to tell you how beautiful you look.  I love you.”

Jen smiled at me.  “Thanks baby,” she said.  She tenderly stroked my cheek and gave me a kiss on the lips.  “I love you,” she said.  Then she was gone. 

Jen had given me a book of matches with the joint.  Sitting there alone in the nook, I lit up and sucked down the weed while sipping the last of my Highland Park.  I wondered if Bobby and Grace allowed smoking in their house.  Probably not.  Remembering the look they gave me, I decided I didn’t care.  Did they know Scott wanted to get into my wife’s pants?  Could they tell how hot she was for him?  And what did they think of me, the husband of the girl their friend wanted to fuck?

Jen was right.  I felt way mellow after finishing the joint.  In fact, I only smoked half before I stubbed it out. Feeling unsteady on my feet, I walked back down to the pool level.  Actually, the ground floor held more than the indoor pool.  There was a locker room for skiing, and a small game room with a pool table. 

I went through the locker room to get to the back door.  Rather than going out immediately, I went to the window and looked outside, staying in the shadows so no one could see me. 

There was a big bonfire with a lot of people around it.  Everyone was drinking, laughing and talking, all having a great time.  Jen was standing next to Scott of course.  Didn’t she realize people would notice how much time they were spending together?  Wasn’t she afraid people would talk?

Lately I’d read a lot of hot wife and cuckold stories.  Mostly on Literotica and ourhotwives.  I was mostly intrigued by the stories on OHW that were real.  Or at least sounded real to me.  I was fascinated by them because they were about the wife responding to her husband’s cuckold fantasies, and his reaction and alarm when she acted on his fantasies.

That’s how I was as I watched Jen laughing and talking with Scott, giving him all her attention, having eyes only for him.  Clearly there was physical attraction.  She got wet just being next to him.  But it was more than that.  As Jen would say, they were “best buds.” 

So it was emotional, not just physical.  And I was experiencing all the angst and uncertainly that I read about in those stories.

Again, I wondered why I was doing this.  Jen was incredibly beautiful and sexy.  Somehow, she fell in love with me.  And she was all mine.  Her little tits, her firm ass, long legs, her flat stomach, her beautiful face.  Her mouth, her hands, her tight pussy.  They were all mine. 

No other hand, or lips, or cock had touched her since we started dating almost 10 years ago.  Not just her body but her heart too.  I had all her attention, all her smiles, she held only my hand, she snuggled only into my arm, she said sweet nothings only to me.

But now because of this insane game we were playing, all that was changing.  I’d opened Pandora’s box and now Jen seemed infatuated with Scott.  And Scott seemed just as taken with her.   It was like that old saying – be careful what you wish for.

Out of nowhere Grace walked up.  “Mike have you seen Bobby?” she asked.  She looked frantic.  When I shook my head, she said “Shit.  We’re low on vodka and mixers.  Beer too. I need him to make a liquor run.”

“I’ll do it,” I said.  “But I’m kind of drunk ….”

“Everyone’s drunk, that’s the problem,” Grace said with a laugh. “There’s a place down the street.”  She pushed a list into my hand.  “Thanks for doing this Mike, you’re so sweet.”

The market was about a mile away.  I was happy to walk in the cold air, to clear my head.  I got the liquor and beer on the list and walked back carrying a big box.  All in all it took me an hour and a half roundtrip.  The walk and cold air completely sobered me.

The party was going full tilt just as I’d left it.  Grace took the groceries from me, kissed me on the cheek, and hurriedly started making more melon drinks.  Despite Scott’s earlier derisive remark to me, it seemed the melon concoction was a winner (although maybe next time I’d re-think the pink umbrellas).  I saw Allie, and asked “Where’s Jen?”

“With Scott, where else?” Allie said.  She slurred her words, clearly drunk, but she had that sassy superior smile on her face, the one I was so used to.

Allie was about to walk by, but I grabbed her wrist.  “Where?” I asked.

Allie looked at me with glassy eyes.  She wasn’t just drunk, she was high too. I smelled weed in her breath. 

She said, “Is RH here yet?”  RH was her husband.

There was something in her voice.  Like she was scared, vulnerable. This was unfamiliar.  Allie Oh-La-La was never scared.  Suddenly concerned, I asked “I haven’t seen him.  Are you okay Allie?”

Looking drunk and high, she shook her head and walked away.  “I saw Jen downstairs,” she muttered as she staggered away.  She pushed something into my hand.  It was a half smoked joint.  It was like she was saying, “Here, you take it. I’ve had enough.”

Or maybe she was saying, “Here.  Take it.  You’ll need it.”

I watched Allie walk away.  Then I thought … downstairs?  She’s back at the pool?

I went downstairs.  The pool was empty.  The basement was quiet, completely deserted.  But then I remembered.  The locker room and game room were also down here.

First, I went to the locker room.  Empty.  I looked out the window. The bonfire had mostly gone out, just embers now.  There was no one there.

Then I went to the game room.  I looked inside.  My eyes opened wide at what I saw.  I’ll never forget it.  It’s seared in my brain.

It was Jen and Scott.  The room was illuminated by a single soft lamb but I could see everything.  They were locked in an embrace, kissing.  Jen’s hands were on Scott’s arms, her fingers digging into his biceps.  Jen’s shorts were unbuttoned.  His hand was inside her shorts, inside her tights and panties.  He was fingering her.

Somewhere along the way Jen had lost the over-sized cable knit sweater.  On top she wore only a chemise.  And the UGGs on her feet were gone too.  She was in the black opaque tights. 

I was frozen, like a statue.  I was in the shadows of the hallway just outside the game room, so they didn’t notice me.

I’ll never forget the sounds.  The soft, wet sounds of their kissing. The low throaty moans.  The rustle of nylon as Scott fingered Jen inside her tights. 

Then I saw something that sent a shudder down my spine.  As Scott fingered her – with each thrust of his finger into her pussy – Jen’s pretty feet in the black tights arched onto her tiptoes. 

It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.  My head was spinning as my fantasy was coming true in front of my eyes. 

I unbuckled my pants and pushed my hand into my boxers.  I wrapped my hand around my hard cock. And then, just like that, I came.  I barely touched myself and I came, soiling my pants. 

Then I experienced the biggest low of my life.  It was like a huge wave of depression, of sadness, of loss.  Here was my faithful wife in the arms of another man.  He was kissing her.  His hand was down her pants. And she wasn’t fighting back.  She was kissing him back, caressing him back.

The sense of loss was overwhelming.  Jen wasn’t just mine anymore. Things would never again be the same between us.

I staggered away, not able to watch anymore.  I went into the kitchen and gulped 2 shots of Highland Park.  Then I poured another one, a double.  I sipped it while smoking the joint Allie gave me.  As I got high and drunk, I thought about what I’d just seen, and what was happening at that moment in the pool room. 

I staggered around and found the cot in the family room.  I collapsed into it.  I was physically and emotionally drained.  But wired and upset too.  I tossed and turned, drifting in and out of a restless sleep.

Sometime later, I felt a body slide into the cot next to me.  I knew immediately it was Jen.  She smelled differently.  I knew it was Scott’s scent.  My wife was tainted with the scent of another man.

Jen was facing away from me, and she pushed her back into me so I was spooning her.  That’s how we always slept, me the bigger spoon, Jen the smaller.  I sense Jen was high and drunk.  She passed out immediately.

I reached to Jen’s front and undid her shorts, then I pulled them down her long legs.  I palmed her crotch over the black tights.  She felt hot down there, and the tights were damp.  My cock was incredibly hard. I wanted her.

Jen was breathing heavy.  She was clearly dead to the world.  I thought about pulling down the tights and fucking her from behind, but she was my wife. I loved her. I wasn’t going to violate her that way. 

I was worried she would be hung over the next day.  I went to the kitchen and got 2 big glasses of water.  I drank mine and took 2 Advil.  Also, I found our suitcase.  I cleaned myself up, and changed into clean boxers and jeans.

Back at the cot, I woke Jen up enough to make her drink the other glass of water and take 2 Advil.  Then she was back asleep almost immediately.  I got in behind her, spooning and snuggling her.  I was incredibly horny.  I thought about beating off but finally decided against it.  I tried to relax.  Eventually I fell asleep.
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CHAPTER 1

 

I woke to the sounds of the house coming alive.  People were stirring. I heard plates and pots clanking around from early risers making breakfast in the kitchen.

I realized 2 things immediately.  I was alone in the cot.  And I was hungover.  I guess that was no surprise as I hadn’t drunk that much and smoked weed in a long time.

I pulled myself from the cot and made my way to the kitchen.  Jen was there, along with Allie and a few others.  To my relief Scott wasn’t there.

Jen looked bright and cheerful.  How was that possible after all the drinking last night?  She had even showered and changed into a black, long sleeve top and black North Face ski tights.  Her lush, wavy blonde hair was brushed into a silky luster.  She even had a little lipstick on.  She looked all ready for a day on the slopes.

Allie grinned and said, “God Mike you look like shit,” and that set off a few good natured chuckles.

Jen brought me a cup of coffee, looking at me with an apprehensive smile.  “Morning sleepy head,” she said with a kiss to my cheek.  I desperately needed to talk to her.  I motioned to the hallway, and she nodded, and we moved there.

“What happened last night?” I asked.

A couple walked by and we said polite good mornings.  Other people were waking up.  Jen whispered “It’s too crowded to talk.”

“Then when?”

“I don’t know.  Later.”

“What are you doing today?” I asked.

“Scott and I are about to go skiing,” Jen said.

My eyes opened wide, and my jaw dropped.  “You’re going without me?” I said shocked.

“He’s teaching me to ski,” Jen said. 

“You talked to him already?”

She gave me a look, as if saying “what, talking is a crime?”  Then she said, “He’s in the locker room with the other guys getting things ready.”

I stared at her.  I couldn’t believe it.  She got up early and left me alone in the cot.  She showered and dressed.  She made plans with her “best bud.”  And now she was about to leave me for the day.  And this was AFTER she got fingered by the man she was going skiing with!  And what else happened after I passed out?! 

Jen was so enamored and in heat over Scott she was forgetting all about me!   I felt incredibly jealous and hurt! 

And the way she said it -- “he’s in the locker room with the other guys.”  What, I’m not one of the guys anymore?

“You can go if you want but I didn’t think you’d want to,” Jen said filling the silence.  “You don’t like Scott.”

Her half-hearted offer was like a punch to the gut.  More people walked by and we had to stop talking.  We made polite small talk until they moved on to the kitchen.  We needed more privacy.  I pulled Jen into a bathroom down the hall.

“I can’t believe you’re going skiing alone with Scott,” I hissed in a low voice.

“I’m not going alone.  Other people will be there,” she whispered back.

“But you’ll be with Scott!” I said, exasperation creeping into my voice.

“Calm down Mike.  People know we’re friends,” she said calmly. How could she be so calm?  Her dismissive tone cut at my gut.  How could she not see how this was making me feel?

“You don’t think they won’t notice you’re going with Scott and leaving me here?” I shot back.

Jen frowned at me, and was silent a moment, as if counting to 10. Then she said, “What do you want me to do Mike?  I’m mean, I thought that’s what I’m supposed to do.  Flirt with Scott.  That’s our game, right?  I can’t flirt with Scott if I’m not with him.”

There it was.  She threw it back into my court.  I was the one pushing her to play our “game.”  I was the one telling her it was okay to be “buds” with Scott and spend time with him.  I was the one encouraging her to go to happy hours and lunches with Scott.  I was the one giving her space yesterday so she could do whatever with Scott.

And now she was annoyed I was pulling back.  I was changing the rules of the game.  I was reverting back to the old “I get insanely jealous if another man looks at you” Mike.

“We always said we’d stop if either of us said so,” I said, reminding her of the rules we talked about before.  Veto power was one of them.  The other big one was if she felt like she was getting emotionally attached, she had to tell me immediately so we could deal with it.

“I know,” she agreed.  “Are you saying stop?”

I hesitated.  I knew if I stopped it now, Jen would probably never play again.  My fantasies would remain just that.  Fantasies.  We were young.  We didn’t have kids yet.  This was probably the only time in our lives we could experiment like this.

“I’m not saying that,” I finally said, relenting.  “I’m just saying … this is hard for me.”

Jen softened.  She smiled and rubbed my chest.  She explained, “I barely talked to Scott this morning.  The group planned it a long time ago. We’re doing all the black diamonds today.  I’m not going because of Scott. I’m going because they are all really good skiers and I want to get better.  I didn’t think you’d want to go because you’re not that into skiing.  And Scott’s a real ass sometimes and you don’t like him, so I didn’t want you to have to deal with that.  So I was  actually thinking about you, and looking out for you.”

I nodded slowly.  What she said did made me feel better.  But Jen’s a marketing chick and she’s good at her job.  She knows the right words to say to sell things.

Again, I wanted to ask what happened last night.  About what happened in the pool room.  How far it went.  But I knew that conversation would take a lot of time and Jen looked like she was in a hurry to get back to the group.  “What’s the rush?” I asked.

“The skiing’s better on the south facing slopes before noon,” she said.  I paused, processing that information.  Jen wasn’t a ski bum, so how did she know that?  From Scott?  Jealousy flared in me.

Jen read my mind.  “RH told me that,” she said.

I raised my eyebrows, surprised.  “He’s here?” I asked.

“He got here last night.”

Last night.  I wondered when.  Before or after Jen got fingered?

I was glad RH was here.  We were friends, so at least I had one ally in the house.

“He’s back together with Allie?” I asked.

“They’re supposed to be,” Jen said with a shrug.  “I don’t know.  I don’t think they know.”

I was silent for a moment, processing that.  Allie wasn’t my favorite person, but I didn’t wish any harm to her.  I remembered how scared and vulnerable she looked last night.  Was Allie really a frightened little girl behind all that sassy Oh-La-La confidence?

“I’m sorry I bailed on you last night,” Jen said, putting her palm on my stomach.  “I drank so much and we passed around joints.”

“What time was it?  When you got into the cot with me?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said with a helpless laugh.  She rubbed my arm and said, “Grace told me you did a liquor run last night.  A mile and back in the snow.  Now she thinks you walk on water.  You’re freaking awesome Mike.”  She smiled into my eyes.  I couldn’t help smiling back.  Still though, her praise felt bittersweet since I knew she was about to spend the day with Scott.  “I’m sorry I didn’t take care of this last night,” she said, putting her hand on my crotch. 

Jen got on her knees.  She unbuckled my pants and pulled down the zipper, then she took my cock out.  I was already hard.  She swallowed me, holding my shaft at the base with one hand and caressing my balls with her other.  I loved it when she lightly scratched her manicured nails along the underside of my balls.  God it felt so good!

My head rolled back as she licked and sucked me.  I instinctively grabbed her head with both hands.

Jen pulled away and looked up at me.  “Mike baby?” she said.

“Yeah, what?” I asked, breathing hard and panting.

“Don’t mess up my hair, okay baby?” she said.

I looked at her.  I got it.  She’d spent time doing her hair.  She wanted to look pretty.  For Scott. 

I nodded and took my hands off her head.  She went back down on me, and I clenched the edge of the counter.

Afterwards Jen brushed her teeth with a little toothpaste on her finger, and swished mouth wash through her mouth.  She saw me watching her. “Sorry, I just don’t want cum breath around everyone,” she said.

I nodded.  I understood, but now I really felt she had gone down on me just to appease me, so I’d give her room to spend more time with Scott.

Everyone headed off into groups.  I went skiing on my own.  It was okay.  I liked being alone. 

I’d skied a couple times before.  To be honest I’m not that good.  I think I could get good if I tried.  I was like that in all sports.  If I tried I could get good.  Not professional good, but decent.  But I’m a thinker, that’s what I’m good at.  Math and computers.  Like the Sapphire project at work. 

Still, I have pride like any other guy.  So I worked really hard at skiing today.  I started with the Greens to get my ski legs back.  Then I did all the Blues.  I tried a Black.  Well, that was ugly.  Can you say yard sale?  I went back to the Blues.  I did all of them again.  Then I went back to that Black.  I did it!  Then I did another.  Success!

I stayed clear of the double black diamonds.  I mean, I’m not crazy. The point is, in just a day, I got decent at skiing.  I knew Scott was a college skier, he had a scholarship.  Well, maybe if I skied as much as him, I could’ve gotten a scholarship too.  But could Scott have gotten a scholarship in math?  Could he have gotten a PhD in math and CS?  Could he have won the Barnes award?  I doubted it. 

I purposefully stayed late on the slopes, until it got almost dark and the slopes were mostly empty.  Partly it was because I was having fun.  But also, I wanted Jen to worry about me.  I wanted her to worry that maybe I got hurt. So then she’d feel guilty about leaving me alone. I knew it was childish but it felt good.

The prank worked too because when I got to the house Jen was looking concerned, talking worriedly with Allie and Grace in the kitchen. When she saw me, she rushed to me, looking incredibly relieved.  When she asked why I was home so late, I just brushed it off with a shrug and nonchalantly told her I wanted to do another run down a black.

Holding my arm, she gave me a crooked grin and said, “So this is you punishing me, right?”

I knew I was busted but I managed to keep a straight face as I innocently said, “Punish you?  About what?”

Jen laughed.  “Come on,” she said as she led me into the big common room. 

The common room had a huge fireplace in the middle surrounded by sofas, chairs and pillows. The room was lit only by the fireplace, and there was Trance music in the background, so it had a mellow New York clubby vibe to it. It seemed like everyone was there, talking and laughing and drinking whatever.  Joints were being passed around.  The party looked like a continuation of last night.

I saw Scott.  There was an empty seat next to him.  Every other spot was taken up, but it was empty next to him.  I realized that Jen had been sitting there, next to Scott, before talking to Allie and Grace in the kitchen.

Jen was considerate enough to my feelings not to sit next to Scott again.  She sat a few people over, and people moved to make room for us. One of my Highland Park bottles was on the coffee table.  Jen poured a generous amount into a tumbler with a couple cubes of ice and handed it to me.  “What, are you trying to get me drunk?” I joked, looking at the double pour in the glass.

“I just want you to relax baby,” she told me, rubbing my shoulder. “Anyways, you need to catch up.”

When she passed me a joint a few minutes later, I wondered if she was hoping I would pass out so she could be with Scott again.

Someone was mixing vodka cocktails.  Scott said, “I’ll have one, shaken not stirred.”  Jen (and a few others) laughed at his predictable James Bond joke.

“You know that was an intentional joke,” I said.

“What?” Scott said, not understanding me.  Now everyone in the room was listening.

“When you shake vodka in ice, all you get is watery vodka,” I said. “Ian Fleming knew that.  He wrote it into the James Bond books as an inside joke.”

Scott scowled at me, realizing he was now the butt of the joke by repeating the James Bond line.  Actually, I had no idea if what I said was true or not.  That made my little victory even sweeter.

My victory was short-lived though because Jen leaned over and whispered, “Be nice Mike.”  I looked at her, frowning.  What, he can diss me, but I can’t diss him?  And then I saw it.  She had her cum face on.

I guess I didn’t see it before.  Or maybe her lust had taken a momentary back seat to her concern for me.  But now it was definitely there. Her cum face. 

When Jen was aroused, she always had a certain, longing look on her pretty face.  Her cheeks got flushed.  Her eyes became heavy-lidded.  Her lips often parted slightly, like she was breathing hard. 

Jen always got that look when she was sexually excited.  It was her tell.  I called it her cum face.

 

Jen had her cum face on now.  So I knew she was sexually aroused. And I knew Scott got her that way, not me.

For the first time that evening, I looked at what she was wearing.  A loose green turtleneck and mini-skirt.  Black tights, and her black pointy toe Mia flats, the ones with black silk ribbons that wrapped mid-way up her shapely calves.  Her long blonde hair was down, and she had it back with a silk-covered hair band that matched the green of her turtle neck.  She looked cute and sexy at the same time. 

Then, I noticed 2 things and it made me catch my breath.  First, while the turtleneck was loose, it kind of clung to her breasts.  The natural shape of her breasts were outlined by the shirt, and her perky upturned nipples dented the soft cotton fabric.  Jen wasn’t wearing a bra.

And when I looked down at her legs, just below her skirt, I briefly saw a flash of soft skin before she adjusted and pulled down her skirt.  She was wearing the kind of tights that ended up her thighs, like thigh high stockings.

People started gathering into small groups and spreading out through the house, like last night.  “I’m going to talk to Scotty,” she whispered to me. She looked at me, as if waiting for me to object and say no.

I shrugged and nodded my head.  I tried to act like I didn’t care.  But I cared.  It felt like a knife was in my heart.

Jen moved over to join Scott’s circle.  She held my hand so I followed.  They started up again.  Laughing and talking.  Jen touching him as she talked with her hands.  Smiling up into his face.  She rarely looked at me, or tried to bring me into the conversation.  I felt like a forgotten third wheel.

Was I turned on?  Yes, I was so hard it hurt.  Everything I read about cuckold fantasies was coming true.  The physical part – the actual sex – that wasn’t the hard part.  It was the emotions that were hard.  Like Jen wanting to be with Scott.  Her face lighting up when he walked into the room.  The way she hung on his every word, and laughed at all his jokes.  The way she seemed so infatuated with him. 

Jen passed me the joint a few times.  I sucked in the weed between sips of the Highland Park.  I grabbed the bottle and topped off my glass.  I went along with what Jen wanted.  I got drunk and high.

I wandered off and lost sight of Jen and Scott.  Or maybe they wandered off. 

People started having sex.  Not an orgy or mate swapping.  Just couples pairing up.  Married couples.  Boyfriends with their girlfriends.  The singles too, eyeing potential new significant others, pairing up and having sex. 

People went into bedrooms but there weren’t enough of those to go around.  So they found semi-private places to fuck.  The sex was all around but you averted your eyes out of politeness. 

I staggered around, scotch in one hand and joint in the other.  I was trying to find Jen.  I feared the worst.  But I needed to find her.

At one point I looked into a bedroom.  Allie and RH were there.  They were naked on the bed, and Allie was on top riding RH.  Allie was facing the door.  Her breasts were incredible.  I preferred tiny tits like Jen’s, but Allie’s big ones were about the most perfect you would ever see.  It was the first time I ever saw Allie nude.  And also the first time I saw her getting fucked. 

Allie had her eyes closed as she rode RH.  Then she opened her eyes and looked at me.  I expected one of those derisive, sassy Allie smiles, but instead it was a friendly smile, like she was saying “you can stay and watch if you want.”

So I stayed and watched from the doorway.  I watched Allie cum.  It was a beautiful sight, watching Allie’s face as she orgasmed.

I didn’t wait around to see RH finish.  Instead, I staggered down the hall.  It was stupid getting so drunk and high.  Maybe this was the only way I could deal with it.  I had become obsessed with Jen with another man.  But I was afraid too, so maybe this was the only way I could deal with it.  The only way I could let it happen.

I kept walking through the house, stumbling sometimes, looking for Jen.  Where were they?  Then I saw the fireplace room was crowded again.  It seemed like everyone was there.  Even Allie and RH (who had gotten dressed again after their quickie).  That’s when I saw Jen.




CHAPTER 2

 

 

Flashback – Last Night and the Next Morning

“So where’s hubby?” Scott said as I joined him by the bonfire.

“He’s hanging,” I said.

“You gave him the joint?”

I frowned and instantly regretted telling Scott about how Mike used to get salty when I talked to other guys.  “Scotty, don’t tell him I told you that,” I said.  “I’ll get in so much trouble if he finds out you told me to give him the joint so he’ll chill.  You can be a major ass sometimes.  So don’t say anything.”

“Okay, I’ll be good,” Scott promised, giving me an innocent “who me?” look.  “I’ll try to be just a minor ass.”

“Gawd,” I said, laughing and punching his arm at his stupid joke.

“You ready for the black diamonds tomorrow?” he said grinning at me.

“You getcha mister,” I said, grinning back at him.

“I’m looking forward to seeing you in tight ski pants,” Scott said grinning at me.

I gave him an innocent look and said “I was supposed to bring pants? Well darn.  All I have are tights.  I hope they’re warm enough as I’ll just have a black lacy thong underneath.”

Scott laughed and said, “God Jen.  You know you’re fucking killing me?”

“Killing you, how?” I asked with that innocent voice again.

Scott laughed again.

That’s how it was with me and Scott.  We flirted all the time.  But it was just messing around.  I was JenJen again, and that was what JenJen did, she flirted with boys.  But it didn’t mean anything.  It was all harmless.  After all, I was happily married.

At least, that’s what I told myself.  And when I told myself this, I tried not to think about what I’d done with Joey.  What I was doing with Joey.

Bobby ran out of firewood, so the party moved back inside.  I looked around for Mike.  Then Grace told me he went on a liquor run, gushing about how great a guy he was.  That didn’t surprise me.  Mike was a great guy. 

Scott said something to Bobby.  Then Bobby turned down the lights in the big fireplace room and put on Trance music.  Now the big room was dark except for the flickering embers of the fireplace.  For a while we clustered in groups, drinking beer and smoking weed as we talked in low voices and gently swayed to the beat of the sexy Trance music.

Ian Van Dahl’s version of “Will I?” started playing.  It was a fast song and some people picked up the beat.  Me and Scott though, we chilled through the song, swaying with every third beat while standing in place and talking. 

I felt hands on my ass.  Different hands.  Guys were talking advantage of the dark and the close confides and checking me out. 

I wondered who was touching me.  Most of the people there were from work.  Not everyone was the same level.  Me and Allie were the same, both account execs.  There were a few partners there, mostly newly minted like Scott.  And also people more junior. 

Like, there were a couple guys there, Vince and Steve, and they actually worked for me.  I was their boss.  Had they copped a feel?  I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.  Monday might be awkward at work.  But it was crowded, people were standing close together, I couldn’t do anything about it without making a scene.

People started dancing.  It was more like couples with arms around each other swaying in place to the music.  Scott pulled me into his arms.  We often danced at happy hours – I danced with a lot of guys – so this was no big deal.  Scotty held me tight, so tight I felt his erection against my leg.  I kicked off the UGGs to make it easier to dance. 

“This is hot,” Scott whispered to me. 

“What?” I asked, not sure if he was talking about me, or the scene, or the Trace beats.

“This,” he said, touching my wool cable knit sweater.  

Without asking, he took hold of the bottom and pulled up.  Without thinking I held up my arms and he pulled it off me.  Underneath I was only wearing a chemise.  It was off-white and made of silk.  I was braless underneath.

“Much better,” Scott said, his hands on my back.  His hands were partly on the silk of the chemise, and partly on my bare skin above the chemise.

“Scott, are you freaking crazy?” I asked, feeling exposed in the flimsy chemise.  The chemise was almost see through and my nipples easily dented the delicate fabric.

“Chill Jen, I know you like guys looking,” Scott said.

“What?”

“You’ve got the innocent act going, but you’re really a cock tease,” Scott said.  “I know what you’re into.”

I pulled back from Scott and looked into his face.  “And what am I into Scott?” I asked putting as much icy contempt into my voice as possible.

Scott grinned at me.  Then he leaned close to my ear and whispered, “You’re a submissive slut and you want to be bent over a table and fucked in the ass.”

My lips parted into an O.  I tried to hide it but Scott was still holding me, so he felt my body tense.  He grinned at me again, knowing he had discovered my secret.

“I’m not into that,” I said, pushing away from him.

“Yeah right,” he said sarcastically, still grinning.

“No seriously.  I don’t like it up the ass,” I deadpanned.  I tried to make a joke out of it, and Scott laughed, but still we both knew the truth. 

Scott knew my secret.  In real life, I tried to be a strong woman.  A feminist.  But when it came to sex, I was submissive.  At least, that’s what I fantasized about.  I fantasized about being controlled and dominated by a strong man.  About being treated like an object.  About being used. 

I wasn’t into getting tied up or whipped.  Although sometimes in my fantasy, the man holds me down.  I resist but he’s big and strong and I can’t move.  I don’t want to like it, but he forces me to like it.  My body betrays me.   I try not to cum but he forces me to cum.  That’s the part that really drives me wild.  Just thinking the words gets me hot.

He forces me to cum.

Somehow Scott and I ended up in the empty game room downstairs. Along the way I had a couple more beers and another joint as we chatted with people.  I definitely felt high and tipsy.

The room was spinning and I put my hands on the edge of the pool table for balance.  “Are you okay?” Scott asked, rubbing my back.  If he didn’t already know I was braless, he found out then.  I was still only wearing the chemise so it practically felt like his hand was on my bare skin.

“Just give me a sec,” I said.  Now in addition to the room spinning, my skin was tingling with his hands on me.

“Come here, I’ll help you,” Scott said.  He leaned against the pool table and pulled me into his arms.

“This is helping me?” I asked with a helpless laugh.

Then Scott’s lips were on mine.  I was surprised and tensed up for a moment.  Then I gave into it.  Scott was a really good kisser.  A freaking awesome kisser.

Finally, I pushed him away.  We were both panting.

“Scotty, we can’t be doing this,” I said between pants, looking warily at him.

“I think it’s about time we’re doing this,” he said.

Scott’s arms were still around me.  He caressed my back, almost down to my ass.  Then he began inching his hands up under my chemise.  He was now caressing the bare skin of my back.  As his hands moved up my back – now he was touching the middle of my back, where my bra strap would be if I had worn a bra – the entire chemise moved up, so my breasts were almost exposed.

“Scotty, Mike’s upstairs,” I said, my heart racing.

“He’s probably still on the liquor run.”

“He might be back by now.”

Scott ignored my words.  He didn’t care if Mike was upstairs.  He looked down at my chest.  If my nipples were hard before, they were like diamonds now.  They dented the silk of the chemise, and you could just make out the dark of my areolas through the delicate fabric.

“You do more with less than anyone I know,” he said, his eyes on my bust.

“I guess that’s a compliment,” I said with another helpless laugh.

Scott grinned at me.  He reached between our bodies and cupped one of my breasts with his hand.  He gave it a squeeze, then thumbed my nipple over the chemise. 

“Scott, Mike’s upstairs,” I whispered desperately.

He ignored me.  He continued to fondle my breast and rub my nipple. The feel of his thumb over the silk felt so good.  I started breathing heavier, and a moan escaped my lips.

“Tiny tits, sensitive nipples, right?” he said giving me a knowing smile.  He’d been with enough girls to know the two usually went together.

“Scott, you need to stop,” I said breathlessly, the words coming out like a moan.  My eyelids fluttered and I rolled my head back.

With his other hand on my back, he pulled me closer so I felt his erection against my stomach.  “This is what you do to me,” he said, grinding his erection against me.  “You’ve been doing this to me for weeks.  Months. You little cock tease.”

“Scotty ….”

Then he kissed me again.  I kissed him back.  Our tongues danced in our mouths.  His hands were all over me.  Then he got my shorts open and pushed his hand down my tights and panties.  I didn’t resist.  I parted my legs to give him better access.

He pushed one finger into me.  Then another. “Oh god,” I groaned.

I heard him hiss “you’re so wet!”  Then he was finger fucking me and rubbing my clit with his thumb.  I moaned and pushed down against his hand. Trying to stop what was happening.

But Scott wouldn’t stop. His fingers and thumb were relentless.  He pushed so deep into me, he lifted me onto my tiptoes.  I had to hold onto his arms for balance.  I wimped and moaned into his mouth as he made me cum. I clung to his arms as my body shuddered and shook with orgasmic pleasure.

Scotty held me as I caught my breath.  Then he kissed me again. Scott pulled my shorts the rest of the way off, and began tugging down my tights.  Finally, I pushed away from him.  “No Scott, please, Mike ….” I said.

He wasn’t happy about it.  I was leaving him with major blue balls. But to his credit he stopped when he heard me really say no. 

I pulled up my tights and shorts and ran from the room.  I found my sweater and put it back on.  I looked into the family room with the cots. Mike was there.  It looked like he was sleeping.  Or maybe not.  But I wasn’t ready to join him, not after what just happened with Scott.

People were in the kitchen.  Allie and a few others, and RH finally arrived.  We drank beers and passed around another joint.  It helped me calm down.  Scott walked in and sat at the table across from me.  He was frowning at me.  I knew he was pissed.  But what could I do?  I was married.

Again, I tried not to think about Joey.

Finally, I went to the cot room.  I was high and half drunk.  God, when was the last time I drunk so much, and smoked so much weed? College?  I got into the cot with Mike and got him to spoon me.  Almost immediately I passed out.

 

The next morning, I woke up to a shake of my shoulder.  I opened my eyes.  It was Scott.  “Wheels up in an hour,” he told me tersely.  “Me and the guys are getting the gear ready.” I could tell he was still pissed about last night.  I just nodded.  He looked at Mike and frowned.

I looked over my shoulder at Mike.  He was still asleep.  He was snuggled into my back with his arm around me.  What, Scott didn’t like the way we slept?  He was my freaking husband for god’s sake.

Being careful not to wake Mike, I got out of the cot.  I realized my shorts were off.  I was naked from the waist down, other than the black tights.  Scott’s eyes were on me.  I let him look.  In fact, I liked him looking at me.  I grabbed my bag and went to the bathroom, pushing passed Scott without saying a word to him.  If he was going to be a shit about last night, then I could be a shit too.

I got in the shower.  Fortunately there were a lot of bathrooms in the house and it was early so there was no waiting.  I was surprised how good I was feeling after all the partying last night.  I seemed to remember Mike making me drink a glass of water and take Advil.  It made me smile.  Mike always took care of me. 

As I washed my nipples and pussy, I realized I was horny.  Super horny.  My body was on fire.  Without even thinking, I began playing with myself, one hand on my breasts, the other on my clit.  As the shower rained down on me, I found myself with my face pressed against the ceramic tile.  I was on my tiptoes, my eyes clenched shut, as I squeezed my nipples with one hand and rapidly stroked my clit with the other.  I fantasized about Scott pushing me over the pool table and fucking me from behind.  Forcing me from behind.  When I came I bit my lip to keep from moaning (I didn’t want anyone passing in the hall to hear me).  As my breathing returned to normal, I realized that wasn’t enough.  I needed something inside me.  Not just anyone.  I wanted Scott.

After doing my hair and dressing, I checked on Mike.  He was still sleeping.  I sat next to him for a few moments, gently stroking his hair.  I loved him so much.  Yet I was cheating on him with Joey.  And now I wanted sex with Scott.  I used to be such a prim and proper wife.  A faithful wife. Things had changed so fast.  So much for my marriage vows.  I waited for the guilt to come but it didn’t.  Maybe because I wanted Scott so much and that was pushing away the guilt.  Or maybe because it was this “game” we were playing.  Mike had opened a Pandora’s box and I kinda felt like that gave me an excuse.

I went into the kitchen and helped with breakfast.  A little while later Mike walked in, looking sleepy and hungover.  I smiled at him and brought him a cup of coffee.  I kissed him on the cheek.  “Morning sleepy head,” I said smiling at him. 

But I was nervous.  I spent most of yesterday with Scott and I could tell Mike was upset.  And there was what happened last night in the game room.  Did he have any clue?  Did someone see us and tell him?  I didn’t want a major scene.  For one we were around co-workers and drama between us wouldn’t be good.  But also I wanted to spend time with Scott today; I didn’t want Mike to say no.

I know that sounds terrible.  But I was feeling defensive about it all.  I mean, this was our game.  It wasn’t just me.  It was both of us.

Mike wanted to see me with another man.  Well, hello, the only way to do that was to be with the other man.  And if you put a boy and a girl together, sometimes things happen.  Mike had woken up something inside me.  Did it make me a terrible person to want to see it through?

Mike motioned to the hallway and we moved there.

“What happened last night?” he asked.

A couple walked by and we said polite good mornings.  Other people were waking up.  I whispered “It’s too crowded to talk.”

“Then when?”

“I don’t know.  Later.”

[Author’s note:  See above for the rest of Mike and Jen’s conversation.]

 

The house was ski-on / ski-off, so we skated on our skis to the first lift.  There were 14 of us, a perfect number to share the 2 person lifts. Throughout the day people changed lift partners but I mostly rode with Scott.  People knew we were buddies so no one tried to cut into our pairing. Looking back, there were probably rumors flying around about me and Scott, but at the time I was oblivious to it.

I was glad Mike wasn’t with us. Don’t judge me too harshly, as it was mostly because I didn’t want him to get hurt.  Mike wasn’t an experienced skier, but he’s stubborn and determined, so I knew he’d want to try everything especially with Scotty there.  Our plan was to do all the blacks and some had nasty moguls, and I didn’t want Mike to get hurt. 

But, to be fair, I admit it was also because of Scott.  This way I got to ride with him on lifts and hang with him.

It wasn’t all flirting.  I really did want to get better.  Scotty’s an awesome skier and he took me under his wing.  On the lift rides we spent a lot of time talking about the last run, what I did wrong, what I could do different next time.  By the end of the day, I think I was a much better skier.

Of course, there was a lot of flirting too (no touching though, as everyone was bundled up).  We talked about last night on some of those long lift rides.  I admitted to Scott I liked him and was attracted to him.  I wasn’t revealing any secrets there, that was pretty obvious.  But I was married. Happily married.

Scott said he liked me too, and was hot for me.  He promised Mike would never find out.

I was coming to a crossroads.  Mike and I both were into our game. How far did we want to go with it?

But I knew one thing.  If I did take the next step with Scott, I didn’t want him to think I was cheating on Mike.  I didn’t want to be a cheating wife.  I mean, there was Joey, but no one but me and Joey knew about that. Anyways, with Scott, I didn’t want to feel like a cheating wife.  I didn’t want him to think I was cheating, 

That meant I had to tell Scott about our game.  And that meant telling Scott about Mike’s fantasy of seeing me with other men.  I knew that would be a betrayal of Mike unless I had his permission.  So we needed to talk.

 

When we got back to the house, Mike wasn’t home yet.  That kind of surprised me since it was getting dark.  I checked around.  I found out he went skiing by himself.  I sighed.  That was so like my husband.

I wasn’t worried yet.  He was a big boy and we were at Stowe.  Not exactly the wilderness.  I took a shower and did my hair and makeup.  Then I had to decide what to wear.  I put on a short skirt and thigh high tights.  I wore the thigh highs for Mike, not Scott.  I swear -- I’m telling the truth.  To prove it, I also put on Mia flats with the ribbons that tie up my legs.  Mike looooves when I wear those flats.

I guess I was feeling guilty about spending so much time with Scott, and leaving him alone.  Also. I was hoping to get Mike in a good mood, so I could talk to him about Scott.

I didn’t wear a bra under my green turtleneck.  That I did for Scott. He got so turned on last night when he saw me braless in the chemise.  I wanted to turn Scott on.  I wanted him to want me as much as I wanted him.

When I joined the others, the party was just getting going.  Mike still wasn’t home.  Now I was starting to get worried.  I drank water instead of alcohol in case we had to go look for him.

I tried to avoid Scott. I needed to talk to Mike first. But he sought me out.  “Nice outfit,” he whispered to me as he looked at my braless tits.  “I saved us seats at the fire,” he said, motioning to one of the sofas next to the big wood fireplace.

“Mike’s not home yet,” I said, worriedly scanning around the room to see if he got home without me noticing. 

“I’m sure he’s fine,” Scott said.  He motioned to the window. “Stowe’s got night skiing.  Ski patrol’s 24/7.”

I looked at the window Scott was pointing.  He was right.  The night skiers were starting to take over the mountain.  Mike was probably fine. Stowe has some long, easy runs, like Toll Road, Crossover and Easy Mile.  If Mike got on one of those, there’s no way he could get in trouble, but it would take a while to get down and then make his way to the house.  And if he did get in trouble, the ski patrol was everywhere.  Scott was right. Mike was fine.

I sat down next to Scott and tried to relax and have fun.  I sipped a beer, but nothing stronger, and I declined the joints as they were passed around.  I was still worried about Mike even though I knew he was okay. 

I got irritated that he went out alone.  You’ve never supposed to go skiing alone.  But Mike was so shy, no way he would go skiing with people he barely knew.  I realized as his wife it was my job to go with him, or at least make sure he paired up with other people.  Instead, I went with Scott, and I was so excited to spend the day with him that I didn’t take the time to arrange things for Mike.  I felt selfish and guilty, and that made me even more worried.  Finally, I couldn’t stand sitting next to Scott anymore and I pulled Grace and Allie into the kitchen so they could worry with me.

A little while later, Mike finally got home and I practically ran to him.  I was so relieved!  I hugged and kissed him.  When I asked why he was home so late he gave me the brush off and said he wanted to do another run down a black.  What the fuck?  A black at night?  Did he want to break a leg and then die from exposure?

Then I got it. Mike purposely took his time getting home to punish me for spending so much time with Scott.  I said, “So this is you punishing me, right?”  I said it as a joke, but I was irritated too.  I mean, you don’t joke about this kind of thing.  I was worried sick!

I needed to talk to Mike about Scott but now I was irritated with him. I pulled him into the fireplace room.  I sat away from Scott (even though Scott was saving us seats) because I didn’t want to give Mike a reason to give me shit.

After a while I realized I was being unfair to Mike.  He was my husband after all.  I was the shit, not him.  So I poured him a big glass of his favorite drink, Highland Park scotch.  “What, are you trying to get me drunk?” he joked when he saw my big pour.

“I just want you to relax baby,” I told him, rubbing his shoulder. Then someone passed a joint to me.  I think we both needed to mellow so I shared the joint with Mike.  I was hoping once we relaxed I could talk to him about Scott.  But then Scott and Mike got into a stupid fight over – of all things – James Bond.  I mean, really?  Honestly, I thought Mike started it, so that made me irritated with him again.

Eventually we drifted over to where Scott was standing.  We socialized with the people there.  Mike and I shared another joint.  Then all of a sudden he was gone.  That’s the thing with my husband.  I love him to death.  But sometimes at parties he just up and disappears.

“So where’s hubby?” Scott said to me.

“I don’t know,” I said irritably.

“If I had a wife who looked as good as you, I’d never let you out of my sight,” Scott said.  He was looking at my braless chest.

“Just stop, okay,” I said with a laugh.  I wasn’t in the mood for compliments.  Although I admit I liked it.

“I want to tell you something,” Scott said grabbing my hand.

“What?” I asked.

“Come on,” he said pulling my hand.

I shrugged inside and let him lead me out of the fireplace room.  We ended downstairs in the game room again.

“Really Scott?” I said looking warily around the room.  It was empty again.  For some reason, no one but us came in here.

“I just want to talk,” he said.

“Okay, then, what?” I asked him.  I didn’t want to be alone with him. I needed to talk to Mike and I didn’t trust myself.

He boldly reached out and cupped my braless breasts.  “I’m not the only one noticing you’re braless all the time,” he said with a grin.  “If this is your new style, I approve.”

I backed away from him.  “You said you wanted to talk,” I said, breathing harder.  His hands on my breasts had sent bolts of electricity through me, all of them ending up at my clit.  I was aching!

“We are talking,” Scott said, abruptly pulling me back to him. He was a big man and I was a slim girl, so I was like a rag doll to him.  Easy to move around. 

He had one hand around my back, holding me there (not that I was pushing away).  With his other he fondled and kneaded my breast again. “You do like to show off, don’t you Jenny?”

“All girls like attention,” I informed him.

“Well, you’re getting it,” Scott said with a laugh.  “You know there’s not a guy in here who doesn’t want to bend you over a chair and fuck you?”

My cheeks burned from his fondling. And from what he was saying. “People talk about me?” I asked, breathing really hard now. 

“Don’t play that innocent act with me, Jenny,” he said, giving me that lewd, knowing smile again.  “We both know you’re a cock tease.”  He pinched my nipple and my lips parted into an O, moaning.  Then his lips were on me, kissing me.  I kissed him back.  It was just like last night.  We were making out and fondling each other.

Suddenly Scott pushed me against the pool table, bending me over. He was holding me down with one big hand on my back.  With his other he yanked up my skirt, all the way to my waist.  He stopped for a moment, looking at my ass and legs.  Then he put his foot between mine and kicked my legs apart.  Now I was open to him.

 

I wasn’t scared.  This was Scotty.  All I had to do was say stop.  At that moment though, with his hand pinning me to the pool table, and his foot forcing my legs apart, I felt helpless and vulnerable.  Scott’s a big man and I’m small.  He’s strong.  If he wanted to fuck me against my will, I couldn’t stop him.  At that moment, I fantasized that Scott was about to rape me.  It got me so hot I felt dizzy.

Scott yanked my thong down my legs, and I heard him open his zipper.  I knew it was getting serious. 

“No Scott. I don’t want this,” I pleaded, my eyes watering up. 

“Yes you do!” he growled, moving up behind me, positioning himself.  He was right. I did want this.  And this was exactly how I wanted it.  Held down and taken from behind by a powerful, handsome man.  It was exactly how I fantasized it. 

But I needed to talk to Mike.

“No Scott, stop,” I said more forcefully.  Scott heard the edge in my voice.  He hesitated, then let me go.  I stood up and turned around.  I pulled up my thong and pushed down my skirt. 

We were looking warily at each other.  “We’re gonna fuck.  You know that right?” he told me.

I looked at him, breathing hard.  Then I pushed passed him like last night and ran upstairs.




CHAPTER 3

 

 

I got to the fireplace room, practically panting.  My pussy was on fire.  Everyone was there.  Bobby was playing techno dance music and the party was rocking. 

Then I saw Mike. It looked like he was looking for me.  (Author’s note:  Jen is right.  See the end of Chapter 1.)

I went to him and grabbed his hand.  I led him down the hall.

We went to that nook off the back stairs he found yesterday.  It gave us privacy to talk.  But I didn’t know how to start.  I looked at my hands, my feet, trying to find the words but they wouldn’t come.  Yes, we talked about this, we discussed what-ifs, we talked about boundaries, we even make rules. But how do you tell your husband you desperately want to fuck another man?

 

Jen had a major cum face on.  I could tell she wanted to tell me, but she didn’t know how.  But it was pretty obvious.  So, I said, “You want to fuck Scott.”  It was a statement, not a question. 

When she nodded, I said bitterly “Did you fuck last night?”

“No Mike we didn’t,” she assured me.

“Then what happened?” I said angrily. 

Jen looked scared.  She knew I’m usually laid back and even-tempered, but when I get angry I can get ugly really fast.  Not physical ugly -- I’d never hit or harm Jen -- but I can say some really mean and hurtful things.  After a moment, she said “We kissed.  He touched me.  My breasts. He fingered me.”  After a few moments she added, “He made me cum.”

I got less angry.  At least she was telling me the truth.  “What else happened?  Did you make him cum?”

“No, nothing else happened,” she said immediately.  “I wanted to talk to you first.”

“But you wanted more?” I asked.  She nodded.

“You want to fuck him now,” I said.  She nodded again.

I looked down, processing this information.  My heart was pounding. My fantasy was about to happen.  It had happened, I’d seen it. Jen had kissed another man.  He touched her breasts.  He fingered her to orgasm.

My cock was so hard.  I wanted this!  But I didn’t want it too.  Jen’s pussy was still all mine.  Since we met, only I had been inside her.  As soon as Scott fucked her, everything would be different.  I knew he was bigger than me, that was apparent yesterday from the bulge in his Speedos.  With that big cock, he’d give her more pleasure than me. I just knew it. He’d ruin her for me.

I was so excited I was shaking.  Scott was going to ruin my wife for me.  That thought … that word, ruin – it was so powerful.  It made me shiver and my body shake. 

“Are you okay?” Jen asked, taking my hand in hers.  She could feel me shake.

I nodded.  I wasn’t able to speak.  That’s how excited I was.  Have you ever been so excited that you weren’t able to form words in your mouth? That’s how excited I was.

“There’s something else,” she said hesitantly.  She was still holding my hand.  “I don’t want Scott to think I’m cheating.”

I looked at her, not understanding at first.  Then I got it.  She wanted to tell Scott about our game.  About my fantasies.

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t want Scott to think of me that way,” Jen said.  “I don’t want to lose his respect.”

My jaw dropped.  “He wants to fuck a married woman, and you’re worried about him respecting you?!” I said incredulously.  “And this isn’t the first time!  He got Allie to cheat on RH!”

“That wasn’t cheating.  They were broken up,” Jen said.

“Why are you always defending him?”

“I’m not defending him.  I’m just saying what happened,” Jen insisted.  “He’s really nice Mike.  If you’d just give him a chance --.”

I winced at the way she was talking about Scott.   Her words were like a physical blow, like a punch across my face.  She was defending him. Going on and on about how great a guy he was.  It hurt hearing her.  It was like twisting a knife in my gut.

She saw it too, the pain in my face, and said, “Okay, I’m sorry.  I know he’s a player. I know that.  But this is about me.  I said it wrong before.  It’s not about Scott losing respect for me.  It’s about me losing respect for me.”

What Jen said made me feel better.  But she was a marketing chick. She knew how to sell.  She always knew what to say.  If Message 1 doesn’t work, try Message 2.

“I’ll be humiliated if you tell Scott about me,” I told her.  “He’ll have something over me.”

“No he won’t --.”

“Yes he will!” I insisted.  “I fantasize about my wife with other men. How do you think that’ll play out when you tell Scott that?  Talk about respect.  He’ll lose all respect for me.  He’ll laugh at me.  Whenever I see him, he’ll hold it over me.”

Jen hesitated.  Then, she squeezed my hand, and very gently said, “Mike baby … if he fucks me, isn’t that the same thing?”

I stared at Jen.  I realized she was right.  If Scott was fucking my wife, he would think he had one over on me. At least if he knew Jen had my permission, it would show I had some control over it.  I was sharing Jen with him.  I was letting him fuck her.

But did I want Jen to fuck Scott, of all people?  In the perfect world – the way I played it out in my head – Jen would have sex with my best friend Sam.  He was single, no girlfriend, and I knew he was hot for her.  I wanted something more controlled for our first time.  Sam would never try to take Jen from me.  He would never demean me, or hold it over my head.

But I’d never told Jen about how Sam was attracted to her. First, because I knew she wasn’t attracted to him.  Second, because I thought she’d find it too weird since they were friends.

“I don’t know Jen,” I told her honestly.  “I know you want an answer now.  But I don’t have one for you.  You going to have to wait.  I need more time.”

“Okay,” Jen said, looking down at her hands.  She was silent for long moments.  I couldn’t tell what she was thinking, or feeling. Disappointment?  Relief?  I couldn’t tell.

“You really scared me before.  Skiing by yourself, and staying out so late, after dark,” she finally said.  “That was a real shit move.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.  “I was really jealous.  I am jealous.”

“Then why did we start this?” she said.  She wasn’t mad.  She was just trying to understand.

“I’m trying to figure it out myself,” I said, feeling embarrassed. “Feeling jealous … feeling ignored, like I did yesterday and today … like you wanted to be with Scott more than me … for some reason it makes it more intense.  I get so excited I start shaking and I can’t stop.”

“But you get upset too,” Jen said.

“Yeah …” I admitted.  We were silent for long moments.  Then I admitted, “I saw you last night.  With Scott.”

“When?”

“In the game room.  I saw you together,” I said.

Jen’s eyes went wide.  “And you let it happen?”

Her answer surprised me.  Because at the time it didn’t feel like I had any say in the matter.  But she was right. I could’ve stopped it.  I could have walked in and punched Scott in the face.  But I let it happen.

“Yeah, I let it happen,” I said.  Then I admitted, “It was the most exciting thing I’ve ever seen.” 

Jen stared at me.  I said, “I’m not saying I won’t agree to it.  I’m just saying I’m not agreeing to it now.  I can’t.  This is a big step.  I’m not ready.   I need to think about it.”

“Okay,” Jen said.  We hugged and kissed.  We made love.  We fell asleep in that nook, spooning each other. 

The next day we went skiing on our own.  I proved to Jen I wasn’t bullshitting when I said I went down some blacks.  It was a really good morning.  Really good.  At noon, we said our goodbyes and drove home. 




CHAPTER 4

 

A few days later, I gave Jen permission.  I thought about it non-stop. What decided it for me was what I said before.  This was the only time in our lives we’d be able to experiment.  Soon we would start a family.  We both agreed our game would stop the moment she got pregnant.  Jen was already 29, and we wanted 2 or even 3 kids.  I didn’t want her pregnant at 35; it wasn’t safe.  We had a year to play, maybe less. 

So I decided to go for it.  Jen would have a wild fling.  With Scott, then after that ended, maybe someone else.  We would get this craziness out of our system.  Then we’d go back to being a boring monogamous married couple again.  But we’d have exciting memories forever.

We decided on Friday night. I picked Friday because then we would have the entire weekend to reconnect.  Also, I made Jen promise to be home by 1am.  She planned to come home first after work, to change, so that would give them only about 5 hours.  I was more worried about them spending time alone, than the sex.  I already could tell Jen had a crush on Scott and I didn’t want it to develop into something more.

Once she was home from work, I watched Jen get dressed.  She didn’t mind.  In fact, she seemed to enjoy all the attention I was giving her. 

Jen wore a sexy black dress that ended above her knees and hugged her body.  She wore a thong and thigh high stockings underneath, but no bra. Scott seemed to like when she went braless. 

Jen finished the outfit with 4-inch high heels.

“Those are some high heels,” I said, looking at her feet.

“I know.  Can you believe I’m wearing high heels?” Jen said with a laugh.  “And these are really high.  Four inches.”

“I can’t believe you can walk in them,” I said.

“What really makes it hard is the stiletto heels,” Jen said.  “I’m getting used to them though.  Aren’t they pretty?  They’re Christian Louboutin.  All his shoes had red bottoms.  See?” 

Jen turned slightly so I could see the red bottoms of the heels. 

“They look expensive,” I said.

“You said I could buy new clothes,” Jen said cautiously.  She knew I was frugal, especially since we were trying to save to buy our first house.

“It’s okay,” I hurriedly assured her.  “Your legs look amazing in those heels.”

Jen smiled, looking relieved.  “Guys look at me more, since I’ve started wearing really high heels,” she said.  “That’s what you want, right? That’s our game.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“I bought some others, for work, and when we go out.  So you’ll see when we get the credit card bill.  I got a couple pairs of Jimmy Choos.  But I like Christian Louboutin’s the most because I think the red soles are really cute.  These are called So Kates.  He named them after Kate Moss.  And Kate Middleton wears them.”

I nodded slowly.  Shoes had names?  And I knew who Kate Moss and Kate Middleton were of course.  But Christian Louboutin and Jimmy Choo? I’d never heard of them before.

I noticed a little plastic bag next to her purse.  I looked inside.  It was a box of condoms. 

I took it out and studied the box.  The box said “Extra Thin – Feels Natural” and “XXL.”  I turned the box over in my hand.  Jen had actually gone to a drug store and bought condoms.  For her date tonight. 

I felt stunned.  This was real.  It was going to happen. 

“Just in case.  You know?” Jen said, seeing me holding the box.

“Oh, yeah,” I sputtered out, not knowing what else to say.

“I went back on the pill,” she said.  “Obviously.”

“Yeah … obviously.”

“But, you know, the pill’s not 100%.  And we don’t know where Scott’s been.”

“Yeah, absolutely, makes sense,” I sputtered out. 

I was beginning to feel like an idiot with my mindless responses.  I hadn’t even thought about birth control.  And now the reality of what we were doing was really hitting me.  Another man’s penis was going to be inside my wife.  Scott was going to be inside her.  He was going to kiss her, and touch her everywhere, and then he was going to penetrate her with his cock. 

He might be in her mouth too.  Who was I kidding.  Of course his cock was going to be in her mouth.  And then he was going to cum.  Inside her.  And without protection, his sperm might impregnate her.  Impregnate my wife.  My Jen.

I stared at the condom box.  “Extra Thin – Feels Natural.”  What if the condom breaks while he’s inside her?  Or falls off when he pulls out?  “Are you ovulating?” I asked, feeling panicked.

“No.  This is the safest time of the month for me.  But I’ll make Scotty wear a condom. I promise,” Jen assured me. 

I nodded my head.  I hated when she called him Scotty.  I hated it.

“Have you told him?” I asked.  I meant about our game.  About my fantasies.

“I’m telling him tonight,” Jen said.  “Are you okay?” she asked, putting her hand on my knee.  I was shaking again.

“Yeah.  This is just really exciting,” I said with a weak smile. 

Her iPhone buzzed.  She looked at it.  “It’s Scott.  He’s downstairs.”

I nodded.  I was happy he didn’t come to the door.  I didn’t want to see him.  Jen gave me a smile and kiss.  Then she was gone.

 

“So I need to tell you something,” I told Scott when we were at his apartment.  I was drinking a Cosmo and he was drinking Jack and Coke. “I’m not cheating on Mike.  He knows what’s happening.  I have his permission.”

Scott’s eyes opened wide and he sat back on the sofa, stunned.  Then he got it.  “It turns him on.  You fucking guys.”

“We’ve never done this before,” I said.  “This is the first time.”

“But I’m right,” he pressed.

I hesitated, then said “Yes, you’re right.”

“Huh …,” he said, shaking his head as he processed this information. He didn’t look surprised.  “You know it makes sense.  You were with me most of the time at Stove and he didn’t complain.”

“He was pissed, Scott,” I told him.

“But he didn’t do anything,” Scott said.  “Most guys would’ve punch me, or hauled your ass out of there.  But Mike just let it happen.  Now I get it.  He was watching me with you.  Getting off on it.  His dick was probably hard the entire time.”

I shrugged.  Scott was probably right.  In fact, I knew he was right, because whenever I touched Mike at Stowe he had an erection.

“So why didn’t we hook up last weekend?  Why’d you make me wait?”

“I told you, this is our first time,” I said.

Scott nodded slowly, as he processed this new information about me and Mike.  “He needed to figure out if he really wanted to do this,” he said.

“We both did,” I said.  I was impressed Scott was catching up so fast. But then, it wasn’t really complicated.

“So I’m your first.  I’m really flattered Jenny.  I’m not kidding, I really am,” Scott said.  I smiled.  I could tell he was sincere, not just bullshitting me.

“I don’t want a one-night stand, a hook up with a stranger I meet in a bar,” I explained.  “I want it to be a friend.  Someone I’m attracted to, but a friend.”

“Well, now I’m even more flattered,” Scott said, smiling at me.  I smiled back.  We stayed like that for a few moments, just smiling at each other.  Then he moved closer until we were almost touching.  “I think we’ve waited long enough,” he said.

“I think so too,” I said.  Then we were kissing. 

 

Our sex was fireworks.  I can’t remember it all.  That’s how intense it was.  All I know is, it was the best sex of my life.  And I came really hard. More than once.  On top of that, Scott said it was just as good for him. 

Scott didn’t want to wear a condom.  He promised he was clean and I believed him.  I told Scott if it was just me, I wouldn’t make him wear a condom.  But I had Mike to think about.  I insisted and Scott put one on. That’s what I mean about Scott.  He’s a really nice person.  I think if Mike made an effort to know him, they could be friends.

I’d seen Scott without a shirt, but this was the first time I saw him completely nude.  Wow.  I kinda knew what to expect from Allie, but wow. His body is so incredibly amazing.  And it’s not all from lifting, he’s really athletic.  He wrestled in college – and that kind of threw me for a loop when he told me that, because of Joey who wrestled in high school.  Scotty’s in a basketball league right now.  He says it’s one step below semi-pro and really competitive.  He wants me to go to one of his games.  I said I would, it sounds like fun.

Scotty has the most amazing cock.  It’s long.  It’s longer than my forearm, so long I had to measure it.  Eleven inches.  Eleven freaking inches. I’ve seen bigger in internet porn but not in real life.  He’s not as thick as Joey, but he’s way thick enough.  Like Joey’s, I can’t get my hand around Scott’s shaft.  He really stretched me, and I love that sensation. 

Lengthwise, Scotty has a few inches on Joey.  I think I now know what it means for a boy to bottom out in a girl.  I experienced it for the first time with Scott.  It was the most amazing feeling when I felt the head of his penis press against my cervix.  It was a weird feeling too.  Not weird-bad, just weird-different.  But I liked it.  It was amazing knowing that Scotty was literally giving me all I could take.

Scotty doesn’t have just a great body, he knows how to use it too.  I kinda expected that, from what Allie told me.  And also, from the way he carries himself.  Like, he’s good in bed and he knows it.  Yeah, he’s kinda full of himself that way, but he can back it up, because he is an amazing lover.  He learned my body, all my erogenous zones, in like, 10 seconds. He’s a freaking awesome kisser!  He spent a lot of time kissing and touching me – everywhere – before trying to get inside me.  When he finally got between my legs, I was practically begging for it!

The first time I came was with Scotty inside me.  I was breathing hard and sweating – we both were – because it was taking a lot of time and effort for Scotty to get inside me.  I guess I was tighter than he was used to.  There came a point I felt so full – almost too full -- and then I looked between my legs, and he still had inches to go!  That’s when I came.

It was kinda like with Joey, but different.  Joey’s thicker, but at some point, if I’m stretched so tight, any extra girth doesn’t really make any difference.  I did notice Scott’s extra length though.  He reached places in me no man had ever touched before.

The second time was after our first intercourse.  After we recovered and joked around a little, Scotty went to work on me again.  He got between my legs and started eating me out.  That surprised me, because in my experience, really hot players like Scott don’t do oral, at least not all the way. But Scotty didn’t stop licking and sucking me until I came!  He was good too.  Not as good as Mike.  But he was good, and different, and new, so I had a really intense orgasm.

The third time I came was our second intercourse.  The first time he was gentle, I guess to let us get used to each other.  It was missionary that time, and he fondled and kissed me the whole time.  It was more like making love than fucking. 

The second time, though, was definitely fucking.  It was harder and rougher.  It was more for his pleasure than mine, and I guess he felt justified because he had just got me off with his tongue.  Scotty flipped me over onto my hands and knees and took me from behind.  He fucked me really hard – really hard – and I loved it!  I came hard on his cock.  It was the most intense of my three orgasms (and the other two were really awesome too).  Scotty came so hard I was afraid he was going to blow the condom off.  But when he pulled out it was still on.

It was pass midnight and I needed to go to be home by 1am.  Scotty said he had a great time.  I told him I did too.  He said it was the best sex he had in a long time.  I told him it might be the best sex of my life!  Then he admitted it was probably the best sex of his life too, but he didn’t want to say it unless I said it first.  I laughed and punched his arm, and called him a jerk.

He asked if we could do it again.  I told him I had to ask Mike.  I told Scott not to make fun of Mike about his fantasies.  Especially since they were the reason I was here with him.  He promised he wouldn’t.

He asked if I was going to make him wear a condom the next time.  I reminded him that I wasn’t sure if there was even going to be a next time, as I had to talk to Mike.  And anyways, I trusted him but I had a responsibility to my husband, so yes, he had to use a condom unless we both got tested.  He said he trusted me, but I said I’d never ask him to get tested unless I got tested too.  Then Scotty hugged and kissed me, and said he just wanted to be inside me skin-to-skin.  It was an incredibly sweet thing to say, and it made my heart melt.  I told him I wanted that too, but first I had to talk to Mike.

While we were lazing around after our first intercourse, I touched his arms.  “These are so awesome,” I gushed, tracing my fingertips along the images of his tattoo sleeves.

“You’re into tats?” Scott asked.

“Yeah,” I said, mesmerized by the beautiful tattoo art.

“You got this one,” Scott said, touching my hip.  I had a small black tattoo there.  It was on my hip bone below my waistline so you couldn’t see it when I was dressed, but it was visible when I wore a bikini (depending on the bikini).

“Yeah,” I said.  “It’s the Japanese character for love.  Mike hates it.”

“Why?”

“Well, first he hates tats.  But mostly the way I got it.  I was a senior in high school.  Both Colin and I got into Penn State. He was my boyfriend then.  I thought I loved him. I thought we were going to get married eventually.  He wanted me to get tatted with his name.”

“Seriously?”

“I mean, I’m not stupid, I wasn’t going to do it,” I said.  “But Colin wanted something, and I wanted a tat too, so I got this.  I told him it was a symbol of our love.”

“And he believed it?” Scott said with a laugh.

“Well, it was true back then,” I told him honestly.  “But you see why Mike hates it?  I got inked for Colin.  And see how it looks?  The right side almost looks like a C.  That’s what Mike thinks.  I told him he’s crazy but ….”

“But doesn’t that push his cuckold buttons?” Scott said.

“Don’t be an ass Scott,” I said frowning at him.

“That’s just the word for it,” he said, holding his hands out in surrender.  “But you see my point?”

Actually, I did see his point.  And it made me wonder ….  But I didn’t want to talk to Scott about it.  “Anyways, I really like your tat sleeves,” I said, again running my fingertips along the intricate art.

“You gonna get another one?” Scott asked.

“I’d like to.”

“Where?”

“Um, I don’t know,” I said.  “Nothing like your sleeves.  Maybe a bracelet around my ankle or arm.  A little flower or tribal on the back of my neck.  Or some writing on my wrist.  I don’t know.”

“You’ve thought a lot about it,” Scott said.  “What would you write?”

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug.  “Maybe my babies’ names. Anyways, it’s not going to happen.  Mike’s vetoed it.”

“So do it anyway.”

“He’s my husband Scott.”

“And you’ve having sex with another man,” Scott pointed out.  “You don’t think that changes things?”




CHAPTER 5

 

The waiting was agony.  I experienced major cuckold angst, the kind you read in stories.  I masturbated twice, and could’ve beaten off more, but the depression I felt each time after cumming was so intense I had to stop.

I watched the clock constantly.  Minutes seemed like hours.  I looked at our wedding pictures and watched videos of our last vacation together. Anything to feel connected to her. 

I wondered what she was doing with Scott.  But I had to stop thinking about it.  It made me intensely jealous and also incredibly hot. It made me want to masturbate again but I couldn’t face the depression that I knew would come after.

Finally, I heard a key in the door.  I think I stopped breathing as the door swung open.  And then she was there.

Jen looked tired.  Her hair and clothes were disheveled.  She held her high heels in her left hand.  She looked happy and satisfied.  She had a glow about her.  I realized she looked freshly fucked.

That’s when it really hit me.  Jen was now a hot wife.  She’d been with another man.  She kissed him.  Let him touch her naked body.  Let him inside her.  Let him make her cum.  Everything was different now. Everything.  I was no longer her only lover.  Probably I wasn’t even her best lover anymore.  Maybe eventually she might not turn to me at all to take care of her sexual needs.

As these dark thoughts flashed through my head, I was incredibly jealous and experienced major cuckold angst.  I was hot too, my cock rock hard.  Most of all though, I loved Jen.  I loved her now more than ever.

It was late, past 1am, and we were both tired.  But we were too wired to sleep.  I didn’t reclaim my wife immediately.  I pampered her.  I drew a bath and rubbed her shoulders and neck while she relaxed in the hot water with her eyes closed.  I shampooed her hair, using my fingers to massage her scalp and rub her temples. 

I used to do this when we first started dating.  Back then, I couldn’t believe Jenny Paige Johnson, the most beautiful and popular girl at Penn State, actually wanted to date me.  I couldn’t believe it when she said she loved me.  I couldn’t believe it when she agreed to marry me.  I couldn’t believe it when she said her marriage vows, promising herself only to me.  So all during that time I did more than love Jen.  I worshipped her.  I did things like I was doing now, pampering her in the bath tub.

Somewhere along the way I lost that.  I lost my obsession with Jen. Maybe because I started getting successful at work, and I was drawing the attention of other pretty girls (like Elaine).  But now I was obsessed again. It’s ironic it took other men desiring my wife to make me worship her again. But that’s exactly what happened.  Now, the only thing I was able to think about was Jen.

We got into bed, laying on our sides and looking at each other.  Up to then we hadn’t even mentioned Scott.  I said, “You did it?”

“Yes,” she said.

“How was it?”

“You want me to tell the truth, right?” 

When I nodded, she gushed “It was incredible!”

I was silent for a moment, processing that.  “Are you alright Mike?” she asked.

I hesitated, then said “I’m just trying to get used to the idea.  You’ve been with another man.  We’ve taken a big step.”

“Yes,” she agreed.

“Is he big?” I asked.  I desperately wanted to know this.  But I didn’t too.

Jen nodded.  “I measured him,” she said.  “He’s a little more than 11 inches.  And like this.”  She formed a circle with her hand, with her thumb and middle finger separated by almost two inches.

“Wow, that’s big,” I said impressed.  My heart was pounding in my chest.  “You measured him?”

“We were joking around,” she said.

I nodded, silent for a moment.  Jen had never measured me.  Never asked or tried to measure me.  Maybe it wasn’t worth it.  I knew I was small. I looked it up.  The average penis (erect) is about 5 inches long and 4 and a half inches around.  I was smaller than average.  So that meant Scott was more than twice as big as me.

“How did you get that inside you?” I wondered.

“It wasn’t easy,” Jen said with a laugh, as if she was remembering the effort.  “It was easier the second time.”

“So you did it more than once?”

“Twice,” she said with a nod of her pretty head.

“Intercourse I mean,” I said.  “You had intercourse twice.”

“… I mean, yeah baby,” Jen said hesitantly.  “That’s what you wanted right?”

“Yeah, I’m just trying to picture that big cock inside you,” I said with a helpless laugh.  My cock was rock hard and I was beyond excited.  So excited my body was shaking again.

“Calm down baby,” Jen said soothingly, rubbing my arm.

“I can’t,” I said with another helpless laugh.  “You came with him inside you.”

“Yes.”

“Both times?”

“Yes Mike.”

“His cock made you cum?” I asked urgently.  “You weren’t touching yourself.  His cock made you cum.”

“Yes baby,” she said softly, soothingly rubbing my arm again. 

“He came fucking you?” I asked.

“Yes but I made him wear a condom,” she said. 

“Did he cum a lot?”

Jen thought about it.  “Honestly, I don’t know.  He used tissues to take the condom off so I didn’t see.”

I was silent, processing this information.  I had more questions, a lot more, but my head was spinning from excitement. I couldn’t think straight. “So you came twice?” I finally asked.

“Three times actually,” she said.  When I looked questioning at her, she said, “He went down on me once.”

“Oh,” I said, surprised.  For some reason I’d assumed going down on her was going to be reserved for me.  But we’d never talked about it so it wasn’t her fault.  It bothered me though.  It meant nothing was reserved exclusively for me. 

Jen saw I was upset but misread the reason.  She smiled encouragingly at me and said, “Scotty’s not as good as you.  You’re the best.”

I smiled back at her.  I welcomed the compliment, and I could tell she was telling the truth.  But still I felt the angst of knowing my wife’s body was no longer exclusively mine.  And it bothered me whenever she called him “Scotty.”

Jen’s eyelids were getting heavy.  I could tell she was close to falling asleep.  We had the whole weekend to talk about this.  So finally it was time to reclaim my wife.  I got on top of her and Jen opened her legs, welcoming me into her.  Our sex was short though.  I was so turned on I lasted only a few strokes.  Jen didn’t seem to mind though.  No doubt she’d gotten enough from Scott.

 

I was afraid the next morning would be awkward between us, having to face the reality of what happened in the clear-headedness of the new day. But it wasn’t awkward at all.  Mostly because Jen lavished attention on me, just like I did to her last night. 

We showered together.  We hadn’t done that in a long time.  I washed her hair and rubbed her neck and shoulders, like last night, the way I used to. Jen really responded to all the attention I was giving her.  It was like, the more attention I gave her, the more she gave me.  I felt like what people said was true, sharing your wife with another man actually brought you closer together. 

We had lunch and shared a bottle of wine, and got tipsy.  That was another thing we hadn’t done in a long time, getting drunk with the sun high in the sky.  We went into a jewelry store and I bought Jen a simple gold chain.  I whispered into her ear, “You wear it around your ankle.  It means you’re a hot wife.”

Jen giggled and let me attach it around her left ankle.  The older salesman didn’t say anything, but he smiled like he knew what was going on. 

At home we fucked again.  It was the 2nd time that day (we also had sex in the shower).  It was like we were newlyweds again.  It was amazing. We were closer than ever, and I was incredibly happy.  I think Jen was just as happy too.

The entire weekend we didn’t talk about Scott.  We finally did in bed Sunday night, as we lay on our sides and looked at each other.  “Scotty asked if we could do it again,” Jen cautiously said.

I slowly nodded.  It wasn’t a surprise.  “Do you want to?” I asked.

“…yes,” she hesitantly answered.  Then she quickly added, “If you want me to.”

I smiled indulgently. “Always the truth, and never sugar coat it,” I said, reminding her of one of our rules.

She smiled. “Okay then, yes, I’d like to do it again.”

“Something about Scott.  I don’t like him.  But I’m glad you’re doing it with someone you like,” I said.

Jen looked relieved when I said that.  “Thanks for understanding.  I don’t want it to be one night stands, or a guy at a swingers club.  It’s better for me with a friend.”

“It’s better for me too,” I admitted.  “It makes me jealous knowing you’re with someone you like.  But it gets me hot too.”

“Okay,” Jen said.  I could see she was processing what I said, trying to understand it.

“But remember, I’m traveling this week.  I don’t want anything to happen while I’m away,” I told her.

“Of course not baby. I would never do something behind your back,” Jen promised. 




CHAPTER 6

Tuesday night, Joey called and invited me to go to a party with him tomorrow.  He said he was rushing a fraternity and they were having a social where dates were not only welcome but mandatory (the brothers wanted to make sure you weren’t a loser before they invited you to join their frat).  Joey said he’d have a better chance of pledging if he had a girl with him.  He didn’t want to ask a girl from school because, in his words, they were “too clingy.”

I agreed to go.  But I made it clear there wasn’t going to be any funny business.  I was determined to stop cheating on Mike.

Also, honestly, I was over Joey.  After my incredible experience with Scott, I saw Joey for what he was … a young boy.  Blessed with a great body, but still just a boy. 

And Scott wasn’t cheating, since Mike knew about it, and encouraged it.  So I didn’t feel like I was doing a bad thing when I was with Scott, the way I felt with Joey.

After work the next day I went into the bathroom to change.  I needed to morph from chic advertising chick to bubbly college coed.  Off went my Fendi designer dress, Agent Provocateur stockings and Jimmy Choo high heels. 

All these clothes were new.  And I had more new clothes, lingerie and high heels in my closet at home.  I was spending a lot of money lately, but I had to dress to impress to attract male attention.  That was the whole point of our game.  And I especially wanted to keep Scott interested in me. 

I knew my spending was cutting into our downpayment savings and delaying our dream of buying our first home, but Mike seemed okay with it. He really liked the way I was dressing sexy every day for work.  He liked watching me get dressed in the morning, and get undressed at night.  And I loved all the attention he was giving me.

I stuffed my clothes into my bag and squeezed into skinny jeans and an off-the-shoulder long sleeve top.   It was the same top I’d worn before.  I also wore my black Converse high tops.  I washed off all my makeup and brushed on just a little Urban Decay brownish-red lipstick, and wore my hair down. 

Looking into the mirror, I hoped I looked like a college student (since I was wearing my hair longer nowadays, I think that helped).  Joey and I had already agreed on a story.  I was his grad student friend visiting from Penn State.  Just as I was about to leave, I remembered to take off my wedding and engagement rings.  I stuffed them into my purse.  There were slight indents on my ring finger, where the rings had been a moment ago, but there was nothing I could do about that.

Scott was waiting for me when I opened the bathroom door.  I frowned because I felt like he was stalking me.  I’d been avoiding him since the weekend. I wanted to keep him interested in me, but I was married after all, and I didn’t want rumors flying around work.  Also, while I knew Mike was as into our game as me, he was also conflicted about it, so I felt the best thing to do was to take it slow with Scott.

Still, though, my heart did a flip because Scott was stalking me. 

“Scott I’m late,” I said moving past him.

“We need to talk about the weekend,” Scott said grabbing my wrist.  I looked around nervously.  We were in the freaking hallway outside our offices! 

“Will you be quiet!” I hissed in a whispered voice.  “Mike is traveling.  We haven’t been able to talk.”

“Let’s get together Saturday,” Scott whispered.  “At your place.  Mike can watch.  That’s probably what he wants.”

“What, you’re an expert now?” I sarcastically whispered back.

“He’s not that hard to figure out,” Scott said with a shrug. 

I thought about it for a moment.  Then I whispered, “I’ll ask him. But if he says yes it’ll be Friday.”

“Why?”

“Because he likes the whole weekend to reconnect with me,” I told Scott.

Scott chuckled, grinning knowingly at me.  “To reclaim you, right?” he said.

I didn’t say anything, but I couldn’t help grinning back.  Scotty was figuring out Mike.

Scott looked me up and down.  He said, “You look good.  You’ve got that sexy / cute thing going on.  You look like a fucking teenager.”

I couldn’t help laughing.  Then, feeling wicked, I gave him a mischievous grin and whispered “Scotty, are you into barely legal girls?”

He grinned back and whispered, “I’ve had my share.”

We both laughed.  Then I tugged down my top a little so it fell off my shoulder.  As he looked at my bare skin, I whispered, “Oops.  I guess I forgot to put on a bra.”

Scott shook his head as he said, “God, Jenny, you kill me.”

I looked down and saw he had an erection in his pants.  Mission accomplished!   Then I moved passed him, feeling triumphant and giddy.

The fraternity party was fun!  I was nervous at first, afraid the kids would see through my disguise and figure out I was an almost 30-year-old married woman.  But no one did.  Everyone accepted my story of being a grad student from Penn State. 

Once I was passed that anxiety, I found myself having fun.  Not only did I look like a college student, I felt like I was in college again.  It was so much fun! 

On top of that, I didn’t have to lie to Mike.  I told him I was hanging with Joey at a college party and he encouraged me to go.  Not as part of the game of course. Mike always worried about his younger brother and he was all for me checking on him.  He didn’t know his little brother was a pussy hound!

Joey held my hand, or had his arm around me the entire party.  I couldn’t exactly stop him as we were supposed to be on a date.  When he touched me though – like when he tried to squeeze my ass – or tried to kiss me, I wiggled away.  More than once I had to whisper into his ear, “No funny business, remember?”

Even when Joey wasn’t trying to grope me, he was looking at me. Especially my mouth.  And my ass.  And my tits.  Especially my tits.  Since I was braless, my nipples dented the soft fabric of my top.  Joey wasn’t the only boy to notice.  I was very popular at the party, and I loved it.  It was like being in college again, when I always got so much attention.  It really fed my ego and made me feel good about myself. 

Joey gave me a tour of the fraternity house.  He led me upstairs and showed me the bedroom he’d get if they accepted him into the frat.  It was empty now because the brother who had it last was doing an internship for a congressman in DC.

I was kinda tipsy on beer, so when Joey pulled me into his arms and kissed me, I didn’t stop him immediately.  In fact, I kissed him back for a few moments.  Then I pushed away and said, “Come on Joey.  We can’t do this.”

“Come on Jen, I know you want this,” Joey said confidently, and before I knew it, he had his pants down and his cock out.  He was rock hard, his thick cock curving in towards his stomach.

“God Joey, put it away,” I said chastising, but I didn’t look away.  I found myself comparing Joey to Scott.  Joey was thicker, but Scott was almost as thick.  And Scott was noticeably longer.  It made me remember how stretched and full I felt with Scott inside me.  I got hot thinking about Scott, and here I was standing in front of Joey, with his smaller yet still very impressive manhood out there for the world to see.  I found my resolve to end things with Joey dissolving away.

“Fuck it,” I said, pulling off my top as I walked the few steps to Joey. Maybe this was why I’d gone braless.  A part of me knew – or hoped? – it would end this way.

Suddenly I was on Joey’s lap, naked from the waist up, my arms around his neck, sucking face with him.

Joey hurriedly unbuttoned my skinny jeans as I kicked off the Converse high tops.  He struggled to peel my skinny jeans off, and I helped him by wiggling my button.  Joey kicked off his jeans and then he was on top of me.  In a flash, Joey had my ankles on his shoulders and he was balls deep inside me, ramming me with his thick cock.

I knew he wasn’t wearing a condom.  I was on the pill now, but I had to think about Mike.  I knew Joey was sexually active.  He was a player.  He no doubt got a lot of girls into his bed.  I had to think about Mike.

“Joey, condom,” I said.  He frowned at me, but then got a condom from his wallet.  He rolled the condom down his long thick shaft.  Then he pushed into me.  He started fucking me.

We were both panting and sweating when I guess some people heard us, because a few of Joey’s future frat brothers walked into the room.  I was mortified at being seen, but at the same time there wasn’t anything I could do about it.  I mean, I was under Joey, impaled on his cock, my legs on his shoulders, and he was way bigger than me.  I was completely under his control, and if he wanted to let his frat brothers watch him fuck me, then I was helpless to do anything about it. 

The prospect was so humiliating.  My body trembled.  I looked into Joey’s face, wondering what he was going to do.  At that moment, one of the guys touched my foot that was hanging off Joey’s shoulder. He was young with red hair and freckles covered his face.  He looked into my eyes as he pulled off my sock.  He continued looking into my eyes as he pulled the sock off my other foot.  My cheeks went red as this young boy removed the last stitch of clothing on my body.  I had never felt so humiliated!

There were more boys now in the room.  They crowded around us, all of them looking at me.  Joey wasn’t pressed against me so the boys had a clear view of my naked body.  They could also see Joey’s big cock pounding my pussy.

Then the red-headed boy began rubbing the bottom of my foot with his thumb.  It was too much.  I groaned as this boy who looked younger than Joey touched me.  I felt like I was about to cum.  I thought how even more humiliating that would be, if these young college boys watched as I came. My body trembled even more, and I was on the brink of cumming. 

Another boy took hold of my other bare foot.  And it seemed they were all closer now, looking into my face.

“Joey …,” I said desperately as my cheeks burned with helpless humiliation.

Then Joey looked to the side and over his shoulder.  He noticed his future frat brothers for the first time.  He screamed “Get the fuck out!” 

The frat brothers filed out of the bedroom.  But they took their time, taking lingering looks at my face and naked body.  I hoped to god no one had videoed me with their phone.

I was so close.  As soon as the door closed, I let myself go.  My back arched and I cried out as my orgasm hit. 

Joey came soon after, and he shot his load into me. 

“What the fuck Joey?” I said between pants.

“I didn’t see them,” Joey said.  He was breathing hard too.  “I swear.”

I decided to believe him.  I mean, what else could I do?  It wasn’t like I could complain to his big brother.

I hurriedly dressed and left the frat party.  I wasn’t mad at Joey, but I didn’t want to face his future frat brothers.  I leaned against the door of the yellow checked car as I taxied home.  My head was still trying to process what had just happened.  But I couldn’t help smiling, and my smile turned into a giggle.  I felt so alive!  I was wicked and sinful, and I loved it.

Did I feel guilty for cheating on my husband again?  Yes I did.

But probably not as much as I should have.  Maybe because of our game.  I mean, Mike wanted me to fuck other men.  I was sure he never thought it would be his younger brother.  But still, I think our game helped lessen the guilt I felt over being unfaithful again.




CHAPTER 7

 

 

I lavished attention on Mike when he got home.  I wanted to make up for Joey.  Also though, I was happy, so I wanted him to be happy.

After we had sex, we were lying in bed.  My head was on his chest and his arm was around me.  “Can I ask you something?” I asked, gently stroking his chest.  When he nodded, I said, “You know my tat?  Is it part of your fantasy?”

I felt Mike’s body stiffen and I knew I was onto something (Scott had guessed it the other day).  “What do you mean?” he said.  He was playing dumb but I could tell there was something there. 

Of course I wasn’t going to say Scott figured it out, so I said “I was thinking about the game, and all that’s happened.  After we got serious and I told you how I got the tat, you got so mad.  You screamed “Colin branded you!”  You were so mad I thought you were going to hit me.”

“I’d never hit you Jen,” he said immediately.

“I know baby,” I told him, rubbing his arm.  “But I didn’t know you as well then.  You were so mad.  But then you were all over me.  I don’t think we left the apartment all weekend, we fucked so much.”

We smiled at each other, both of us remembering.  “Anyways, I’m wondering if my tat is part of your fantasy.”

Mike didn’t say anything for a long time.  Finally, in a low voice, he said “I think about it a lot.  Whenever I see it, it reminds me he put his mark on you.  It looks like a C.”  He was referring to the right side of the Japanese “love” symbol.

“It doesn’t,” I insisted.  “If anything it looks like an L.”

“But I think of it as Colin’s mark,” Mike said.

Mike was hard again.  I took his cock in my hand and slowly stroked him.  “So it’s part of your fantasy?” I asked again.  I wanted to know.  How deep did his kinky fantasies go?

“It didn’t start that way.  But it evolved to that,” Mike said.  He shrugged and said, “I don’t understand it myself.”

I gave him an understanding smile and said, “Fantasies are like that baby.  They just happen.  There’s no understanding about it.”

Mike smiled back at me, and I could tell he appreciated my understanding.  I decided to tell him my deepest, darkest fantasy.  I said, “I have a crazy fantasy too.”

“What?” he said, suddenly interested.

“I have a rape fantasy,” I told him.  I quickly added “A lot of girls have it.  It’s all over the internet.  And I don’t want to get raped.  No girl does.  It’s more like, I want to be controlled.  I want to feel helpless.”

“Like a sub?” Mike asked.

“Yeah, but not like 50 Shades. I don’t wanna be tied down or whipped. I wanna be helpless.  Controlled.  Used.  Humiliation’s a big part of it.”

I could tell he didn’t understand, so I said “Colin used to make fun of my breasts.  He used to say he was going to buy me real tits when he got his first NFL contract, and he’d say that in front of everyone.  Freshman year at Penn State, we went to Daytona Beach for spring break.  He made me join a wet t-shirt contest.  I had to take my bikini top off under my t-shirt.  Then they soaked us with water.  All the other girls had big boobs.” 

“It was the most humiliating experience of my life standing on that stage.  I felt like everyone was laughing at me.  Then when I got back to our group, Colin wouldn’t give me back my top.  He was drunk.  He kept saying “See Jenny’s tiny tits?  That’s why I have to pump them up.”  I was so humiliated I was crying.  Allie railed against him and finally he gave me my top back.  I was crying so hard Allie and my other girlfriends didn’t talk to Colin the rest of the trip.  But you know what?  I’d never been so turned on.  I fucked Colin so hard the rest of the weekend. I couldn’t get enough.  Even now, when I masturbate, sometimes I think about that wet t-shirt contest.”

Mike stared at me.  Like me, he was breathing hard.  Finally, he said, “I guess I can see why that’s hot.”

It was the best thing in the world he could have said!  It wasn’t judgmental.  It wasn’t doubt or confusion.  It wasn’t scorn.  Instead, it was love and complete understanding and acceptance.  That was why I loved and married Mr. Mike Andrews.

“But I can’t give you that,” he said.  “I can’t be cruel to you like that.”

“I know baby,” I said rubbing his chest.  “That’s why I love you. That’s why I married you and not Colin.”

Talking about this had gotten me worked up.  Mike could tell and he reached down and slowly stroked my pussy.  He was hard and I was still stroking him.  “Mike baby?” I said.  “Scotty wants to see me again.  And I want to see him too.”

Mike was silent for long moments.  Then he said, “I’m afraid you’re going to fall in love with him.  He’s everything I’m not.”

“Mike baby, that’s exactly why I’ll never fall in love with him,” I said.  “We’re friends. I like him.  But I’ll never feel anything more for Scott. I just want to explore this.  When I was with Colin, I didn’t understand why I reacted the way I did.  Now I do.  I want to experience it.  Like how you’re living out your fantasies.  I want to live out mine too.  But they go together – our fantasies.  You see?  We can do this together.  It’s our game.”

Mike slowly nodded, processing this.  His cock was still in my hand and he was harder than he’d ever been before.  I knew he would agree.




CHAPTER 8

 

 

Jen decided to take Friday off.  She wanted to buy a new outfit and make dinner for Scott.  For me too, but it was Scott who made it a special occasion.  Normally I cooked because she liked to work out after work.  She was giddy that morning as I was getting ready for work, and it surprised me she didn’t even try to hide her excitement from me.  But I think it was because we were closer now than ever, and she felt she could share anything with me. 

I found out later they talked at least a half dozen times during the day.  More laughing and easy banter, a lot of excited talking about their date tonight, but also talking about their shared interests of music, travel, the outdoors, and theater.  Scott liked to gamble so he taught Jen the rules of craps.  She liked modern art so she talked to him about her favorite artists. 

These were the discussions that got me most concerned.  They were making a real connection, developing a real relationship.  They were already good friends, “best buds” in Jen’s words, and now there was the sex.  Jen said she would never feel anything more than like for Scott, and it was one of our rules to stop the game if she felt herself falling in love.  Still I worried.  I admit though, the angst and jealousy, and the fear of losing Jen, those things kept me hard all the time.  My excitement was so great sometimes I’d start shaking uncontrollably.  I’d never experienced such an intense thrill. 

As I was about to leave for home, Jen called.  She spoke in hushed tones, even though she was alone at home and I was alone in my office. “Mike baby, can you pick up condoms?” she asked in a whispered voice.

“You don’t have any?” he said, remember the box of condoms he’d seen.

“Maybe not enough,” she said.

Suddenly I was breathing hard.  Jen intended to have Scott inside her more than once tonight.  “Okay,” I said, my voice hoarse with excitement.

“Mike, get the kind that feels natural.  I think it’s called bareskin, or ultra thin.  Something like that,” she told me.  “And, um, get the biggest size. XXXLs.  I got XXLs before, and there’s one left, but they’re kind of tight on him.  I don’t want the condom to rip.”

“Okay.  I’ll get XXXLs,” I said again.  My head was spinning.  This was crazy.  I was going to buy condoms so my wife could have sex with another man.

Then I realized that Jen was being so careful, and that made me feel better.  Also, that was something still reserved solely for me.  Jen and I had sex skin-to-skin, but Scott had to wear a condom.  That was something. 

It was a big something too.  Bare sex was way more intimate, not just the skin-to-skin part, but also the sharing of fluids.  When you shared fluids, you naturally connected more physically and emotionally.  At that moment, I decided Jen would always use condoms with Scott and any other lover she might have in our game.  It would be one of our rules.

When I got home, I heard voices inside, and it wasn’t just Jen.  I frowned when I opened the door and saw Scott.  What the fuck?  He wasn’t supposed to be here for another hour.  I was hoping for some alone time with Jen before their “date” started but now that possibility was gone.

Jen was sitting on the sofa with Scott.  He had his arm around her, and she was leaning into him with the easy comfort of a girlfriend with her boyfriend.  When she saw me though, Jen immediately got up and kissed me. “Hi baby,” she said hugging me.

I shook Scott’s hand.  It was awkward, but what else could I do?

I got a private moment with Jen in the kitchen, and whispered, “Why’s he here so early?”

“We were talking so much on the phone, it was just easier for him to be here,” she said.  “I’ll tell you more about it later.  Don’t worry, we haven’t started without you.”

“Okay,” I said, not knowing how else to respond. “You look amazing by the way.”  She did too.  Her new dress was skimpy, clung to her body and showed a lot of leg.  It was borderline slutty given what Jen normally wore, although I’d seen Allie wearing even more revealing dresses.  She wore hose and high heels.  Her hair and makeup were perfect.  She looked like a super model! 

I was used to Jen making an effort to look extra good.  She’d done it for me – going out on the town or for work events – but mostly to present the two of us in the most favorable light.  But I knew tonight, her motivation was to look as fuckable as possible for Scott.  And god she looked good! 

“I like this color,” I said touching her fingers.  I could tell she got a manicure today as the polish on her nails was smooth and perfect.

“I got a pedi too,” she told me.  Then with a giggle, she added “And a wax.”

I got a lump in my throat, knowing she was talking about a Brazilian. Jen had gone all out to look sexy for Scott.

Jen saw the little plastic bag in my hand.  “Bedroom,” she whispered to me.  I nodded and went into our bedroom with the condoms.  I put them on the nightstand, on Jen’s side.  We had talked about this earlier.  The action would be in our bedroom rather than the smaller bedroom where Joe used to sleep.  That double bed was too small.  Our king size bed was much better. And I admit, the thought of another man taking Jen in the bed we slept it got my cuckold fires going.

When I returned, Jen was in the kitchen working on dinner.  Scott was with her, chopping vegetables.  When she saw me, Jen said, “Mike can you be bartender?” 

Bartender is my normal job when we have people over.  I play bartender and Jen entertains our guests in the kitchen.  It’s probably how most couples do it.  But as I watched Jen standing side-by-side with Scott, merrily chatting and laughing as they cooked dinner, I felt like he was the husband and I the guest.  I felt like a third wheel.  It was a classic cuckold moment and it excited me, but I felt left out.

Surprisingly, it was Scott who brought me into the conversation.  We talked about a wide range of subjects, from sports to politics to movies.  Scott seemed to go with whatever I wanted to talk about, and he had interesting points of view without being overbearing.  I never felt like he was trying to take over the conversation.  If anything, I was talking more than him.  Scott has a quick wit and I found myself laughing at his jokes.  Scott wasn’t anything like the loud arrogant prick I’d come to know.  He was actually quite pleasant and affable, and I found myself relaxing and having fun.

Jen noticed and she gave me a friendly “I told you so” grin.  When we had a moment of privacy, I admitted “Okay, he’s not so bad.”

Jen squeezed my arm appreciatively, clearly happy I was warming up to Scott.  “He just takes time getting used to,” she told me. 

Dinner was wonderful.  Jen doesn’t cook often but when she tries she can make really healthy, delicious meals. 

Afterward we moved to our TV room.  Scott sat on the sofa and Jen sat next to him.  That surprised me because for the last 10 years, Jen always sat next to me.  Of course, it wasn’t that way at Stowe last weekend, but people always mingle at a party.  This was different, this was in our home. For the first time in 10 years, Jen sat next to another man instead of me.   My stomach was churning but I didn’t say anything.  That’s why we were here after all. 

Our hands were empty so I took another drink order.  It took me a few minutes because Jen wanted a Cosmo and I had to go into our little pantry for cranberry juice.  When I got back with the drinks, Jen and Scott were looking at the pictures on our shelf.  “That’s your mom and sister?” Scott asked.

“Yes.  At Cape Cod last summer.”

“Your sister’s a knock out.  So’s your mom.  How old is she?” Scott asked.

“Fifty five,” Jen said.

“Damn, she’s a good looking woman.  She looks ten years younger.” Scott noticed me there and grinned.  “You’re a lucky man Mike.  Your lady’s got good genes.”  Jen smiled at Scott, then at me, then at Scott again.

“And these are your folks, Mike?” Scott asked looking at more pictures after I handed out the new drinks.  “And that’s your brother?”

“Yes.  Joey,” I told him.

Scott got to our wedding pictures.  “Jen, you were a beautiful bride,” he said. 

“Thank you,” she said.

“And a handsome groom,” Scott said, grinning at me.

I smiled awkwardly.

We had a big book of photos and Jen pulled it from the shelf.  Scott sat on the sofa and again Jen sat next to him.  I took the seat across from them.

“That’s Per Se,” Jen said pointing at a picture.  “Right after Mike proposed.”

“Per Se? Nice,” Scott said.  “So how did Mike propose?”

“Well, Mike ordered a bottle of champagne, and then he got up all of a sudden and said he had to talk to the maître de.  Well, I knew something was up, because he sweet talked me all the way in the cab.”

“Sweet talked?” Scott said, giving us both a friendly grin.

“Yeah, you know, telling me how much he loved me, how much I meant to him,” Jen said, grinning at Scott.  They had our photo album on their laps, and they were sitting so close their legs touched.  “Then he came back and got on one knee, and I was thinking, wow, like, this is really happening, I need to take this moment in.”

“Sounds really special,” Scott said.  “Were you nervous Mike?”

“No, more like anxious,” I said.

“Oh come on, Mike,” Jen said with a laugh.  Then she looked at Scott again and said, “He was nervous, I could tell.”

“I was nervous about saying it right, the way I rehearsed and not screwing it up.  Okay, fine, I was nervous.”

Scott and Jen laughed.  Then Mike said “Well, who wouldn’t be nervous?  It’s a monumental life moment.”

Jen and Scott both smiled encouragingly at me.  Their smiles felt patronizing to me.  I didn’t get it.  Why was Jen talking about how I proposed to her, to the man she was about to fuck?  And why did I still feel like a third wheel even as we looked at our family photo album? 

Every time in the past when we looked at our family photo album with guests, I felt really close to her, and even as she narrated the photos to our guests, she constantly smiled into my eyes.  This time though, it seemed like Scott was number 1 in her attentions, and I was a third wheel.  She was smiling into his eyes instead of mine.  Every second this went on, it was like a big hand gripping and squeezing my heart.

“Were you surprised?” Scott asked, seemingly to both of us, but looking at Jen.

“Well, by then we had talked about marriage,” Jen said.  “I mean, you knew I was going to say yes, right Mike?”

“Well, I guess, but you’re never fully sure.  I wasn’t taking it for granted,” I said.

The conversation moved from how I proposed, to our wedding, and then to our honeymoon.  Even though they were talking about us, about the most special days in our lives, the conversation was between Jen and Scott with me continuing to feel like a third wheel and fighting to get a word in. 

“So I bet you wore something special under your wedding dress,” Scott said with a grin at Jen.

“You betcha mister,” Jen said grinning at me, and then turning back and smiling at Scott.  “Something old, something new.”

“Let me guess,” Scott said, grinning at me, then at Jen again.  “A new bustier.  New stockings.”  Each time, Jen nodded her pretty head.  “So what was old?”

“Kinda lame, but Sophie – she was my maid of honor – she loaned me the garter she wore at her wedding,” Jen told him.

“Allie wasn’t your maid of honor?” Scott asked, knowing Allie was Jen’s best friend and they were really tight.

“I’ve known Sophie since the second grade,” Jen said.  “We’re still good friends, but yeah, Allie’s my best friend now.  You know how those things go.”

“You bet I know,” Scott said with another grin at her.  “I bet it was a sick reception.”

“It was the best!” Jen gushed.  Even though she was talking about our wedding, she was smiling into Scott’s eyes.  “We danced all night!  Mike paid for it.  My parents couldn’t afford to pay.”

Scott looked at me and smiled.  “Your man’s Mr. Responsible,” he said.

“You bet he is,” Jen said, smiling at me too.  Again I felt like they were patronizing me.  Throwing me a crumb here and there to make me feel like I was in the conversation, when in fact it was just between them.  And what did he mean by “Mr. Responsible”?

“So high heels too?” Scott asked.

“Pretty white satin heels,” Jen said, raising her leg as if showing off the bridal high heel (but of course she was wearing one of her new Jimmy Choo high heels).  “Only two inches though.  High heels hurt my feet, and with all the dancing ….”

“But these are what, four inches?”

“Yep,” Jen said, her slim, shapely leg still extended.  “I’m getting used to them.”

“Sexy.  Your legs are amazing,” Scott said as looked at her shapely, stockinged leg.  Then he looked into her face and they smiled into each other’s eyes.  After a moment, he turned to me and said, “So Jenny’s changing for the better, right Mike?”

I nodded.  I hated the way he called her Jenny.  Her name was Jen, not Jenny.

But Jen didn’t seem to mind.  She laughed and said, “I’m changing for the better?”

Scott grinned at her and said, “It’s always better when a hot chick wears fuck me pumps.”

“Oh god,” Jen said, laughing again and punching his arm.

My head felt like it was going to explode.  My heart felt like it was breaking.

 

Scott pulled out a couple joints.  I looked at them warily.  I didn’t want to get high and wasted again, like at Stowe.

But Jen looked excited to get high again.  Scott lit up and took a drag. He handed the joint to Jen and she took a long drag, inhaling the sweet smoke deep into her lungs.  She rolled her head back as the warmth spread through.  “That’s really good,” she gushed, passing the joint back to Scott.

“You look sexy as hell with your lips on a cigarette,” Scott admired. Her brownish-red lipstick now coated the end of the joint.  “Right Mike?” he added, grinning at me.

“Typical men,” Jen said with a grin, looking at me and then at Scott again.  He took a long drag.  “Yeah, that’s definitely good shit,” he said.

“Weed always gets me horny,” Jen said with a laugh.

“Then next time I’ll bring more joints,” Scott said, and they both laughed.

Weed got her horny? I thought.  Why had she never told me that?

Scott offered the joint to her again.  “Ready to get hornier?” he asked with a grin.

Jen grinned back and was about to take it when she stopped and looked at me, as if remembering I was there.  “Mike baby, do you want some?” she asked, offering the joint to me.

I really didn’t.  But I didn’t want to be a party poop.  “Sure,” I said. Jen handed me the joint and I took a drag.  Not a big one.  Just enough to say I did.

We passed the joint around again.  Then I noticed our drinks were empty.  I asked, “Another round?”

“What do you think Scotty?” Jen asked.  I noticed she was deferring to him, asking him instead of me.  It bothered me of course.

“Maybe one more,” Scott said.  When I got up to make the drinks, he said “Thanks buddy.”

While in the kitchen, I heard Scott asked Jen, “So thong or g-string?”

“You know I wear thongs,” Jen said with a giggle.  She sounded like a silly young schoolgirl talking to a boy she was majorly crushing on.  She sounded high too.

“I meant under your wedding dress,” Scott said with a grin. 

“Oh my god,” she said with another laugh.  “G-string.”  As I mixed the drinks, I couldn’t believe she was talking to Scott about the lingerie she wore on our wedding day.

“I bet you were a smoking hot bride,” Scott said.

“You’ve got the pictures,” Jen said with a happy smile.

“I mean under your dress,” Scott said.

“Oh,” Jen said, and they both laughed.

“Now?”

“Now what?” Jen said.

“What are you wearing under this?” he asked, touching her skirt.

“I told you,” she said.  “A thong.”

“Not a g-string?  You don’t like floss up your ass?” he joked, and they both laughed.

“And?”

Jen giggled.  “Stockings,” she said.

“Not pantyhose?”

“I think I’m over pantyhose,” Jen said.  With a teasing grin, she added “Boys like stockings.”

“I’m a boy,” Scott said with a grin back at her.

“I’ve figured that out,” she said with a laugh.

“Mike’s not a boy?” Scott asked.  This was him being a dick.

“Of course he is,” Jen said immediately.  She looked nervously at the kitchen.  “But you know … stockings are harder to wear.  And Mike is so sweet.  He always thinks about me first.”

“Sure, I get it,” Scott said.  “So what else under your dress?  Bra?”

“You mean under my wedding dress?”

“Sure.”

“I wore a bustier, and that doubled as a bra,” Jen said.

“I wish I’d seen you.  As a bride,” Scott said, smiling admiringly at her.  “I can look at the pictures, but I wish I could’ve seen you in person.  I bet every guy there wished you were his bride.”

“I don’t know about that,” Jen said, looking down demurely.  She was practically blushing.  It was clear she loved the compliment.

“So what about now?  No bra?”

“That’s right.  Can’t you tell?”

“I can actually,” he said looking at her chest.

“You’re into that,” Jen said.  It was half question, half statement.

“Yeah, I am,” Scott admitted with a chuckle.  “You’re really something.”

“Am I?” Jen said, clearly flattered.

“Yeah, you are.”

When I walked back into the TV room, I stopped in my tracks.  Jen and Scott were kissing. 

I stood in the corner so as not to be noticed.  I wanted to see how far it would go.  Would Jen pull out Scott’s cock out of his pants and start sucking it right then and there?

In my semi-stoned state, part of me was thinking, “Just go for it Jen, let me see you do it, pull it out and let’s see you suck Scott’s big fat cock. Let me see you sit on it.  Let me see him fuck your brains out.”  I was being childish and vindictive, but that was how I was feeling at that moment.

But then Scott pulled away and whispered something in Jen’s ear. She frowned and whispered something back.  He moved his lips closer to her ear and whispered something more.  Jen seemed reluctant, but eventually nodded her head in agreement.

Then Jen stood up and walked into the kitchen.  She walked right past me but didn’t say anything.  She looked nervous and appeared to be forcing herself not to look at me.

I put the drinks on the table and sat down, not sure what was going on.  I realized a moment later that Jen left the room so Scott and I could talk privately.

Scott moved closer to me, and said, “Hey bro, Jenny and I were talking, and I think we’re going to go to the other room for a bit, okay?”

“What?” I said, not understanding.  I knew the “other room” was our bedroom.  But what did he mean?  They were going into the bedroom and leaving me out here?  And he and Jen talked about this?  When?  Just now, or earlier today?

In a reasonable voice, Scott said, “This scene is new for all of us.  I think the first time, you know, with you watching, it’ll be better if Jenny and I are alone for a bit.  Just at the start.  You get it, right?”

“This is your idea?” I asked, looking incredulously at him.

Scott shook his head and said, “It’s more like, we both came to the same way of thinking. It’s kind of weird with someone watching.  No offense, it’s just new for everyone.  So just let us get started.  Say, give us an hour.  Maybe two.  Something like that.  Enough time for us to get going. Then you can come in and watch all you want.”

I was shocked.  This was our game.  Me and Jen.  Our game.  And she was excluding me?

And the way he said, “then you can come in and watch all you want.” He was making it sound like I was a freak.  A sicko.  He was the one sleeping around with another man’s wife.  He was the one committing all kinds of sins, not me.

When Jen walked back in, she saw me and Scott talking. She looked over at Scott.  As though reading her mind, he said “We talked, it’s all good.”

Jen said, “It is?” She had that nervous look on her pretty face.

She turned from Scott to me.  “You’re okay baby?” she asked me.

I felt in shock, my head spinning.  I found myself saying, “Yes.  I’m good.”

Jen smiled appreciatively at me.  She asked, “Do you mind if we take the second joint?  There’s still most of the first one left if you want it.”

“What?” I said.  I was numb and didn’t understand what she was saying.

“The rest of the first joint,” she said.  “It’s on the coffee table.  If you want any.  The lighter’s right there.”

“Okay,” I said, still feeling numb.  And stunned.

Scott stood up and walked over to her.  I stood up too.  For the first time I noticed Jen holding a bucket of ice full of beers.  “Do you want me to get you a Highland Park?” she asked me.

I looked at the table.  I’d poured myself a glass of wine.  Jen’s Cosmo was there too, along with a beer for Scott.  Jen seemed not to notice, or remember I’d gotten another round for us all.  Before I could say anything, she put the beers down and said “Here, I’ll get you one.”  She poured me a Highland Park scotch with a couple ice cubes.  After handing it to me, she said “So you’ll be okay?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said.

“The joint’s on the table,” she reminded me again.

“Okay,” I said.

Then Jen hugged me.  “I love you baby,” she whispered in my ear.  I told her I loved her too.  Then she picked up the second joint and walked back to Scott.  He picked up the bucket of beers and a few cut up limes and put his arm around her.  I watched them walk into the master bedroom, Scott’s arm around my wife.  They closed the door behind them.

I felt stunned.  What had just happened?  I was out here, and Scott was partying with my wife.  In my bedroom.  How had the evening shifted so quickly to this?

I heard music from the bedroom.  Jen had put on one of her playlists on her iPhone.  I took the wine, Cosmo and beer to the kitchen.  I poured them out, leaving the discards in the sink.  Then I walked back to the chair. The chair faced the bedroom door.  I sat in it and looked at the closed door.  I didn’t touch the scotch or joint.

I sat motionless for a long time.  My heart was broken and my cock ached in my pants.  How was that combination even possible? I couldn’t help myself.  I moved close to the bedroom door.  Apartment walls in New York City are thin. 

I heard whispers and kissing.  A lot of kissing. The rustling of clothes.  I heard moans.  I distinctly heard Jen say, “God you’re big.”  It came out like a groan. 

Later I heard her say, “you feel so good inside me.”  She said that a lot to him.  Jen squealed and grunted and moaned.  He was fucking her really good.  She never made sounds like that with me.

I heard when she came.  She moaned, “Oh god you’re making me cum!”  Her moans became urgent and helpless.  I heard her gasp “Oh gaaaaaaaawd!”  A little later I heard her say “Oh my god that was so freaking amazing!”

Then I heard more kissing and whispering.  After a bit it started up again.  I think he made her cum again.  Then I heard Scott cum.  I think maybe they switched positions and Jen got on top.  “That feels really good,” he moaned. “Do that.  Yeah.  Do that.  Don’t stop.”

I knew what she was doing.  She was squeezing her pussy as she moved up and down on his shaft.  She did it with me and it never failed to make me cum. 

His moans became more urgent and constant.  I heard shuffling on the bed as he put her back into the missionary position so he could really fuck the shit out of her.  Or maybe onto her hands and knees.  His moans became raw and primal, and I heard the bed slam against the wall over and over again. 

“I’m fucking cumming!” he cried.

“Oh yeah cum in me baby cum inside me!” Jen urged him. 

I heard a massive long primal moan from him, and then another, and another.  He was cumming inside my wife. I prayed to God she’d made him wear a condom.  I prayed to God the condom hadn’t fallen off or ripped. 

I looked down and saw I’d cum on my hand. I hadn’t even realized it but I’d taken out my cock and masturbated as they fucked. 

I returned to the sofa, expecting Jen to come get me.  I didn’t know if tonight was over.  But even if not, I expected she’d come out and check on me.  I wanted a few moments alone with her.  I needed to hold her, I needed a little reassurance from her that it’d just been raw meaningless sex with Scott, that she still loved me, that she was still mine. 

But she didn’t come out of the bedroom.  Not 5 minutes later, or 10, or 30 minutes.  I silently walked back to the bedroom door.  They were laughing and talking inside.  I heard the opening of beers, the clinking of bottles, the smell of weed.  They were best buds, in the afterglow of incredible sex and orgasms.  They were partying.

I went back to the sofa.  I waited.  Surely, she’d come out to see how I was doing, right?  They were in our bed.  Pictures of us back in college, our wedding, our life together, they were all over our bedroom.  There were tons of reminders of us in there, of me in there.  She couldn’t forget I was out here all alone and waiting, right?  She’d come and see how I was doing, right?

But she didn’t come out.  Instead, I heard sounds of sex again.  They were going at it again.  Scott had Jenny Paige Andrews in his arms, and he wasn’t letting her get away. Despite myself I beat off again.  I shot my jizz onto the sofa next to me.  Then I put my head in my hands and did my best to keep from crying. 

I managed to pull myself together.  I cleaned the sofa.  Finally I reached for the Highland Park and took a big gulp.

Maybe I dozed. I don’t know.  At some point I felt Jen softly shake my shoulder.  “Hey you,” she softly said.  She wore a tender smile and jostled my hair.  “Are you okay?” 

“Yeah, sure,” I said.  I wasn’t going to let her know how pathetic I was.  How close I had come to crying.  The clock said 1am.  They’d been together for hours.

“We’re almost done, okay?” she said rubbing my arm. 

“Yeah, sure,” I said again.  I looked at her.  Her hair was tussled and her make up gone.  She looked radiant.  She was wearing a shirt.  I didn’t recognize it at first.  Then it hit me.  She was wearing Scott’s shirt.

She wasn’t even wearing one of my shirts.  She was wearing Scott’s fucking shirt.

Jen got three big glasses of water.  I watched her as she filled the glasses.  Her legs and feet were bare.  Somewhere along the way she lost the heels and stockings.  All she had on was Scott’s shirt. 

Jen gave me one of the glasses.  “I want you to drink this,” she told me.  Then she stroked my cheek.  “We’re almost done,” she said again. When I nodded, she smiled at me.  Then she walked back into the bedroom.

Sounds of sex came from the bedroom.  I looked at the joint.  What the hell.  I smoked the entire thing and got high.  It helped some as I listened to the bed shake and Jen’s constant moans.  My cock was hard.  I stroked myself and came fast again.  Despite my despair, my orgasm was incredibly intense. 

I must have passed out.  When I woke it was past 7am.  All was quiet.  I approached the bedroom.  I didn’t hear anything.  I slowly opened the door.  They were asleep, both of them nude.  Their naked bodies were tangled together.  Scott was on his back.  His arm was around her, and she was snuggled into him.  Her head was in the crook of his arm, her long lush blonde hair covering his chest.  One of her slim, shapely legs was over his, her hand on his chest. 

I sat back down on the sofa.  I wasn’t able to move.  My heart was broken.  My worst fears had come true.  Again, I forced myself not to cry.

A little later I heard stirring in the bedroom.  Then moans.  They were fucking again.  I listened as Scott made my wife cum again.

Finally, the bedroom door opened.  It was Jen.  She came over to me. She looked tired but beautiful as always.  She was wearing her fluffy cotton robe.  At least she wasn’t wearing his shirt again.

She sat next to me, looking up into my face.  She could tell I was an emotional mess.  “I’m sorry.  We passed out.  That’s why I didn’t get you.”

I nodded dumbly, feeling in a stupor.

She reached for my hand.  She squeezed my hand, but I didn’t squeeze back.  I was numb.  I felt dead inside.

She sat next to me, looking at me concerned.  Scott came out of the bedroom.  He was dressed.  He had the decency to look embarrassed and maybe even guilty.  “Sorry buddy, we passed out last night,” he said, repeating the same story as Jen.  But what about “just give us a couple of hours to get going”?  What about that?

He moved to the door, motioning towards Jen.  “I’ll be right back,” she said to me.  She squeezed my hand and then walked over to Scott in the foyer.

“He’s really upset,” I heard Jen whisper.

“He’ll be okay,” Scott assured her.  “I had a great time.”

Jen didn’t answer but I heard them kiss.  “See you Monday,” Scott said.

“Yeah, Monday,” Jen said.  I heard them kiss again.  A few seconds later the door opened and closed.  He was gone.




CHAPTER 9

 

Jen sat next to me, looking at my face.  She looked concerned.  She leaned her head on my shoulder.  When I didn’t push her away, she put her arms around me.  “I’m sorry.  I passed out. I swear.  Too much weed, I guess,” she said with a cautious smile.

She looked into my eyes.  “Will you say something?” she implored.

I hurt a lot.  But I didn’t want to show it.  I probably already looked pathetic to her. I didn’t want to lose more of her respect.  “I’ll be okay,” I said, putting on a brave face.

She looked at me, doubt on her pretty face.  But she didn’t press.  She hugged me.  It felt good.  I felt my insides coming alive again.  I wrapped my arms around her, and hugged back.

We got in the shower together.  We soaped each other.  She winced when I soaped her pussy and clit.  “It’s kinda sore,” she said.  No doubt he’d fucked her raw.  I soaped her more gently.  “That feels good,” she said.

She got on her knees.  She took my cock into her mouth.  Within moments, I came in her mouth.

Jen changed the sheets.  Then we got into bed and she leaned into my shoulder, into the crook of my arm.  I put my arm around her, and her blonde hair draped over my chest.  She put her arm on my chest and one leg over mine.  Jen must’ve been exhausted because she fell asleep immediately. 

Our snuggling reminded me of what I saw earlier, of Jen and Scott asleep, their bodies tangled together.  Probably we looked the same now as they looked then.  A wave of angst washed over me as I remembered what I saw.  But I was rock hard too.  I was so excited I was on the verge of a shaking attack. Somehow, I was able to relax and I fell asleep too.

When I woke up the sun was going down.  I realized I was breathing hard.  Jen was awake.  She was looking at me.  She had my cock in her hand and was slowly stroking me.  “Hi sleepyhead,” she said smiling at me. 

Jen got on top of me and guided my cock into her.  She rode me. Then we switched positions, and I fucked her missionary.  Because I’d cum so much I was able to last.  We fucked for maybe 15 minutes.  I noticed Jen didn’t moan or groan or cry out like last night with Scott.  Not even close. 

“You’re still upset,” Jen said after we were done.  We were on our backs next to each other in bed.  The sun was below the horizon now.

“I don’t have the right to be upset?” I asked, sarcasm and bitterness in my voice.

“You have a right,” Jen said.  “I passed out --.”

“I’m not upset because you passed out!” I said angrily.  “That’s like #25 on my upset list!  Number 1, why’d you exclude me?!”

“Mike, please, don’t yell at me, I can’t think when you yell at me,” Jen implored, putting her hands over her ears.  That was how Jen was.  She wasn’t confrontational.  She hated when someone was mad at her.  She hated when someone yelled at her.

“Then tell me why you excluded me!” I insisted.

“I don’t know.  We talked about it.  Scott suggested it.”

“And you agreed?!” I said incredulously.

“Mike please,” Jen pleaded.  “Can’t we talk without yelling?”

I closed my eyes and counted to 10, trying to calm myself.  “Okay, I’m not yelling,” I finally said in a more normal voice.

Jen looked at me and nodded.  She said, “I talked to Scott yesterday. About what would happen.  I got kinda freaked about you watching.  I thought you’d see us together and get upset.”

“That’s my choice,” I said, barely able to keep the anger from my voice.

“I know, I know, we were just talking,” Jen said soothingly. 

“Why were you talking to him anyway?” I asked.

“Mike …,” Jen said imploringly.  “This is our game – our game -- but we’re playing with Scott.  He’s part of this.  It’s not fair to ask me not to talk to him.”

It upset me, but I knew she was right.  “Okay, okay,” I said, giving in on that one.

“Anyways …,” she continued hesitantly, as if judging her words carefully to avoid getting me angry again.  “Scotty said maybe you’d like it.”

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“Scott’s good with people.  That’s why he’s good with advertising,” Jen explained.  “Scotty said maybe it would push your cuckold buttons, if we told you to wait outside.”

“And you went along with it?” I said incredulously.

“Mike baby, the door wasn’t locked,” Jen said pleadingly.  “This is your house.  Your bed.  I’m your wife.  You could’ve come in anytime you wanted.  We waited for you.  But you didn’t come in.  So I figured Scotty was right.  It did push your buttons.”

I stared at her disbelievingly.  “Do you realize how upset I got?” I asked.

“But it got you hot right? Did you play with yourself?  How many times did you cum?”

I tried to remember.  I wasn’t sure.  “Once or twice.  Maybe three times,” I admitted.  “But I don’t like you scheming against me.”

“I’m not scheming against you baby.  I’m trying to figure you out. Scott suggested it.  I went with it because it helped my anxieties too.  But you were welcome to join us anytime.”

“I didn’t feel welcome,” I said.

Jen grinned at me.  “Now you sound like a baby,” she said with a pretend pout.  When I scowled at her, she giggled and tickled me.  I tickled her back, and then we were rolling and laughing on the bed.  Then we were fucking again.

After, we got Chinese delivery for dinner and ate fried rice and steamed vegetables while watching the Mets.  God they suck. 

“It bothered me seeing you wearing his shirt,” I said.

Jen sighed, resting her head on my shoulder.  “This is weird for me too,” she said.  “I’m your wife, but I’m with Scotty.”

“So you wore his shirt on purpose?”

“I wore his shirt because it felt right,” Jen said.  “I just freaking came with him.  I was cold.  Putting on his shirt felt right.”

“So there are emotions, it’s not just sex,” I said challengingly.

“Mike … yeah,” Jen said with more than a little exasperation. “That’s why it’s Scott.  We’re friends.  I don’t want one-night stands. We talked about this. I don’t want to feel like a slut.  I want it to be a friend.  So yeah, there are feelings.  Is that terrible?  I mean, we talked about this.”

“… no, it’s not terrible,” I said, my voice dry.  Jen noticed the hoarseness of my voice.  She gave me a crooked grin and said, “Is this turning you on?”

I hesitated, then said “Emotions make it more intense.”

“So you like it?”

“I like it and hate it,” I said with an embarrassed laugh.

Jen reached into my pants.  I was wearing sweats.  She found me hard.  She wrapped her hand around my shaft and slowly stroked me.  “So if I fell in love with Scotty, that would really get you hot,” she said with a grin on her pretty face.

She felt my body tense.  She quickly said “I’m not gonna.  I’m just asking.  I’m just trying to figure you out.”

Breathing hard, I said, “I think ultimately, the cuckold fantasy is about the risk of losing your wife to another man.”  With an embarrassed laugh, I admitted, “I have no idea why that turns me on.”

Still with a lopsided grin on her face, she said “Hey, I’m the freak girl who gets turned on by rape.  So I can’t judge.”

“Yeah,” I said, and we shared a half laugh.

“Mike honey,” Jen said.  “You’ll never lose me to Scott.  But it might feel that way sometimes.  Do you want to explore that with me?  As part of our game?”

“How will we do that?” I asked.

Jen shrugged.  “I don’t know,” she said.  “He’ll still be my bud. We’ll hang out.  Sometimes we’ll have nights like this.”

I felt a wave of cuckold angst wash over me.  It churned my insides. But tasted so delicious.

I was breathing really hard now.  But I still had my misgivings.

“Can we just see how it goes?” I asked.  I didn’t want to commit.  I didn’t want to move too fast. 

But I didn’t shut the door either.

Jen rubbed my arm and gave me an understanding smile.  Then, pulling back her long blonde hair, she pulled down my sweats and went down on me.




CHAPTER 10

 

I watched Scott fuck Jen the next weekend.  Friday night actually. 

Before that though, Scott and I met for a drink, to talk about things. Jen said it was Scott’s idea.  We met at a sports bar and they had the Mets on.  Scott was a Mets fan too.  We commiserated about how trading Seaver was the low point in Mets history, and how Gooden and Strawberry had been such painful disappointments. 

It would be too much to say I liked Scott.  Even when he was pleasant, as now, there was still the air of arrogant macho asshole about him. I didn’t like him. I probably borderline hated him.  But maybe at least now I didn’t despise him. 

As if reading my mind, Scott said, “You hate me, don’t you?”

When I shrugged, he chuckled.  “Okay, I get that.  I’m fucking your lady, so of course you hate me.  Actually, I respect that.  Better truth than bullshit.”

I looked around.  Luckily no one was around to hear our conversation.  “Just treat her with respect,” I told him.

Scott laughed and said, “Bro, believe me, Jenny wants me to treat her like a slut.”  Seeing my glare at him, he said “Calm down, Jenny and I are buddies.  But look, there’s a reason she’s fucking me.  Pretty obvious.  She’s not getting what she needs from you, so she’s looking other places.”

I narrowed my eyes and balled my hands into fists.  I was this close to punching him.  Scott saw my fury.  He frowned and said, “Calm down bro. I’m just telling the truth.  We all saw it at work.  We talked about it.  Jenny needed laid big time, because she wasn’t getting it from you. I’m just being honest.  You’re lucky she’s not cheating on you.  Maybe she is.”

“Jen would never cheat on me!” I hissed at him.

“Okay, whatever,” Scott said with a shrug.  “You believe that if you want.  Me, I’ve seen a lot of horny married chicks like Jen.  I’ve fucked my share too.” 

I glared at Scott.  Clearly, he had no qualms with fucking married woman, maybe breaking up their marriages.  I changed my mind, maybe I did despise him. 

Scott either didn’t notice my glare or didn’t care.  He said, “One chick, her husband’s like you.  He liked watching me fucking his wife.  So I’ve been around this block before.”

I raised an eyebrow at that.  I wanted to ask questions, but I knew that would be a mistake so I kept my mouth shut.

“A couple things we need to get straight,” Scott told me, getting down to business.  “I don’t do threesomes.  Not with other dudes anyway.  I’m good with MFF but not MMF.  You get me?  That dude I just talked about? One time, me and his wife are fucking.  She starts to cum and he kisses her. So his head is between me and his wife’s face.  All I can see as I’m banging her pussy is his balding head.  Mike, that’s fucked up.   That’s not how I roll. So watch if you want, but from a distance.  We good on that bro?”

I nodded.  I tried to act normal but my heart was pounding and my dick rock hard.

“Another thing,” Scott continued.  “When I’m with Jenny, she’s with me.  I’m saying, don’t go alpha on me.  I don’t need the drama, and she doesn’t want it either, believe me.”

I nodded again.  I was so worked up I didn’t trust myself to say anything. 

“Okay then, glad we got that worked out,” Scott said, grinning at me. He finished his beer then stood up.  “You’ll get this?” he said, motioning to the bill.  I nodded.  He grinned and said, “See you Friday bro.”  Then he left. I stayed at the bar, waiting for my hard-on to go down.

My head was spinning.  Scott just laid down rules about my wife, and I gave into all of it.  It hurt my pride.  It hurt my manhood.  I felt like my claim over my wife was slipping away.  But god I was so hot I was barely able to avoid trembling.

Scott said I wasn’t satisfying Jen, to the point she probably had been close to cheating on me.  That maybe she had cheated on me already.   Was that possible?  She certainly had the opportunity with all my traveling and working late.  And I knew I had been neglecting her. 

I decided not to confront Jen about it.  It wouldn’t be fair as I had no evidence.  I would just keep my eyes open and confront her if I saw something.

Jen bought another dress for Friday night.  She told me she wanted something new to wear for Scott.  I didn’t understand that, because there were lots of clothes in her closet that Scott had never seen before.  But Jen was so excited about shopping for a new outfit, that I didn’t have the heart to stop her. 

There was a pain in my gut – that was becoming a familiar feeling – seeing Jen so excited about seeing another man.  Getting all glammed up with doing her hair, her makeup, buying a new dress and high heels.  I liked the new additions to her wardrobe.  Everything was way sexier than the “fashionable yet conservative” clothes she’d worn the last few years.  It was like wrapping a gift though.  You spend all that time wrapping it, and then in 2 seconds the wrapping was off.  I got an ache in my heart (and an erection in my pants) thinking about Scott unwrapping my wife.

What made it extra hard was Jen saw Scott all the time, since they worked together.  They didn’t work on the same projects, but their offices were on the same floor, and they talked every day.  They texted too, often at home when she was sitting beside me on the sofa or in bed.  I wondered if people at her work gossiped that Jen was having sex with Scott?  That possibility kept my dick hard (as if I needed anything else to keep my dick hard).  It turned me on that people might think that Jen was fucking Scott behind my back.  I guess it pushed my cuckold buttons.

Friday was a replay of last Friday.  Jen and Scott cooked while I played bartender.  The conversation was mostly between Jen and Scott while I looked on.  They were so into each other, it truly felt like they were the couple and I was the guest they invited over for dinner.  More than once I had to look at Jen’s wedding rings – my rings – to reassure myself that she was my wife and we were just playing the game.

One time I came into the kitchen and found Jen and Scott locked in an embrace, kissing.  I could tell they were tonguing each other by the way their cheeks moved.  I stood back and watched.  It was the most erotic sight, but god, it hurt.  To see my wife kissing another man, it broke my heart even while my dick was hard as a rock. 

I cleared my throat and they pulled away.  They were both panting, their faces flushed.  Jen’s nipples were hard (they were denting the fabric of her new dress), and Scott had an obscenely huge tent in his pants.  Jen came over to me with a weak smile on her pretty face.  She rubbed my chest and gave me a quick kiss, and whispered “I love you.”  Then she went back to the stove to finish cooking, Scott beside her, like nothing had happened.

After dinner in the TV room, I found them kissing again.  This time was more passionate as they were groping each other too.  They were like horny teenagers, unable to keep their hands off each other.  Scott kissed down Jen’s chin to her neck.  She rolled her head back and moaned as he kissed her neck.  Her neck is incredible sensitive, especially behind her ear.  Scott’s hands moved down her body and he pulled up her dress.  I saw Jen was wearing lace topped stockings and a garter belt.

When had she begun wearing garter belts with real silk stockings? For that matter, when had she begun wearing thigh high stockings?  Jen had always worn pantyhose, and that was when she wore any hose at all.  It amazed me at how she had changed so much in such a short period of time.

Scott pushed his hand into Jen’s panties and fingered her.  Jen writhed as he worked on her, moaning and groaning.  Jen must’ve been really worked up because within moments she came.  Her body arched up off the sofa, and it was a lewd sight to see her long stockinged legs spread open with Scott’s hand down her panties, her body shuddering with an orgasm.

Afterwards, Jen giggled as she pushed down her dress and pressed her knees together.  She seemed embarrassed that she had let herself go like that, especially when she looked over at me. 

Jen was still in Scott’s arms.  His erection was huge, it looked like a python in his pants.  Jen’s leg was partially bent over his, so I knew she could feel it.  Scott whispered something to Jen and she whispered something back, and then they got up.  They were holding hands.  Jen squeezed Scott’s hand and then they began moving towards our bedroom.  “We’re going to the bedroom,” she told me in a soft voice.

“Am I allowed this time?” I said.  I made it sound like a joke, but there was a touch of bitter resentfulness in my voice.  Jen didn’t answer, but she gently stroked my cheek.  It was like she was reminding me that I could have watched last time because the door had been unlocked.

Like last time, Jen went to our bar (it’s actually a small cart) and poured me a Highland Park with a couple cubes of ice.  She gave it to me. “You’re good baby?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Want me to turn the TV on?  To the Mets game?”

“I’ll do it,” I said.

“So you’re good?” she asked again.

“Yeah, I’m good,” I assured her.  Jen smiled at me and then joined Scott in our bedroom.  She closed the door partway, leaving it open about a foot.  She was inviting me to enter and watch, if I wanted.

I sat on the sofa, unable to move.  It was hard to describe the anguish – the heart wrenching anguish -- knowing my wife was not completely mine anymore.  But there it was, right in front me.  Scott knew he had a claim on my wife’s body.  He could kiss her, fondle her, make her cum, anytime he wanted, even right in front of me.  My wife wasn’t exclusively mine anymore.   

It wasn’t just the sex either.  Jen’s relationship with Scott was blooming and she was having such a good time.  She seemed to have a permanent smile plastered to her face.   She got so excited, giddy even, when she knew she was going to see Scott.  I knew it was NRE and this infatuation wouldn’t last forever, but still it caused me major angst.  I’d read stories and threads, probably thousands, and I knew I should let the jealously go.  I had Jen’s heart and mind and that should have been enough.  But human nature was what it was, and the reality of it was that you have these feelings and you just can’t will them away, no matter how hard you tried.

I sipped the scotch as I heard sounds of sex coming from the bedroom.  Finally, I got up and went into the bedroom.  What I saw will haunt me for the rest of my life. 

Jen and Scott were both naked (although she still wore the garter belt, stockings and high heels).  She was on top, riding his cock.  Even though I knew Scott was big I was still shocked by his size.  Thick and hugely long. Jen was going slow, clearly adjusting to his size.  I could see how stretched her outer lips are. You could see how the muscles of her inner thighs were straining – like, the look when a woman is trying to pull her legs together but can’t. Jen was really struggling to accommodate Scott’s manhood. Her long, lush, slightly wavy blonde hair was hanging down over her face and breasts, and her hands were firmly planted on his chest, as she balanced herself on his long, thick shaft.

I felt like I was going to have a heart attack, that’s how hard my heart was beating against my chest. But god I was so hard. My dick hurt from so much blood pumping through it.  Another man was inside my wife!  Yes, I knew it happened last week, but I didn’t see it.  Now it was playing out in front of me.  My wife had another man’s cock inside her!

I staggered into the loveseat facing our bed as all at once, the reality of it hit me.  Jen was no longer all mine.  Her pretty pussy was no longer all mine.  Another man was taking her.  Our lives would never be the same again.  Once another man has fucked your wife, you can’t take it back. 

The sight of Jen’s pretty face was amazing.  There was strain there from taking something so big.  But mostly, the look of pure, unadulterated lust in her eyes.  It was one of the greatest things I’ve ever experienced. She looked so beautiful at that moment.  The image actually helped me deal with the angst.  It reminded me of why I pushed her into this ‘game’ in the first place. I was seeing her experience pleasure I could never give her, and I loved it.  I loved Jen more at that moment than ever before. I was so happy for her.

I took out my cock and stroked myself.  Almost immediately I came. My ejaculation was so powerful my jism landed on the rug a couple of feet from where I was sitting.

Jen didn’t notice as I orgasmed.  Maybe she didn’t realize I was in the room.  At that moment, she had worked all of Scott’s cock into her and was beginning to ride him.  Her manicured fingernails dug into his chest as she moved up and down on his shaft. 

Scott pulled Jen down to him and wrapped his arms around her.  They kissed, moaning into the other’s mouth, as she fucked herself on his big cock. 

Then Scott took control.  He rose up on his powerful legs and started hammering her.  Jen whimpered and cried out.  I’d never heard those sounds come from her lips before.  Her moans and shrieks were constant now.  I’d never seen her like this.  Our sex had never been this way.  This passionate. 

This primal.

Suddenly Jen’s body tensed and her back arched.  She was cumming. The pointy toes of her high heels dug into the mattress.  Jen rolled her head back and her lips parted into an O.  She started wailing, low at first, and then louder and louder and finally ending into a scream.  Her body shuddered violently, and then she rolled her head forward, her long blonde hair splashing onto Scott’s muscular chest.  “Oh gooooooood!” she screamed, so loud I’m sure the entire building heard her.

She collapsed onto Scott’s chest, and he hugged her and stroked her hair.  “Oh god oh god oh god,” she breathlessly panted, over and over again. 

Scott gave Jen a few moments to recover.  Then he flipped her onto her hands and knees.  He fucked her hard from behind.  He growled with each powerful thrust, one hand gripping her hip, the other pushing down the back of her neck, fucking her so hard he was practically pushing her pretty face through the mattress.  Clearly now that he’d gotten Jen off, this was all for his pleasure.  She moaned and whimpered, her slender fingers with pink nail polish clawing at the sheets.  “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit,” Jen moaned, and then she started screaming as she came again.  “Oh god!  Shit!  God!  OH GOD!!!!!!”

“I’M FUCKING CUMMING!” Scott growled, and then it was like time standing still.  He pushed in deep, his head rolling back and his face contorted, and then his orgasm hit.  He screamed “OH FUCK!” and then he was slamming Jen hard as he came inside her.

Both Jen and Scott collapsed onto the bed.  They were breathing so hard I could hear their panting.  Eventually Scott rolled off, pulling his cock from her.  It seemed to take forever, that’s how long he was, and when the big head pulled out there was an audible pop.  I was relieved to see the condom still on, and it hadn’t ripped.  The reservoir bulb at the tip was full of his sperm.  It was so heavy with sperm that it sagged down over his cockhead.

Scott took off the condom and wrapped it in some tissues.  That’s when he noticed me.  My hand was around my half hard dick.  I’d cum again so my hand was sticky with my own jizz.

Scott pulled Jen into his arms, and she cuddled into him.  Scott grinned at me as he possessively held my wife, and as she cuddled into his arms and chest.  I felt myself getting hard again.

They softly kissed, and then he whispered something to her.  She hesitated, then nodded.  She came over to me.  She smiled at me, taking a moment to look at my cock.  I was hard again, and my sticky hand was around my shaft.  She didn’t comment on it.  Instead, she said, “Mike baby, do you mind if me and Scott have a little private time?”

I felt like she just stabbed me in the heart.  But I understood.  After passionate sex, lovers liked to cuddle and enjoy the moment.  Still, I couldn’t believe how insensitive Jen was to my feelings.  As if reading my mind, she smiled reassuringly at me and gently brushed my cheek and said “Just a little while.  I promise.”

I managed a nod, and got up.  Before I was even out the door, Jen was back in bed with Scott.  I looked back at them and saw her snuggling in his arms and kissing him.

I cleaned up, then sat on the sofa. I heard whispers and giggles.  The movement of sheets.  Soft kisses and sweet nothings. Eventually I heard sounds of sex again.  I walked to the door and looked in. 

Jen was on her side this time, her shapely leg up, Scott fucking her from behind, his lips kissing her neck, his hands fondling her little tits and rubbing her nipples.  It was a slower, deeper fuck this time. 

Jen was facing me and her eyes were open, but they were glazed over with lust. I doubt she even saw me.  Her lips were parted and there was a continuous soft moan coming from her.  She had her cum face on again, that look of unbridled lust. 

I watched as Jen came on his cock again.  Her head rolled back and her back arched, and her toes curled (she’d lost the high heels but was still wearing the garter belt and stockings), and then she wailed a long, soulful moan as orgasmic pleasure seeped through her body. 

Scott fucked her through her orgasm, and then he pulled her head back so she looked over her shoulder back at him.  She kissed him as he came, his hips jerking as he ejaculated into my wife.  I hoped to god he was wearing a condom.

Then there was movement of legs, and Jen was on top of Scott.  They were panting into each other’s face.  Scott held Jen tight, and he tenderly kissed her face and whispered to her.  She was looking into his eyes and nodding.  I think he was inside her, their bodies still connected as they basked in the afterglow of their great sex and mutual orgasms.

I silently moved back to the sofa.  I found their after-sex intimacy even more devastating than the sex itself.  Yet, I was incredibly hard again.  I reached into my pants and stroked myself.  I had an incredible orgasm.  I cleaned up and put on new boxers and pants.

Sometime later – it was about 2am – Jen came out with Scott.  She was holding his hand, but at least she was wearing my old frat t-shirt.  She squeezed my hand for a moment, smiled at me, then walked with Scott to the door.  We’d agreed ahead of time that Scott wouldn’t spend the night and I was glad and relieved she was living up to her promise. 

I heard Jen kissed Scott, tell him how much fun she had, then I heard the door open and close.  Jen came back to me and took my hand.  She led me into our bedroom.  Somehow, she had already changed the sheets.  We snuggled, both of us too physically tired (and for me, emotionally tired too) for sex.  What I really needed was my wife back, and she snuggled into my arms.  We spooned and fell asleep without saying a word.




CHAPTER 11

 

It was the routine that helped me.  And the reconnection after. 

Jen hooked up with Scott every Friday.  It was their “date” night. Because it was a regular schedule, I was able to mentally (and emotionally) psych myself up for it.  He either didn’t spend the night or left early Saturday morning, so I had the entire weekend to reconnect with her. That made the experience bearable for me.  And also, I admit, enjoyable.

I was aroused all the time.  All the time.  And hard.

I thought Jen was the prettiest, hottest, sexiest girl on the planet.  I was obsessed with her.  She was constantly in my thoughts.  When at work – especially when I was out of town – I thought about her to distraction. 

I lavished attention on her when we were together.  When we had sex – and it was often – I spent a lot of time on her erogenous spots, wanting to give her pleasure and make it good for her.  I always made sure she came (although it was usually with my fingers or tongue).

Jen was my Goddess again.  We’d lost that for a while.  I’d lost that. But now she was my Goddess again.  She was my everything.  I loved her more than life.

I wished she wasn’t so focused on one man.  I wished she was open to bar hookups and one-night stands. 

But she was only interested in Scott.  I got it.  I wanted a series of faceless fucks. She didn’t want that.  That wasn’t her.  And at the end of the day, it was her body.  She got to choose.

Jen liked Scott a lot.  They were good friends, buds.  So not only did she get great sex, she also got to hang with a really good friend. 

That’s the part that made me the most concerned. That Jen might fall in love with Scott and leave me for him.  As any cuck knows though, the risk of losing your wife to her lover is a big part of the fantasy. It’s not something you want, but the risk is thrilling. Yes, it’s fucked up.  But the fantasy is what it is.

Then the routine changed.   About 3 months after Stowe, Jen and I were in bed talking. 

“Scott wants to move our dates to Saturday,” she told me. 

I frowned at that idea.  “But you’ll still go to your work’s Friday happy hours?  So you want to see him 2 nights a week now?” 

“I’m not with Scott at the happy hours.  He’s just there,” she replied. With a mischievous grin and a playful sparkle in her eyes, she added “Anyways, don’t you want me to date my boyfriend more often?”

Calling Scott her “boyfriend” instead of her “lover” pushed my cuckold buttons.  Calling their hookups “dates” did too.  I’d told Jen that over countless pillow talks.  I told her how it turned me on if she dated her boyfriend and really connected with him on an emotional level.  It turned me on if her relationship with Scott was emotional in addition to physical.

Jen was all for that.  Like I said, she didn’t want faceless hookups.  To her, one-night stands were slutty, and she didn’t want to feel like a slut while playing our game.  So it wasn’t hard for me to convince her to think of Scott as her boyfriend and their time together as dates.

I also told Jen how this got me insanely jealous and insecure, and how I feared she’d leave me for him.  Although the idea of losing her got me hot too.  She always assured me I had nothing to worry about.  They were friends – really good friends – but just friends. 

“You know it’s just fantasy.  Of course, I don’t want it to really happen,” I said, referring to how the risk of losing her to Scott was part of my cuckold fantasies.

“Baby, don’t worry, I get it.  We all have fantasies that get us hot, that we don’t want to really happen,” Jen said, a reassuring smile on her face. 

Jen was always smiling nowadays.  She had an extra happy bounce in her step, and was always in a good mood.  She was having a really fun time playing our game with Scott.  Like, her work’s happy hours were often more than drinking and goofing around singing karaoke.  Sometimes her group of work friends (I called them the “Populars”) went indoor golfing or rock climbing, or even bungee jumping.   Jen was really athletic and social, and loved to be around her friends, so she was having a great time.  Often, she told me it was like being in college again.

“So you want this?  You want to change your date night to Saturdays?” I asked, already feeling the angst in the pit of my stomach.

“Well, yeah,” she said with a helpless grin.  She squeezed my hand reassuringly.  “We’re exploring things baby.  That’s what our game’s about.”

“And that means you want to spend more time with Scott,” I said frowning at her, feeling jealous and worried.  “It’s not enough you already see him every day at work.”

“It’s not like that.  Some days, alls we do is say hi as we pass in the hall,” Jen said, giving me a playful pout to make the point she thought I was being a baby.  “I can’t exactly date Scotty if I don’t see him more.  Right?” She squeezed my cock over my boxers and found me hard.  Grinning at me, she said “And I can see you like the idea of me seeing him more.”

“Jen … there’s a difference between fantasy, and how I really feel,” I told her.

“And you don’t have anything to worry about,” Jen assured me with another squeeze of my hand.  “Me and Scotty are just buds.  I’m in like with him and that’s all it’ll ever be.  I’ll never be in love with him like I am with you.”

“It’s just … I like the whole weekend to reconnect with you,” I said.  I knew I must sound childish and pathetic to her, but I needed to tell her how I was feeling.

Jen hesitated, like she was deciding whether to tell me something. Then she hesitantly said, “That’s part of why Scott wants to change to Saturdays.”

“What?” I asked, not understanding.

“He wants to spend more time with me,” Jen explained.  “He says it’s only fair, because I’m the only girl he’s seeing.”

“I didn’t ask for that,” I said immediately.

“I didn’t either,” Jen said.  After a moment she added a little sheepishly, “But I admit it’s flattering.  And doesn’t it make it feel more real?”

“Yes,” I agreed as my heart began pounding in my chest.  I was really hard now.  Really hard.

Jen noticed.  She pushed my boxers down.  Then she wrapped her hand around my shaft and began to slowly stroke me. 

“So that’s why he wants to switch to Saturdays?  To see you more?” I asked, breathing harder as she stroked me.

“Mostly I think,” Jen said. She licked her hand for lubrication and then returned to stroking me. “But also, he wants us to feel like we’re really dating.  He says me going right back to being your wife ruins that.”

“So Scott doesn’t want you to reconnect with me,” I said, breathing even harder. 

“It’s not about you baby,” Jen said.  “It’s about me and Scotty.”

I stared at her.  Her words echoed in my head – “It’s about me and Scotty.”  They weren’t just fuck buddies.  They really were a couple.  A romantic, boyfriend-girlfriend couple.  She was my wife, but she was also in-like with another man.  I felt like I was about to cum.

“Wait,” I said, grabbing her wrist.  I didn’t want to cum so fast.

“This really turns you on, huh?” she said giving me a lopsided grin.

“Yes,” I admitted.  “But I feel like he’s taking you away from me. He’s doing it on purpose.”

“Mike, I’ll be with you 5 nights a week.  I’ll only be with Scott 2 nights.  That’s not exactly taking me away from you.”

I looked shocked at Jen.  I couldn’t believe how callous she was being about all of this.  She saw my reaction and quickly said, “Okay, that didn’t come out right.  What I mean is, our game is like a hobby and we both really like it.  It’s not a lot to spend 2 nights a week on a hobby you really like. Right?  And when I’m with Scott, it’s not just me playing the game, it’s both of us, because I know you’ll be really hot the entire time.  And I swear to you, Scotty and I are just buds.  He’ll never take me away from you.”

“You promise to tell me if you start feeling like you’re falling in love with him?” I said, reminding her of one of our rules.  The most important rule.  Along with being careful with birth control.  Those were rules 1A and 1B.

“Of course, baby,” she assured me.  She was stroking me again.  “God you’re so hard,” she said.  I moved to get on top of her.  I wanted to cum inside her.  But she stopped me.  She gently said, “Mike, remember, it’s Wednesday.”

I nodded, remembering.  Jen wanted her pussy to look fresh for her dates with Scott, so that meant no intercourse after Tuesday.  We started this a few weeks ago.  When she suggested it, I was all for it as it really pushed my cuckold buttons.  Now though it just added to my angst. 

“But if we move your date night to Saturday, we can move Tuesday to Wednesday too,” I said.

“Mike baby … we just talked about this,” Jen said gently.  “Fridays will stay the same.  So ….”

I didn’t need her to finish the sentence.  That meant she’d have sex with Scott on Friday and Saturday.

“This feels good though, right?” she asked as she continued to stroke me. 

“Yeah,” I said breathlessly.  My head was swirling.  I was in major cuck space, and incredibly aroused.

“Do you want to finish like this? Or in my mouth?” she asked. 

“Your mouth,” I said.

She smiled at me, and I rolled over onto my back.  Then she pulled her long blonde hair back and took me into her mouth.  Almost immediately I came.

Afterwards she got on her back and said, “Mike baby, can you …?”

I nodded and moved down between her legs.  I went down on her. Jen’s libido had really picked up since we started playing the game, so she needed relief every night.  I got her off at least once every day.  Usually with my tongue.  Jen loved my tongue.  She’s told me many times I’m the best she’s ever had at oral. 

As I licked her, I looked up into her face.  Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lip, concentrating on reaching orgasm.  God she looked so beautiful!  She was probably fantasizing about Scott or maybe some other guy she found hot.  I knew she wasn’t fantasizing about me.

After cumming, Jen kissed me and snuggled into my arms.  “I love you Mike,” she said.  I love you so much.” 

I heard the sincerity in her voice and my heart leaped.  I told her I loved her too.  After a while, we got ready for bed.  As usual, Jen put on my old frat t-shirt, VS cotton panties and white cotton ankle socks.  She snuggled into me, and I spooned her, and we fell asleep that way.




CHAPTER 12

 

A couple days later, I was at the sports bar again, drinking beers with Scott.  We were watching a summer league basketball game.  He was boasting how his semi-pro team – the Bolts – could beat a bunch of summer and G-league teams.  I doubted that but didn’t bother arguing with him. 

“I told you Jenny isn’t the first married chick I’ve fucked.  The guy I told you about, the dude who likes watching like you, he was my teammate last season,” Scott said.

“You messed around with a teammate’s wife?” I asked incredulously.

He shrugged as if conceding it wasn’t the smartest move.  “Yeah, it was dumb.  It didn’t end well and now he’s on another team.  Too bad, he could shoot the shit out of the ball.  But what can I say?  Married chicks are my weakness.”

“Why?” I asked, incredibly intrigued.

“There’s a reason they’re married.  The best looking girls get scooped up fast,” Scott said.  Then with a grin at me he added, “And it’s fucking hot screwing another man’s girl.  There’s nothing better than when she looks up at me with my dick stuffed in her, and we both know I’m fucking her better than her husband.”  His grin got even bigger as he said, “I see that look from your pretty wife all the time.”

I glared at him.  He shrugged and said, “Hate me if you want. Married pussy is easy to get into bed.  Like Allie.  Now she’s got a sweet pussy.”

“She was separated,” I said. 

“Yeah, I separated them,” Scott joked with a laugh.  Seeing my look of disgust, he laughed again and said, “Come on, I’m just joking.  I met Allie’s husband in Stowe.  Seems like a good guy.”

“RH is a good guy,” I told him.

“Alright then, there you go,” Scott said with a shrug.  He abruptly pulled up his sleeve and pointed to an empty spot in his tattoo sleeve.  “I’m getting a tat here Friday night,” he said.  “My buddy from Vegas, who inked most of my other tats, he’s visiting some buddies here.”

I nodded, not sure why he was telling me this.  He grinned at me and said, “Jenny’s got a sweet pussy too.  Looks innocent, like a teenager’s. Feels fucking incredible.  Like a velvet glove around my cock.”

I didn’t say anything.  I was suddenly breathing harder, but made an effort not to let Scott see.  I wondered if he said these things to get to me.

“She’s tight.  Whew she’s tight,” Scott said with amazement in his voice.  “Takes a while to get inside her.  It’s getting easier lately though. She’s a slut, she wants every inch.  Begs for it.”  He grinned at me and said, “Have you noticed Jenny’s pussy getting looser?”

I didn’t answer at once.  I was trying to control my breathing.  “Don’t call my wife a slut,” I finally said, my heart pounding in my chest.  My dick was so hard it hurt.

“You know I don’t mean anything by it,” Scott said reasonably. “Jenny’s one of my best friends. When it comes to sex though, she’s a dirty slut.  That’s just who she is.  It’s like saying she has blonde hair.  It’s who she is.”

“Whatever,” I said under my breath. 

“Jenny’s a sweet girl,” Scott continued, the grin still on his face. “Like her love tattoo.  Honestly, I didn’t notice it until she mentioned it.  It’s sweet.  Just like her.”

I didn’t say anything.  I was breathing hard though, and my heart pounded in my chest.  I knew he was doing this on purpose.  Pushing my cuckold buttons.

“I was surprised Jenny keeps a landing strip,” Scott said.  “Most hot chicks shave it all off, like porn stars.  Here.”  He passed his iPhone to me.

“What?” I asked.

“Pictures of the chicks I’ve fucked recently,” Scott said.  He motioned to his phone.  “Go ahead, look.”

I stared at Scott for a moment.  Then I thought, why not.  I flipped through the pictures.  I noticed a few things.  All the girls were young and beautiful.  All had completely bare pussies like the day they were born.  Most had tats, more than Jen’s single love tat.  And most wore gold bands on their left hands – wedding rings.

I got to the pictures of Allie.  I flipped through them slower, spending more time looking at them.  Allie was truly beautiful and had an amazing body.   While Jen was slim and petite, like an elegant ballerina, Allie was curvy and voluptuous, like a Playboy centerfold. 

Allie had a few tats. They were all small and if you weren’t looking, you might miss them.  There was one on her ankle.  Another on her lower back.  One on her wrist.  Tiny ones on each knee.

Scott noticed me spending more time looking at Allie’s pictures.  He grinned and said, “I get it.  You’ve got the hots for Allie.”

“No,” I said immediately, maybe too quickly.

“You don’t have to lie,” Scott said with a laugh.  “Look, I’ve got a thing for married girls.  You want to fuck your wife’s best friend.  Don’t worry, I won’t tell Jenny.  And Allie’s hot.  I don’t blame you.”  With a laugh he added, “After all, I fucked her.”

“You can tell Jen anything you want,” I spat out.  I wasn’t going to keep secrets from Jen, just so Scott could use them against me later.

“And you can tell her anything I say too,” he said with an unconcerned shrug. 

I glared at Scott.  Then I realized I hadn’t gotten to his pictures of Jen.  I quickly flipped through the pictures until I got to Jen.  Many were nudes, while they were fucking.  But a lot were of them hanging out together.  I spent more time looking at those than the nudes.  Many were selfies, others taken by a third person.  They were kissing, leaning into each other, holding hands.  Jen looked so into Scott.  She looked like she was having fun, so happy to be with him. 

Cuckold angst washed over me as I realized what the pictures were. They were pictures of a girlfriend with her boyfriend.  And it was clear they were totally in-like with each other.   Infatuated with each other.

“You’re not posting them anywhere?” I said, my voice husky from excitement.

“No, of course not,” Scott assured me.  I believed him.  For a guy who was able to get into the pants of so many hot girls, there was no need to post on the internet to brag about his conquests.

“I’m going to copy them,” I told him, making it clear this wasn’t a request. He shrugged like he didn’t care.  I used AirDrop to copy Jen’s pictures to my iPhone.

Scott said, “Take the ones of Allie too.”  He smiled knowingly at me.

I admit I was tempted.  But I didn’t do it.  Mostly because I’d be betraying RH. And also because then Scott would have something over me.

“So you won’t go postal if Jen shaves off that landing strip, right?”

Scott said, grinning at me.  Seeing my scowl, he laughed and said, “Okay, sue me but I’ve got a thing for that barely legal look.”

I didn’t say anything.  I was imaging Jen shaving her pussy for Scott. And I was remembering the pictures of Allie.  Her pussy was shaved completely bare too.




CHAPTER 13

 

Friday night, Jen watched as the black tattoo artist – his name was Davis – worked on Scott’s arm.  She was fascinated by the intricate work. Davis was an artist, and Scott’s beautiful body – in particular for this tat, his muscular forearm – was his canvas.

“It’s so freaking awesome Scott,” Jen gushed when Davis was done. Scott’s arm was slightly red from the inking, but still she thought the skin-art was beautiful.

Davis gave Jen a toothy grin.  He was a big man, bigger even than Scott, and wore his long jet-black hair in corn rolls.  Even though he was smiling, he looked kind of dangerous.  Jen wasn’t racist, but the way the tattoo artist towered over her with his ripped muscular body and jet-black skin intimidated her.

“You inked?” Davis asked.

“She’s got one,” Scott said, answering for Jen.  “Show him Jenny.”

Jen had done a couple shots of vodka along with Scott before Davis worked on him, so she was feeling tipsy.  Also, she kinda liked the idea of showing her body to the dangerous looking black man.  So Jen unzipped her skinny jeans and pushed them down enough to show Davis her tat on her hip.

Davis ran his finger along the black line work.  His hands were calloused.  “Nice work,” he said.  “Love right?”  When Jen nodded, he said “Small though.”  The Japanese love symbol was barely a half inch across. 

“I like the way Kate Moss does it,” Jen said.  “She has tats but they’re all really small.  My girlfriend Allie does it that way too.”

“Lucian Freud inked Kate’s back tats,” Davis said.  “Cost a million bucks.”

“I guess I won’t be getting Lucian to ink me then,” Jen said with a laugh.

“He died,” Davis said with an indulgent smile.

“Oh sorry,” Jen said.  She tried to pull up her jeans, but Davis curled a finger in the waist and stopped her. 

“I’ll ink you,” Davis offered.  “No charge.”

“Don’t listen to his bullshit Jenny,” Scott said, leaning against the table and grinning.  “Davis always charges something.”

Davis grinned at Scott, then looked back at Jen.  He slid his curled finger from Jen’s hip to above her pussy.  He moved his finger back and forth across her tiny, trimmed landing strip.  “I’m sure we can work something out,” he said grinning at her.

Jen felt really naughty, and it wasn’t just the vodka.  God she’d changed so much.  Not too long ago she’d been a faithful, prim and proper wife.  Now she was having a wild affair with Scott.  She’d cheated with her brother-in-law. Committed incest! And she was in a tattoo parlor in a bad part of Harlem getting almost fingered by a big black man.  Jen had never felt so alive, or had so much fun! 

Jen hooked her thumbs in her pants and pushed them down another inch.  Now her tiny landing strip was in view.  “You think so?” she asked Davis in a low throaty voice.

“Oh yes indeed,” Davis said, his eyes locked on Jen’s sexy flat tummy and trimmed blonde bush.  “Pretty white girls like you, we can always work something out.”

Scott laughed and put his arm around Jen, pulling her away from Davis.  “Davis, stay the fuck away from my girl,” he said with a laugh. “Jenny you slut, pull up your pants,” he said with another good-natured laugh.

Jen laughed too as she pulled up her skinny jeans.  She smiled at Davis, and he smiled back at her.

Later they were at Scott’s apartment.  Both were sweating and panting after fantastic sex.  “I better go,” Jen said looking at the clock.  She promised Mike she’d be home by midnight.  It was Friday and her official date night with Scott was tomorrow --  their first Saturday night date -- so she didn’t want to push it.

“Wait, you’ve got time,” Scott said, pulling her back to him.  He ran his finger underneath her breast.  “This is where you should get inked,” he said.

“I’m not going to get a tattoo on my breast Scott,” Jen said with a frown.

“Not on your breast.  I would never want to mar perfect,” he said with a grin at her.  “I’m talking under your breast.”  Again, he ran his fingertip along the soft skin just below the curve of her small, perky A-cup breast. “Maybe tiny lettering, or a vine, or numbers.  It’s really hot.”

Jen considered it.  Then she shook her head and said, “Mike would hate it.  I told you.  He hates tats.”

“You’re thinking about getting inked by Davis, I can tell,” he said knowingly.

“Yeah, but not on my breast, or close to it,” Jen said.  “Mike would hate it.”

“He might hate it, but it’ll make his dick hard,” Scott said with a laugh.  “He practically had a heart attack when I showed him the pictures of you.  Of us.”

Jen smiled.  She thought Mike would insist Scott delete them, but all he did was copy them to his phone.  The more they played the game, the more she learned about her husband. 

“He drooled over Allie’s pictures,” Scott said, grinning at her.

“Every man drools over Allie,” Jen said with a shrug.

“I think Mike seriously wants to get inside Allie’s pants,” Scott said, the grin still on his face.

“If you’re trying to make me jealous you can stop,” Jen snapped. “Mike would never cheat on me.  And he respects Allie and RH too much.”

“Okay, whatever,” Scott said with a shrug.  He watched Jen get dressed.  As she pulled on her thong he said, “Do something for me.  To celebrate our first Saturday night date.”

“What?” she asked.

“Shave off your bush,” Scott said.

“You don’t think it’s sexy?” Jen asked, looking down at her landing strip.

“I like it better completely bare,” Scott said. 

Jen didn’t say yes, but she didn’t say no, as she finished dressing.

Scott said, “So you’re going back to Mike, your roommate?”  He said it as a question, but it was a statement too.

“Yeah, right, my roommate,” Jen said with a laugh.

“We’ve got a date tomorrow, so until then Mike is your roommate,” Scott said with a grin.

“Okay, whatever,” Jen said with another laugh.

Scott pulled Jen to him.  “So you treat Mike like your roommate until after our date tomorrow,” he said, still grinning at her.  “Your platonic roommate.”

“Huh,” Jen said as she realized what Scott was saying. And the implications. She grinned at him and said, “You’re enjoying this aren’t you?”

“I’m having a shitload of fun,” Scott said with a grin back.

 

Like every Friday, I paced the floor waiting for Jen to get home.  This time though, not only did I have to deal with tonight, I had to deal with tomorrow night too.  This was my new reality.  Scott got my wife 2 nights a week.  I got her 5.  I got more than twice the nights.  But mine were the work nights.  He got the best nights, Friday and Saturday, the weekend nights.

I avoided drinking and beating off.  I didn’t want the depression that came after.  I tried to focus on work.  We were close to going live with Sapphire.  I hoped to make enough money in bonuses to buy Jen a real house.  Maybe then we’d stop playing the game.  Jen would go off the pill, and we’d start a family.  Although to be honest, despite all the angst, I wasn’t ready for that yet.  Life was too exciting right now.  My dick was constantly hard.  I wanted to experience this lifestyle a while longer, and I knew Jen did too.

Finally, the door opened and Jen was there.  I immediately pulled her into my arms.  I tried to kiss her but she turned her head so I got her cheek instead of her lips.  “Wait Mike we have to talk,” she said pulling away from me.

“What?” I asked, even more agitated now. 

We sat on the sofa.  Jen said, “Scott thinks I should treat you like my roommate, until after our date tomorrow.”

“What?” I said, frowning.

“He has a point Mike,” she said.  “It’ll feel more real if I’m Scott’s girlfriend all the way from Friday to Saturday.

“What about reconnecting?” I said.

“We’re still together all day tomorrow until my date,” Jen said. “We’re still best friends.  Soul mates.”

“But what does it mean, roommates?” I asked, trying to understand this new twist in the game.

“It means best friends,” Jen said.  “Platonic friends.  We’ll talk.  I’ll tell you all about Scott.  What we did tonight.  You’re my best friend. I’ll tell you everything.”

“But we’re platonic friends?” I said dumbly, trying to catch up to the concept.

“This way, from Friday night to Sunday morning, I’ll feel like Scott’s my boyfriend,” Jen said.  “You’ll feel that way too.  It’ll feel real to us.  So we both get to explore our fantasies.”

“But I can’t touch you?” I said.

“No.  Or see me,” Jen added.

“I can’t see you?” I said incredulously.

“No, Mike,” Jen said with a frown, frustrated I was taking so long to understand this simple concept.  “We’re platonic friends.”

“What about sleeping together?” I said with a frown.  There had to be limits to this game.  Jen realized it too because she said, “Well, when I sleep over with Allie we usually sleep in the same bed, so I guess that’s okay.  But I’ll wear PJs.  And you can’t touch me.”  Normally to bed I wore boxers, and she wore my frat t-shirt that covered her butt but left her legs completely exposed.  She was saying I wouldn’t see any skin except her hands, feet and head.

“This is fucked up Jen,” I told her.

“No, it’s fun,” Jen said with a grin, and she playfully poked me in the arm.  “You’re having fun.  I can tell,” she said looking at the erection in my pants.  Seeing the distressed look on my face, she got serious and admitted, “I know right now I’m really crushing on Scotty.  I just want to experience it. The romance and all.”

I felt like my heart was breaking.  “It’s hard hearing you say that,” I said.

“Mike baby, I know the difference between a crush and love.  I’m in-like with Scott but that’s all.  Eventually the infatuation will go away, and we’ll go back to being just buds again.  You know, without the benefits part. And anyways, you want this too.  You’ve told me that.  You want my relationship with Scott to be physical and emotional.”

“Then what about us?” I asked.

“Baby, nothing between us has changed,” she assured me.  “My feelings for you are 100% the same.”  She squeezed my hand reassuringly and said, “Okay?”

I hesitated, then nodded my head and said, “Okay.”

Jen looked at me, as if studying me.  Then she said, “I’m going to do something.  I’m telling you because you’re my best friend.  I want to make sure you can handle it.”

“What?”

“You won’t know until I do it,” she said.

“How can I know if I can handle it if I don’t know what it is?” I said.

“Because you’re my best friend and that’s what best friends do.  They trust each other.  They handle things,” Jen said, a playful impish smile on her face. 

It was that impish smile on her beautiful face that decided it for me.  I couldn’t help giving her a grin back.  “Okay, I’ll handle it.  What?”   

Jen grinned at me.  “I’ll be right back,” she said, and she went into the bathroom.  I heard the water running.  A few minutes later she rejoined me on the sofa.

“What?” I asked.

“I think you know,” Jen said, that playful smile still on her face. “Scotty said you talked about it.”

I did know too.  “You shaved it off,” I said, my stomach churning.

“Yes,” she said.

“For Scott.”

“Yes,” she admitted.  “I shave it off for Scott.  He said he wanted me completely bare.”

We were looking at each other.  I knew we were thinking the same thing.  When we first met, Jen used to keep herself completely bare.  One time though – we had just become exclusive to each other – I jokingly said maybe she wasn’t a natural blonde.  So since then, for almost 10 years, Jen has kept a little trimmed landing strip, to prove to me she was a natural blonde.  It was a little inside joke, the kind all married couples have.  It was something Jen did for me because I was her husband, and she loved me.

Now with a couple swipes of a razor, it was gone.  What Jen used to do for me, she now did for Scott.  And I couldn’t even see it.  I wasn’t allowed.  Not until after their date tomorrow.  The feelings of jealousy, hurt, and denial were overwhelming.  But god I was so hard.  My heart was beating so wildly, it was sending so much blood to my dick it hurt.

“If I touch myself I’ll cum,” I admitted.

“I thought so,” Jen said.  With the playful smile still on her pretty face, she added “But I don’t think that’s an appropriate thing to say to your platonic best friend.”

I was seriously having a hard time breathing.

“Since I’ve got your attention, I want to tell you something else,” she said.

“Okay, I’ll try to handle it,” I said with a laugh. 

Jen laughed with me.  Then she said, “I’m going to get another tattoo. Don’t worry.  It’ll be really small like my other one.”

I stared at her, shocked.  “So I have no say in this?” I said bitterly. “You’re getting a tattoo for Scott and I have no say in it?”

“I’m getting the tattoo for me,” Jen said.  “Scotty’s encouraging me, but it’s for me.”

“That’s bullshit Jen!” I said angrily at her.

Jen paused as if counting to 10, allowing me to calm down.  Then she said, “Mike baby, you know why I’m having so much fun with Scott? Because I have you.  I know he’s an ass.  I like him but he’s an ass.  But I can let myself go and have fun with him because I know I have you.  I love you more now than ever baby, because you’re letting me be me.  Don’t you like this me?  Don’t you like JenJen’s back?”

“I love this you,” I said begrudgingly.  “It’s just … I feel like I have no control.”

“Just go with it Mike,” Jen implored me.  “Trust me.  We won’t play the game forever.”

“And when we stop playing, you’ll be just mine again right?”

“Yes,” Jen assured me, smiling into my eyes.  “I’ll be your prim and proper, faithful wife again.”

“That doesn’t sound too exciting,” I joked.

“Well …,” Jen said with a resigned shrug, and we both laughed.  “We better go to bed.  I have a date with Scotty tomorrow and I need my beauty sleep.”  She looked at the tent in my pants and, with a smile, added “But maybe you better take a cold shower before getting into bed with me.”




CHAPTER 14

 

The next day, Jen’s date was to go watch Scott and his basketball team – the Bolts – play their next game.  She invited me to go along because she knew I liked watching sports.  And she also knew I liked watching her with Scott.  Not just the sex part, but her acting like his girlfriend.  It caused me a lot of angst, but that was a big part of the fantasy for me.

Jen wore 4-inch Christian Louboutin high heels – the ones with the sexy red bottoms -- with her skinny jeans, so she was really dressed to impressed.  I think she was nervous to meet Scott’s basketball friends (and their wives and girlfriends) for the first time.  On top she wore a long sleeve blouse.  Even though it was loose, the blouse draped perfectly over and around her breasts.  It was clear she was braless, and that surprised me.  Or maybe it didn’t, because I knew Scott liked her braless and it was clear my wife’s goal was to look as fuckable as possible for him.  The top had long sleeves that went to her palms.  I always thought that was cute, and it was something she wore all the time.

Jen was still modest enough to wear a jacket on top, and I saw her constantly tugging it closed to cover the dents made by her nipples.

Before the game, Scott introduced Jen to his friends as his new girlfriend.  I can’t tell you the charge I got out of that.  Especially the way Jen squeezed Scott’s hand and smiled into his eyes as he introduced her around. 

Scott introduced me as one of Jen’s friends from college.  Which was true of course.  I thought it was smart.  Always lie with the truth.  I thought it was ironic too; now it was me who was Jen’s “best bud.”

I sat next to Jen during the game.  Not too close of course, and no holding hands or even leaning into each other.  In fact, I hadn’t touched my wife in any kind of intimate way since her date with Scott last night.  Jen hugged me last night when we went to bed, but she pulled away when I tried to spoon her.  It’d been a very long, frustrating evening (and I was so excited I ended up masturbating twice while Jen slept beside me).

Jen chatted with the other wives and girlfriends as she watched Scott play.  I have to admit, he was good.  Jen’s not a big basketball fan, but even she could see his talent.  I could tell she was impressed.  Or maybe she just enjoyed watching Scott’s athletic body moving up and down the court.

“Scotty says he plays power guard,” Jen said to me at one point.

“You mean power forward,” I said.  “There’s no such thing as power guard.”

“I don’t know …,” Jen said hesitantly.  “I’m sure he said power guard.”

“Jen he’s making it up.  There’s no such thing as power guard,” I said, exasperation leaking into my voice.

“I’m sure Scotty said power guard, Mike,” Jen insisted.

I hated when she called him Scotty. I hated it.

“Do you always have to take his side?” I whispered.

Jen rolled her eyes at me.  She rolled her eyes!  At me!

Just then, we watched Scott violently swat away a layup and then race down court.  He posted up against the opposing center, pivoted and then slammed down a dunk.  Jen pointed at the court and said, “I mean Mike.  The way Scotty plays.  Doesn’t power guard fit him?”

At that moment, I knew what it felt like to be completely emasculated.

After the game, the team went to a bar to celebrate their victory.  Jen was attached to Scott.  I drifted off and chatted with some of his friends.  The wives and girlfriends were extremely interested in Jen as she was the “new girl” in the group. 

They talked me up to try to get the 411.  “Why does Jen wear a wedding ring?” one wife asked me.  “Is she married?”

I sputtered, not knowing what to say.  I cursed our lack of planning. Why didn’t we talk about this ahead of time?  I didn’t want to say she was cheating on her husband, as I didn’t want them to lose respect for her.  So I sputtered out, “Jen and her husband are separated.”

“Oh,” the wife said.  All the other wives and girlfriends were closely listening.  “Are they splitting for good?  Because Jen looks really into Scott. And he looks really into her.”

“I don’t know,” I said, looking over at Jen.  She did look really into Scott.  And really happy to be with him.

I got a private moment with Jen and I told her what happened.  “Oh god Mike.  Why didn’t you say I wear it so I don’t get hit on?” she whispered with alarm in her voice.

“I didn’t think of that,” I said apologetically.  Fuck!  Why didn’t I think of that?!

“It would have been so much easier if they thought I was single,” Jen lamented.  “I should’ve left the rings at home.”

I looked at her in shock.  “Those rings are your wedding and engagement rings!” I reminded her.  “Remember?  You and me?  We’re married?  This is supposed to be just a game.  And our rule is you don’t take the rings off.”

“Okay, okay,” Jen said, conceding the point.  But I could tell she wasn’t happy about it.

“Fine Jen whatever,” I hissed, angrily stomping away from her.

“Wait, stop,” she whispered grabbing my wrist.  “I’m sorry.  I’m nervous being around his friends.  I feel like everyone’s judging me.  It’s like back in high school.”

Her vulnerability softened me.  “Just say you’re separated,” I told her.  “You don’t have to get into the details.”

“You’re sure you’re okay with that?”

I wasn’t sure.  But I forced a smile and said, “Yeah.  It’s just a game, right?”

Jen smiled at me, looking relieved. “Scotty’s really excited to see what I did last night,” she said with an excited sparkle in her eyes.

I knew she was talking about how she shaved off her landing strip.  I felt my already hard cock jerk in my pants.  “You tell him you’re getting another tattoo?” I asked.

“Yes.  He can’t stop talking about it,” she said excitedly.  Despite what she said last night, I felt like she was getting inked for Scott.  It really upset me.  She was my wife and her body was supposed to be mine.  But she was going to permanently mark her body for another man. 

Jen read my mind.  “I’m getting it for me Mike.  I’m not doing it for Scott,” she assured me.  “I shaved my landing strip for Scott, but I can grow that back.  You get the difference, right?”

I nodded.  Even though she was trying to soothe my feelings, I noticed how she wasn’t giving me any say in the matter.  Who was this woman?  She’d changed so much in just a few months.  But then I knew. This was the feisty and flirty, “most popular girl on campus” Jenny Johnson I first met in college.  Despite how much it was churning my stomach, I was happy to have this JenJen back.

After the bar we rode an uber to our apartment.  I rode in front while Jen rode with Scott in the back.  The 3 of us talked, but like always, it was mostly Jen and Scott talking and laughing with me barely getting a word in. They were the couple, and I was the third wheel friend.

Once we got to our apartment building, we realigned somewhat.  We obviously couldn’t risk our neighbors seeing Jen hanging on to another man’s hand.  So Jen took my hand for the short journey to our apartment.  But Scott walked next to her, so close their bodies almost touched.

As soon as we got in our apartment, Jen squeezed my hand, then she went back to being Scott’s girlfriend.  I went to make drinks and when I got back, I found them making out on the sofa.  Then they moved to our bedroom.

When I joined them, Scott was leaning against the wall, and Jen was on her knees with his dick in her mouth.  He looked at me with lust-filled eyes and breathlessly said, “Your wife gives good head.”

We’d agreed ahead of time Scott would spend the night.  With Jen. So I slept in the bedroom we’d converted from a small den (the room Joe used to sleep in).  I watched them fuck for a while but frankly I couldn’t watch too long.  It got me too worked up, both sexually and emotionally.  I hadn’t touched Jen intimately in over 24 hours and I was going out of my mind.  It wasn’t just I wanted her sexually, but I needed to reconnect with her.

I tossed and turned all night.  A couple times I went to the bedroom. The first time they were fucking, the room lit only by moonlight.  Scott was on top of Jen, and he was long stroking her really slow.  As they fucked, they kissed and looked into the other’s eyes.  They were making love really, not fucking.  The sight broke my heart but got me so hard.  I slowly stroked myself, my hand moving at the same pace as their love making.  When I came the depression hit and I staggered back to the guest bed.

The second time they were asleep.  Normally when we sleep, Jen sleeps on her side and I spoon her from behind.  But now, Scott was on his back with his arm around Jen.  She was snuggled into his chest, her arm draped over his chest, her long shapely leg over his.  They looked so much like a couple, sleeping with their bodies tangled that way.  I got my phone and took pictures of them.  Then I went back to the guest bed and masturbated as I flipped back and forth through the pictures.

When I woke up, the sun was up.  Jen was gently shaking my shoulder.  “Come to bed baby,” she softly said to me.

Scott was gone.  Jen had showered and remade the bed.  She was wearing my frat t-shirt.  She was my wife again.

We made love with me on top.  I moved in and out slow.  I needed to reconnect with her more than I needed an orgasm, and she was sore and satiated after spending all night impaled on Scott’s dick.

Jen’s pussy felt really loose, and that inflamed me.  But I’d masturbated so much the day before I was able to last. 

“I’m sorry I was such a bitch to you last night, at the game,” she told me.  “I was nervous.  It’s like high school and college.  Scott’s friends are the popular clique and I’m the new girl.  They’re nice but standoffish.  They don’t want to get to know me because they think Scott’ll have another girl at the next game.”

“Does that make you jealous?” I asked.

Jen hesitated, then said, “Is it terrible if I say yes?  I mean, I know it’s just a game.  It’s not real.  But I can’t help feeling what I’m feeling.”

With a lump in my throat, I asked, “Do you love him, Jen?”

“I don’t love him,” Jen replied.  “I’m crushing on him, but I don’t love him.”

“How can you tell, if you’re that into him?” I asked.  “His friends, those girls, they said you look so into him.  You do look into him.”

“Well, hopefully he’s into me too,” Jen said.

“Of course he is, but it’s you I care about,” I said.

Jen thought about it, as if trying to find the right words to explain how she was feeling.  “I can feel love for Scotty, but not love him,” she said. “Does that make sense?”

“So you do love him,” I said with a heavy heart.

“Mike baby, did you hear what I just said?  Feeling love is not the same as being in love.  It’s not.”

“It’s just … I don’t know where this is headed,” I said.  “I mean look at us.  I’m not allowed inside you after Tuesday.  I can’t touch you or even see your body Friday or Saturday.  He’s wedging himself between us.”  I hesitated, then said, “I’m close to vetoing things, Jen.”

It was our rule.  If either of us wanted to end the game, we could end it.  We both had veto power.

Jen frowned at me.  “I’d be really unhappy if you did that,” she told me.  “We’ve started on a journey Mike.  You pushed me into this.  And now I feel the way I feel.  You can’t just end it like that.  I’ll be really upset if you did.”

I stopped moving inside her.  I looked at her and said, “What are you saying?  You’d pick Scott over me?”  I felt dread, not wanting to hear her answer, but I had to know.

“I’m saying what I just said,” Jen said stubbornly.  “I’d be really unhappy.  I’d be mad at you, and resentful too.”

I stared at her.  “So you are picking Scott over me?” I asked incredulously.  I bitterly added, “Ten years means nothing to you?”

Jen frowned at me.  Then she moved me onto my back.  She straddled my hips and guided my cock back into her.  She rocked back and forth on my shaft.  “You know I’ve never felt you so hard,” she said looking into my eyes.

“Don’t change the subject,” I said angrily.

“This is the subject Mike,” Jen said reasonably.  “I read all those stories you showed me.  I still read Literotica and ourhotwives sometimes. You love this.  Don’t lie, you do.  Me crushing on Scott.  Dressing special for him.  Wanting him inside me.  Even falling in love with him.  That’s what you want Mike.  It pushes all your cuckold buttons.  Remember? I said sometimes it might feel like you’re losing me to Scott. Not that you are losing me.  But it might feel that way. And you said you wanted that.”

“What are you saying?” I said, breathing hard and my heart pounding.

“I’m saying you need to trust me,” Jen said as she continued to rock back and forth on my cock.  She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me.  “You need to let things play out.  I’m in-like with Scott.  That’s all. Not love.  Like. You need to trust me.”

I hesitated, then said, “I do trust you.  It’s just hard sometimes.  Like last night, when I couldn’t touch you.”

“I felt you masturbating,” she said with a grin at me.

“Twice actually,” I said with a sheepish grin back.

Jen giggled.  “See?  You get off on it.  It was hard for me too last night.  But when I woke up this morning, I still felt like Scott’s girlfriend. That’s our game.  It pushes both our buttons.”

I knew she was right.  And it was all easier to deal with, holding her in my arms, with my dick inside her. 

“Can I tell you something?” Jen said.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Scott’s been pushing me to stop using condoms,” she said.  “He took a test.  He’s clean.  He swears he’s only seeing me and I believe him.”

I stared at my wife, processing this information.  “Do you want this?” I asked.

“Yes,” Jen said without any hesitation.  With a sheepish smile, she added, “Skin-to-skin always feels better right?”

I knew it was more than physical pleasure.  Skin-to-skin was more intimate, and Jen was really crushing on Scott.  Scott was crushing on her too.  They wanted that intimate physical connection.

“You’ll let him cum inside you?” I asked, my heart beating wildly.

“Yes, I’ll let him,” Jen said.  “I want him to cum inside me.”

I stared at her.  Then my body lurched, and I came.




CHAPTER 15

 

Of course, I agreed.  I mean, it wasn’t like Jen was giving me a choice.  It was more like she was just telling me what she was going to do anyway.  Also, I knew things had been heading towards this.  And truthfully, I wanted it as much as Jen.  I wanted Scott bare inside her.  I wanted their fluids and hormones to mix.  I wanted them to grow even closer. 

Yes it was fucked up.  I was fucked up.  But I couldn’t help how I felt. 

I thought a lot about what Jen said.  She might feel love for Scott, but not be in love with him.  That’s what I wanted.  I wanted her to feel love for him.  I knew it was a dangerous game.  How close was “feeling love” to “being in love”?  But now I was obsessed with the game.  I wanted to do more.  I wanted to push the boundaries.

We added 2 more rules to our game.  First, Jen had to be super careful about taking the pill.  That had already been an unstated rule, but now obviously it was absolutely critical she too the birth control pill everyday. Second, Jen could let Scott bare inside her only when she wasn’t ovulating. Otherwise he had to wear condoms.  Because the pill wasn’t foolproof.

Jen had been good about Rule #1.  As for Rule #2, we checked the calendar and she wasn’t ovulating this weekend.  So this weekend it was.  Jen would let Scott inside her without a condom.  And she would let him cum inside her.  Once we decided this, I got so excited my body shook uncontrollably.

We made love Monday and Tuesday.  Gently because Jen was sore from Scott.  But then, as usual, Jen cut me off Wednesday morning.  She wanted her pussy to look fresh for Scott.  She wouldn’t even let me go down on her.  She wanted to be extra horny for Scott on Friday night. 

Then Friday morning, a wrench got thrown into the works.  It was a good thing though.  My bosses at work decided to launch Sapphire early. We’d recently fixed some thorny bugs and the powers-that-be decided it was time. 

It was a very big day for me, by far the biggest of my professional career.  Everyone from file clerks to even old man Jacob himself congratulated me.  The number crunchers and partners in San Francisco, Chicago and London called me or emailed me with congrats.  In my office, I opened a bottle of champagne with my team and we toasted ourselves.

I called Jen.  I obviously wanted to celebrate with her, so it meant she had to nix her evening’s plans with Scott. After all, the game was just a game.  The launch of Sapphire was real life.

Jen was really happy for me.  I heard disappointment in her voice since she’d been excited to see Scott, but she definitely wanted to celebrate with me instead.  The fact she immediately agreed to cancel her plans with Scott to celebrate with me made me feel really good.

Then around 5pm, Jen called me.  “You won’t believe this! Scott just got promoted to full partner!” she said sounding awestruck. 

“Already?” I asked.  I was shocked myself.  Before, Scott had been a junior partner.  It usually took 4 or 5 years to make the jump to full partner. Scott had done it in just over a year.

“Yeah, it’s freaking amazing!” she said excitedly. 

“It doesn’t seem fair.  You were team lead on Kelloggs,” I said.  Jen had recently landed her first big account, the Kellogg company.  If they were going to advance someone so quickly, why not my wife rather than Scott?

“It’s okay. I’m really happy for him. I couldn’t have done Kelloggs without him,” she gushed.  I would rather she not be so enthused about his promotion, but didn’t say anything knowing it was petty.

Then she said, “A lot of people are going out tonight to celebrate.” She hesitantly added, “I should probably make an appearance.”

“Okay,” I said warily.  My spider-sense was tingling but I’d be a jerk to say no.

Jen sounded appreciative for my understanding.  “Can you stop by the bar?” she asked.  “We’ll leave from there.”

Scott was the center of attention of course.  Jen was next to him, smiling and looking really happy for him.  I stood beside her and listened as Scott held court.

I’d been there about 10 minutes before Jen seemed to remember and said, “Oh baby, congrats about Sapphire!”  She hugged and kissed me, although her praise felt bittersweet since she seemed more impressed with Scott’s promotion than my Sapphire launch.

I told Jen we needed to bolt to make our reservation.  Scott heard me and insisted we go out with them, to celebrate both our big days.  I didn’t want to, but I could tell Jen did, so I reluctantly agreed. 

At dinner, the talk was mostly gossip about work.  On top of that I barely knew anyone.  I felt like a complete third wheel. 

At one point, Jen announced to everyone my Sapphire project had launched.  “Oh yeah, how’s that going bro?” Scott said. 

There wasn’t a lot I could say.  I mean, Sapphire wasn’t something sexy like a big high-tech IPO.  Sapphire worked in the background, slowly at first and gaining steam over time.  Our analytics predicted tangible results in 2-3 months.  When you’re talking about a radical change to how people would invest in the stock market, 2-3 months wasn’t a big deal.  But it wasn’t an interesting story, especially to non-technical marketing types at a trendy New York City Italian-French fusion restaurant.

On top of that, I was uncomfortable being the center of attention. And I was a terrible pubic speaker.  So I stumbled over my answer to Scott’s question.  Everyone gave me a half-hearted toast, and then their attention quickly returned to office gossip and Scott’s promotion.  Jen squeezed my hand and whispered, “I’m really proud of you.”  But she quickly returned to talking to her co-workers, focusing a lot of her attention again on Scott.

I went to the bathroom. Mostly just to get some air. Passing the bar, I glanced at the TV.  Anderson Cooper on CNN was doing a short blurb on this new investment vehicle called Sapphire.  I asked the bartender to switch to Fox.  Coincidentally, Jasmine Kelly was talking about Sapphire too.  Jasmine used to be a sideline reporter for ESPN, like Erin Andrews.  In fact, she looked like a younger Ein Andrews (Jasmine was about a decade younger than Erin).  She’d recently jumped to Fox to be one of their news anchors.  I followed some of the news blogs and everyone agreed Jasmine was a rising star in the new business.

I stayed and watched for a while.  It made me feel better to hear Sapphire – my Sapphire – being discussed on these big-time news channels. No one on CNN or Fox would be talking about Scott’s stupid promotion.

When I got back, people were starting to leave.  Jen and Scott weren’t there.  “Where’s Jen?” I asked Allie.

“She went outside for a smoke,” Allie said.  Jen was a social smoker, especially at gatherings like this.

“With Scott?” I asked with a frown.

Allie didn’t answer.  Instead, she said “Sit here Mike and tell me about Sapphire.”

I narrowed my eyes suspiciously at her.  Allie was not the kind of person to be interested in Sapphire.  She might be great at marketing but math and computers were not her thing.  I made a beeline for the door, with Allie yelling behind me, “Mike, wait.”

Scott and Jen weren’t outside.  Then I remembered this restaurant had a downstairs banquet room for parties. I went downstairs and looked inside. The room was dark but light from streetlamps let me see everything.

Scott was leaning against a table.  Jen was on her knees with his dick in her mouth.  “That’s it.  Suck it,” he hissed to her.  “You love this cock, don’t you?”

Even with her mouth stuffed with his cock, she was able to say, “Cum fast Scott. I have to get back.”

“Suck me better and I’ll cum faster,” he joked with a chuckle.  I saw Jen smile.

“Please Scott, cum fast, Mike’s waiting,” she pleaded.  She was using her hands on him too now.  One hand on top of the other, stroking his shaft in rhythm with her head bobbing back and forth.  His cock was so long, thick and heavy, she couldn’t hold him all even with both hands.

“I love hearing you beg,” Scott said with a grin.  He gripped her head with his hands, curling his fingers into her long blonde hair.  “I’m your boss now.  This is your place.  On your knees sucking my dick.”

I heard Jen moan.  I could tell she was in major sub-space.

I couldn’t take anymore.  I went back upstairs.  Everyone was gone except for Allie.  She could see it in my face.  She knew I saw them. 

“Jen loves you,” Allie told me consolingly.  “She’s just going through something right now.”

I nodded, barely hearing her.  I asked, “How’s RH?”

Allie hesitated.  “He’s … not here,” she said.

I looked at her. I saw she was sad.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  She shrugged.

Then she hesitantly asked, “Jen says … you’re into this?”

It didn’t surprise me.  Allie was Jen’s best friend, they talked about everything. So of course Jen told Allie about our game and my fantasies. “So this is where you tell me I’m pathetic, right?” I said bitterly.

“I don’t think you’re pathetic Mike,” Allie said.  “I’m just surprised, that’s all.”  Now it was my turn to shrug.  She studied me, then said “If it makes you so unhappy, why do it?”

I laughed.  It was one of those I have no fucking clue laughs.

“You don’t have to worry.  Jen really loves you,” she assured me.

“She talks about me?” I asked.

“She talks about you a lot Mike,” Allie replied.

“She talks about Scott a lot too though, right?”

Allie shrugged, as if saying “why ask if you know the answer?”

“I better go,” she said, getting up.

“Thanks for talking to me,” I said.  I meant it too.

“You know I think this is the most we’ve ever talked,” she said grinning at me.

“I think you’re right,” I said with a grin back.

“Well, congrats on Sapphire, whatever it is,” she joked, still grinning at me.  Then she was gone.

I moved to the bar and ordered a scotch.  They didn’t have Highland Park so I got a Macallan.  I like scotch but I’m not an expert.  They all mostly taste the same to me.  To be honest, I usually drink Highland Park because I think it’s a cool name.

Sometime later, I saw Jen rush up from downstairs, with Scott right behind her.  She looked alarmed seeing our table empty.  Then she saw me. She whispered something to Scott.  He nodded.  I saw them squeeze hands briefly, then Scott left.  The image of them squeezing hands got burned in my brain, as much as the sight downstairs of Jen with Scott’s cock in her mouth.

Jen came over to me and sat beside me.  “I’m sorry,” she whispered to me.  Jen had put herself back together, so she didn’t look like a girl who had just been on her knees giving a blowjob.  But I could smell cum on her breath. 

I said bitterly, “I guess you don’t mind cum breath when you’re with me.”

Jen stared at me and was quiet, like she was counting to 10.  Then she took my scotch and took a long sip, swirling the golden liquid in her mouth. After she swallowed, she said again “I’m sorry.”

When I didn’t respond, she said pleadingly, “Mike will you say something?”

I paused, counting to 10 myself.  Then I hissed in a low voice, “I’m just trying to imagine the circumstances that led you downstairs to give Scott a blowjob.  On this day of all days.”

Jen winced at my sarcastic rebuke.  In a soft voice, she said “We went outside for a smoke.  One thing led to another.  I don’t know ….”

“You don’t know?!” I spat out incredulously.

“I know you’re really mad, and you have every right to be,” Jen said. “But it’s not easy.  I have you and Scott.  I have to keep both of you happy.”

“I’m your husband!” I reminded her.

“Of course you are Mike.  But he’s supposed to be my boyfriend, right?  He thought we were getting together tonight.  He has needs just like you.  I have to take care of him, just like I have to take care of you.”

“You’re my girl!” I said.  “He can get his own girl!”

“Mike come on …,” she said pleadingly.  I knew she was right.  We were playing a game, and in this game – in my new reality – Jen was Scott’s girl too.

“You could be more discreet about it!” I said angrily.

“I know.  We were absolutely wrong,” Jen said, surrendering completely.  “People were leaving.  No one noticed.  It just happened.  But we were wrong.  I’m really sorry Mike.”

My stomach was churning big time.  I hated the way she used “we” to refer to her and Scott.  “We” used to be us.

“You’re such a good guy about tonight,” Jen said, squeezing my hand. 

“Jen – just stop, okay?” I said irritably.  “You’re not making it better. I’m mad.  And I just have to be mad until I’m not mad anymore.”

“But you are a great guy.  You were willing to share your special day.  Scott would never do that. He’s too selfish. I know that.  That’s why I love you, Mike.”

“But you let him do this to you,” I said, running my thumb over her knees.  Her stockings were scuffed from being on her knees for Scott.  Jen gave me a helpless shrug, as if saying “I love you but I can’t resist Scott.”

“I saw you sucking him off,” I said.  “He said he’s your boss now. What’s that mean?”

“The partners did a reorg,” Jen explained.  “Scott’s in charge of Kelloggs so now I work for him.  So does Allie.  He’s our boss now.”

“You got Kelloggs!” I protested.  “It’s your project!”

“It’s okay Mike.  I don’t mind,” Jen said soothingly, rubbing my arm to calm me.  “I don’t know what I’m doing half the time, and Scott’s got way more experience.  He’s really smart and talented.  I can learn a lot working for him.”  With a grin she added, “All day he teased me.  How now I work for him. So now I have to do anything he wants.”

“That doesn’t make you mad?”

“Mike baby he’s joking,” Jen said.  “It’s actually hot.  You must know by now I get off on that.  You know I’m a bottom.  And Scotty’s my top.”

I was quiet, processing that.   Yes, I did already know that.  But it still hurt to hear her say it.

I said, “I’ve never been your top, have I?”

To her credit, she didn’t lie.  She rubbed my arm and said, “It’s not your personality.  If that was really important to me, I wouldn’t have married you.  But I did marry you.  So that proves it’s not that important to you.”

“Except you get off on being Scott’s bottom,” I said.

“It’s just the game, Mike,” Jen said squeezing my hand again.  “And I think – I know – you get off on it too.”

Holding my hand, Jen said, “You know what I’ve figured out?  And don’t take this the wrong way.  It doesn’t affect at all my feelings for you. But I think you’re kinda a bottom too.  Right?  You saw me going down on Scott.  You were mad but didn’t do anything.  Just like when you saw Scott figuring me at Stowe.  It gets you more turned on than upset. And that’s okay.  That’s your fantasy, and it’s okay.  That’s why we’re playing the game.”

I was quiet again, trying to come to grips with what Jen was saying. Finally I said, “If I’m a bottom, who’s my top?”

“Don’t worry, it’s not Scott,” Jen said thoughtfully.  “And not me either, I don’t think.  Well maybe me, sort of.  But I don’t think it’s a person really.  I think it’s your fantasy.  You want me to be with Scott.  Sexually and romantically.  You hate it too, but it turns you on too much to stop.  You see?  You’re a bottom to your cuckold fantasy.”

“You’ve thought a lot about this,” I said.

“I told you I read Literotica and ourhotwives,” Jen said.  “I’m trying to understand you better.  Get inside your head.  So I can make it better for you.  Make the game better for you.”

I nodded slowly, processing all this.  We were silent for long moments.  Finally, I asked, “So what do we do now?”

“We go home,” Jen said.  “We go to sleep.”

“Sleep?” I asked.  I thought, no sex?

Jen read my mind and grinned at me.  She said, “It’s Friday baby.  So we’re just platonic roommates.”

“What about the Sapphire launch?” I said, shocked.

“I celebrated with you Mike,” she said.  “But you know the rule. Fridays and Saturdays belong to Scott.”

In the uber home, I finally got a chance to tell Jen about the Sapphire launch.  I told her how Anderson Cooper and Jasmine Kelly talked about Sapphire on their shows.  Jen was really excited and asked me lots of questions.  But she kept a respectful distance from me on the car seat and wouldn’t hold my hand or let me touch her, other than in friendly platonic ways.

At home, Jen went inside the bathroom and closed the door to undress and get ready for bed.  When she came out, she was wearing PJ’s that covered her entire body except for her hands and feet. 

“This is ridiculous Jen,” I said irritably.  “Okay, I get it, we won’t have sex.  But I can’t see your body?  I can’t hug you or even hold your hand?”

Jen paced the room, clearly agitated.  “This is hard on me too Mike,” she said.  

“Don’t you see Scott’s trying to wedge us apart?” I said with exasperation.

“No Mike.  He’s helping us explore our fantasies,” she said. 

I glared at her.  It drove me crazy the way she always took his side! 

“At least we get to sleep in the same bed,” she said, as if that made up for everything.

“But I can’t hold you,” I said.  “Was that Scott’s idea too?”

Jen nodded.  “He doesn’t want me to feel like I’m married.  He wants me to really feel like I’m his girlfriend,” she said.  She quickly added, “Just on Fridays and Saturdays.”

“This is fucked up Jen,” I said angrily.  I got into bed and turned away from her. 

There was a cold silence between us.  Then Jen softly said, “I don’t see why you can’t ask me questions.  About me and Scott.”

“Wouldn’t that violate some rule?” I spat out bitterly.

“I’d tell Allie, if she asked,” she said with a shrug.  “You’re a better friend than Allie so of course I’ll answer any questions you ask.”

I rolled around to face her.  “Okay,” I said, bitterness still in my voice.  “Did you fuck Scott tonight?”

“No,” she said.  “I promised you can watch us.  I’m trying to keep my promises, Mike.”  She was talking about me watching the first time Scott fucked her bareback.

“So he came in your mouth?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“You swallowed it?”

“Yes.”

“You always swallow it?”

“Yes.  I always swallow you too, you know.  Except when you want to cum on my face.”

“Does Scott ever want to cum on your face?”

“Sometimes.”

“Do you let him?”

“Yes.”

I was breathing hard now and my cock was rock hard.  “Would it break a rule if I played with myself?” I asked.

“I think it’s okay, as long as you don’t try to touch me,” Jen said.

“Does he taste different from me?” I asked as I pushed a hand into my boxers and began stroking myself.

“Yes.  He’s more musky.  You’re more sweet.”

“So he tastes more manly than me,” I said sarcastically.

“I never said that Mike,” she said.

“Does he fuck you better than me?” I asked.

Jen hesitated, but she remembered our rule: the truth always, and no sugar coating it.  “Yes,” she said.

“Is that when you feel love for him?  When he makes you cum?”

“I guess.”

“What do you mean you guess?”

“It’s hard to describe Mike.  I feel love for Scotty but it’s hard to say exactly when.”

“Well, did you feel love for Scott when you had his dick in your mouth tonight?” I asked sarcastically.

Jen didn’t answer at first.  Then she said, “Mike don’t be a shit okay? We both agreed to play.  It’s not just me.  This is our game, not just my game.”

We were both silent.  I was mad and hurt, but my cock was still rock hard and I was slowly stroking myself.  I said, “Do you love me? Or is it breaking a rule to ask that?”

“Of course, I love you Mike,” she said with some exasperation.

“So do you feel that way with Scott?” I pressed.  “I’m just trying to understand.”

“It feels … different with Scott,” she stammered.  Then she said “Can I tell you what I think?”

“Okay,” I said warily.

“I think you want me to fall in love with Scott.  Right?” she gently asked.

I didn’t answer for a long time.  I knew the answer.  But I was afraid to say.  Finally, I told the truth.  “Yes,” I admitted.  “And no. I don’t know for sure. It scares me.”

“But it gets you hot right?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.  “Why do you want to know?”

“Because sometimes things come out,” she said.  “I don’t want you to freak if you hear me say something.”

“You mean if you say you love him?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Have you said it?”

“No.  But I’ve almost said it,” Jen admitted.

“Has he said it?”

“No.  But Scotty’s the kind of man who won’t say it until I say it. And Mike … it might not be something I say.  It might be something you see. Something you see me do. I don’t want you to freak.”

I stared at her.  I was breathing hard, practically panting.  Then I closed my eyes and rolled my head back, and I moaned as I came in my boxers.
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CHAPTER 1

 

It was only the second weekend of us being platonic roommates but already I could see Saturdays being weird.  We were normal just like before. We talked, we laughed, we shared the newspaper, we ate together.  But no touching.  No romantic affection.  No saying “I love you.”  When we walked, we didn’t hold hands.  When we sat, we sat next to each other, but there was always space, so our legs didn’t touch.  We were best friends, but platonic best friends.

Despite this, somehow, our feelings for each other actually grew.   If you take sex out of a relationship, you take out all the touching, all the physical stuff, but you still have strong emotions for the other person, then that was really proof of love.  It proved to me what people say is true.  This “lifestyle” – sharing your wife with other men –actually brings you closer together.

We ate lunch at a little French bistro we wanted to try.  About a block away was an old, converted warehouse with loft apartments for sale.  We went over and looked around for fun.  The apartments were amazing.  Tall ceilings with huge windows.  Exposed pipes and brick.  You know, that trendy industrial look.  I could tell Jen loved the place.  I did too.  But the prices were outrageously high.

Here's the thing.  I know I’m average.  Average face, average body (below average penis).  I’m not GQ worthy like Scott.  I don’t have his cut tanned beach body.  He’s a better athlete.  And now he was a full partner while I was still an analyst.  I was feeling really lacking compared to Scott. 

But if Sapphire really hit, my bonuses would be huge.  I’d be able to buy one of these loft apartments for Jen.  Scott wouldn’t be able to do that, not even as a full partner.  I’d at least be able to prove to Jen I was a better provider than him.

Jen closed the door to our bedroom to get ready for her date.  Since I wasn’t allowed to see her body, I wasn’t allowed to watch her dress.  When she came out, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.  God she was so beautiful!

She wore skinny jeans, high heels and a loose blouse.  Kind of like her outfit from last week at Scott’s basketball game.  She wore her long blonde hair down and that brownish lipstick that gave her lips that sexy wet look.

Her blouse ended a little above her waist so you could see flashes of her sexy flat tummy depending on how she moved.  I saw she was wearing pantyhose under the jeans, with the pantyhose waistband ending just below her belly button.  I loved it when she wore pantyhose under jeans.  Jen saw me looking at how the pantyhose extended past the top of her jeans to just below her belly button.  With a grin she said, “Scotty loves this look too.”

I was invited to go on their date.  Jen knew that’s what I got out of it. She was trying to make the game good for me too. I loved (and hated) watching her with Scott.  Especially outside of sex.  Seeing them together on dates, acting like a couple – that hurt so much, but was so deliciously arousing.

Just before Scott arrived to pick her up, Jen pulled me aside.  “I’m getting inked tonight,” she told me.  “I want you to be there.  But if you can’t handle it, you should stay home.”

I stared at her.  I felt like she had hit me with a ton load of bricks.  She told me this now, with Scott about to pick her up?   I had a million questions. But I knew it was better for me to be there.  She was still my wife.  If I had to, I could drag her out of there, or call the cops.  “I can handle it,” I told her.

The tattoo artist was a tall, big black man.  His name was Davis.  Jen introduced me as an old friend from college (the same story we used before).

Davis laughed and joked with Scott.  Clearly, they had history and were friends.  Davis inspected the new tat on Scott’s arm.  They talked about some refinements to other tats on his tat sleeves.

Jen stood next to Scott.  Compared to Davis and Scott, she was a novice in the world of body art, but she listened closely and chimed in, acting the role of supportive girlfriend.  I stood off to the side, clearly out of place. A couple times Jen looked at me and gave me an encouraging smile.  Then she went back to being Scott’s girlfriend.

“So, you want a tat?” Davis said, turning his attention to Jen.

“Yes,” Jen said.  “The sun next to the moon.”

Davis nodded thoughtfully.  He pulled down a few books from the shelves.  For the next 15 minutes, Davis, Jen and Scott looked though images of the moon and sun.  It was a surreal experience for me.  My wife was about to permanently mark her body.  But I had no say in it.  The sun and moon? That was news to me.  And I had no idea where she planned to put it.  I couldn’t believe this was happening.

As they looked at books with Davis, Jen and Scott held hands.  Jen asked Scott for his opinion.  They talked the pros and cons of the different sun and moon images.  A few times Scott joked and Jen always laughed. Scott rubbed her back encouragingly, and Jen squeezed his hand.  Jen didn’t look at me, or involve me, or ask what I thought.   Legally she was my wife. At that moment though, I felt – truly felt – she belonged to Scott and not me. 

Jen made a final selection on the sun and moon images.  Davis said it was painful to get inked so he offered a bottle of vodka.  Jen and Scott both downed a couple of shots.  Then Jen seemed to remember I was there.  She brought the book over to me.  “What do you think?” she asked me.  The first image was a quarter moon.  The second a starburst.

“You’re really going to do this?” I whispered.

Jen nodded.  It was like she was on a journey of self-exploration, and this was a really important step for her.  I didn’t say anything.  I didn’t say yes, but I didn’t say no.  After a few moments she smiled at me and went back to Scott and Davis.

“Where do you want it?” Davis asked.

“On my back,” Jen said.  “Right behind my bra strap.”

“Okay, let’s see,” Davis said, motioning with his finger to take off the blouse.

Jen hesitated a moment, as if out of modesty.  Then she pulled her loose blouse over her head.  She was wearing a black lacy bra.  It was only partially opaque, so her nipples and aureoles were visible through the silky fabric.  Davis gave her a long look, not even trying to be subtle about checking her out.  Jen seemed self-conscious at first, then her posture straightened.  She even arched her back like a model, as if saying “go ahead and look if you want.”  I marveled at her confidence.  She seemed so different from my wife of just a few months ago, before we started playing the game.  I was fascinated and even obsessed with this new Jen. This return of JenJen.  But I missed my wife too.

Jen turned around.  Using a mirror, she pointed to where she wanted it.  “Right behind the clasp,” she said, pointing to the middle of her back. 

Jen and Davis discussed size and location.  She said, “I don’t want it to be visible when I have a bra on.”

“What about a bikini?” Davis asked, grinning at her.  “A string bikini?”

“Well, I guess it depends how tiny the string is,” Jen said grinning back.

I couldn’t believe it.  Jen was flirting with Davis! 

As she flirted with the big black man, Jen smiled and made eyes with Scott.  She never looked at me. 

Jen twisted her long blonde hair a few times, so it was like a loose ponytail.  She pulled it aside, so it was out of the way. She stepped out of her high heels and climbed up onto the padded table (it was like a massage table, but a little wider).  She lay on her stomach, then reached behind and unsnapped her bra.

Davis used a clean cloth and disinfectant to prepare Jen’s skin.  His eyes moved up and down Jen’s backside.  Mine did too.  She looked incredibly hot, with her bra unsnapped and her tight ass in those skinny jeans.  Scott stroked Jen’s lower back, over the nylon of her exposed pantyhose.  It wasn’t a sexual caress.  It was more possessive, like he was telling Davis you can look but this is my girl. 

My eyes moved from Scott’s hand on her back down her long shapely legs.  Jen’s small slim feet looked even sexier in pantyhose.  She was tapping her foot, like she always did when she was nervous or agitated.  I think I knew why.  Davis was gathering his tools, and the long needles looked scary. I was about to go to Jen to reassure her, but then she grabbed Scott’s hand. Of course.  Jen was with Scott, not me.  So she looked to Scott for comfort.

This was all too crazy.  It was starting to feel really real, that Jen belonged to Scott instead of me.  I couldn’t believe how insensitive Jen was being to my feelings.  But then I thought … if Jen really was with Scott, this was exactly how she would act.  Jen had warned me sometimes I might feel like I was losing her.  Sometimes it might look like she loved him.  Jen warned me. She told me not to freak. 

Davis was cleaning and sanitizing his needles.  He pulled a bottle of ink from a shelf.  It was jet black ink.

I started getting lightheaded.  My wife was about to permanently ink herself with a jet-black tattoo.  And she wasn’t doing it for me.  Despite what she said earlier, I felt she was doing it for Scott.  It was like she was about to permanently brand her body for Scott.

Davis was about ready.  Not able to resist, I moved closer.  I watched as Davis dipped a needle into the bottle of jet-black ink.  Then, he injected the jet-black ink into Jen’s smooth, flawless white skin.

Jen grimaced as the needle punctured her white skin with permanent, jet-black ink.  “Are you okay?” Davis asked.

“Yeah,” Jen said. Her jaws were clenched to deal with the pain. I saw she was gripping Scott’s hand.

Davis nodded and continued to ink Jen’s back.

I felt despair as I watched Davis tattoo my wife.  With each injection of the jet-black ink into her skin, I kept thinking, “It’s permanent. Jen’s letting Scott brand her.”

My body started shaking.  That’s how I got when I was beyond excited with cuckold lust.  I tightly gripped the table behind me, to try to calm down and stop shaking.  But Davis noticed me.  “You okay buddy?” the black man asked, looking over at me.

Up to that moment, Jen had been looking the other way, at Scott. Now she turned to look at me.  She raised an eyebrow, as if saying “Are you okay? Can you handle this?”

I nodded at her.  I clenched my teeth to stop shaking.  Jen looked at me for a long moment, then she turned her head back to Scott again.  I saw she was tightly holding his hand, and he was smiling encouragingly at her. 

A few moments later it was over.  I was shocked, it only took about 15 minutes.  I looked at Jen’s back. The sun on the left and a partial moon on the right, with a vertical line in between. The sun, moon and vertical line were all solid jet-black, contrasting with Jen’s lily white, silky skin.  The entire tattoo was small, less than an inch square.  When she wore a bra, you probably wouldn’t even see it.  But you would see it when she wore a string bikini, even when the strings (as Jen had said) were not tiny.

Scott’s cell rang.  “I’ll be right back, it’s the gang,” he said moving out of the room.

Jen stood up, holding her unsnapped bra to her chest with her hands. Davis held up a small round container.  “Moisturizer,” he said.  “You should apply some a few times a day.  Here, let me.”  He turned Jen around so her back was to him.  “You don’t want to wear tight clothes for a few days.”  He rubbed the lotion over her new moon and sun tats.

“Like, no bra for a few days.  Starting now,” Davis said, tugging the bra from her hands.  He grinned at me as he dropped the bra to the floor.  Jen turned to face him, her arms crossed so her hands covered her breasts.  She knew what he was up to and was grinning at him. 

Jen glanced at me, then back to Davis.  Then she dropped her hands, revealing her perfect A-cup breasts to Davis.  She stood there, proudly displaying her perky tits to the black man.

Davis looked at her tits, clearly liking what he saw.  “Mike buddy, do me a favor and check on Scott,” he said, trying to get rid of me.

Before I could respond, Jen was kissing Davis.  She kissed him opened mouth, and I could tell she was tonguing him.  Davis squeezed and fondled Jen’s bare tits.  Jen grabbed his ass.  Then she reached between their bodies and rubbed his cock over his pants.  I couldn’t believe this was my sweet, church going Catholic wife.  She was being so shameless!  So slutty! And with a black man no less!  I loved it!

Then Jen pulled away.  They were both panting.  Jen put on her blouse and brushed her hair with her fingers.  “Does that pay for it?” she asked with a grin at Davis.

“It’s an installment,” Davis joked with a grin back.  He was still breathing hard and there was an enormous tent in his pants.

Jen pulled some bills from her purse and handed them to Davis.  “I guess this’ll have to do for the rest,” she said.  He shrugged and took the money.

Then she put her hand back over the tent in Davis’s pants.  “They say black men have the biggest things,” she said with a sultry smile.

“Things?” Davis said with a laugh.

Jen’s smile widened.  “Is that true?” she asked.  She was still cupping his erection.

“What do you think?” Davis asked.  His face was lustful as she began to gently rub his hand-on.

Jen tilted her head, like she was considering.  “You’re big,” she said. “But I think Scott’s bigger.”  Then she pulled her hand away.

Davis laughed and said, “You’re a fucking cock tease.”  The way he was laughing, it was clear he was joking, and there was admiration in his voice.

 

“That was amazing!” I gushed when we had a private moment.

Jen grinned at me.  “I did that for you.  Because you’ve been so understanding.”

Immediately I felt deflated.  “You’re not into Davis?” I asked.

“I mean, yeah, he’s hot, and he is freaking big,” she said.  “But I’m with Scott.”

We took an uber to a bar to meet up with Scott’s basketball friends.  I sat up front and Jen sat with Scott in the back.  They were both excited about her new tat and laughed and talked the whole way.  I barely heard them though.  Seeing Jen kissing Davis, I hoped we could expand our game to other men, not just Scott, to dilute the impact of Scott on my wife.  But Jen had made it clear she only kissed Davis as a consolation prize to me.  As long as she was so infatuated and in-like with Scott, she wasn’t interested in anyone else.

At the bar, I hung out at the edges of Scott’s crowd.  I didn’t belong, and it was weird for me to be there again role playing as Jen’s college friend. Without Jen knowing, I overheard her talking to some of the wives and girlfriends.  They wanted to know how serious her separation was from her husband (me). 

“We’ve been together a long time,” Jen said. 

“How long?”

“Almost 10 years.”

“That’s not a reason to stay together if you’re not happy.”

“It’s a reason not to give up,” Jen said.

“But you look so happy with Scott.”

“I am happy,” Jen said.

“So be with Scott.”

“I am with Scott.”

“You know what I mean.”

“It’s not that simple. I’ve been with Mike forever,” Jen said.

“That’s not a reason to stay together.”

I staggered away, not able to listen to anymore.  The way Jen talked, it sounded so real.  Like we were really separated.  And the only reason she wasn’t ending it with me completely was because of our history.

I needed to think.  But I couldn’t think because my dick was so hard, and I was still practically shaking with desire.  I went into the bathroom.  It was crowded but finally I got some privacy in a stall.  I took out my cock and stroked myself.  I came almost immediately and hoped to god no one in the crowded bathroom heard my groan.  Or smelled the aroma of my sperm (which was doubtful since the bathroom smelled like beer).  Afterwards though it was no better.  Now in addition to being confused I had to deal with even more intense anguish.

I guess I must have wandered around the bar.  Jen found me.  “We’re going,” she whispered to me.  I nodded.  I joined them in the uber home.

When we got home my head was about to explode.  Because remember, this was the night they were going to have sex without a condom for the first time.  I felt like I was on a roller-coaster.  One enormous monster hill after another. 

I went through the hills in my head.  Last night, Jen giving all her attention to Scott for his promotion and barely anything to me for the launch of Sapphire.  Then no sex or intimacy all Saturday.  Then this evening getting tatted up for Scott, and now about to let him inside her bareback.  Why everything at once?  My head spun as I tried to catch up with everything and deal with my emotions.

Then in bed, when they were naked, Jen told Scott she wanted him on top, so she could look into his face as he entered her for the first time without a condom.  She said she wanted to kiss him as he slid into her, skin-to-skin. 

It was what she would say to a guy she was really into, before he entered her bareback for the first time.  Had she said that to me, so many years ago?  I couldn’t remember.

But even if she had said that to me, it didn’t help that she was saying it to Scott now.  I thought it wasn’t possible for my heart to break more.  But she proved me wrong.  She broke my heart even more.

I couldn’t watch.  You’d think I’d want to.  These were major cuckold events, to watch your wife penetrated by a bare cock, to watch her lover shoot his fertile seed into her womb.  To watch them cuddle together, kiss and whisper sweet nothings, as his half hard cock falls out of her and his cum seeps from her pussy lips.

But I couldn’t.  I was already too much of an emotional wreck.  I collapsed onto the bed in Joe’s old room.  Somehow, I fell asleep.




CHAPTER 2

 

When I woke the next morning there was a sleeping body next to me. It was Jen.  Her back was snuggled into me, and I was spooning her.  She smelled fresh, like she’d taken a shower.  She was wearing my old frat t-shirt and white cotton socks on her feet.

My waking up seemed to wake her up.  She turned around to face me.  “Hey baby,” she said sleepily.  She wrapped her arms around me, and I thought she was going to fall back asleep.  Instead, though, she moved her lips to mine and kissed me.  “You didn’t watch last night,” she said.

“No,” I said.

“Why?”

“It was too much,” I said honestly.

Jen looked at me.  She nodded, as if seeming to understand.

“Did it feel difference?” I said, asking if it felt different skin-to-skin. There were things I needed to know.

“Yes.”

“Better?”

“Yes.”

“Did he cum in you?”

“Yes.”

“How many times?”

“Just once,” she said.  “Then I told him he had to leave.  I found you here.  You were asleep.”

I nodded.  I reached down, into her VS cotton panties, into her pussy. I guess I was looking for evidence of his sperm inside her.  But she was dry.

“I showered,” she told me.  After a moment she asked, “Would you rather I didn’t? For next time?”

I was already hard, and my cock twitched at her question.  But my emotions were all over the place.  “I don’t know Jen,” I said, a helpless look on my face.  “I don’t know anymore.”

Jen took off her panties and my boxers.  She got on top of me.  She spat into her palm and used the saliva to lubricate her pussy.  Then she guided my cock into her.  I didn’t last long, and Jen didn’t seem to mind.  I think she was sore from getting fucked hard by Scott.  He satisfied her too, so her body didn’t need anything from me.  She barely even got wet while I was fucking her.

Afterwards I said, “Let me see it.”  She knew what I was talking about of course.  The tattoo.  She pulled off my frat t-shirt and got on her stomach.  I looked at her new tat.  A little moon and sun.  I got the bottle of moisturizer and gently rubbed some in.  “Why a sun and moon?” I asked.

“I guess I should have a deep answer.  Like a zen thing,” she said with a shrug.  “I just like it.  I saw it on the internet.  It makes me feel good.”

“Did you get it for Scott?” I asked.

She turned back onto her side, facing me.  “Maybe a little,” she admitted.  “Mostly for me.  But a little for Scott.  So I have something in common with him.”

“You don’t already have enough?” I said with a bitter laugh.  “You two never run out of things to talk about.”

“We talk about stupid things Mike, and our relationship is new,” she told me gently.  “I have lots more in common with you.  Lots, lots more.”

“It doesn’t seem that way.”

“It is,” she insisted. 

We were silent for long moments.  “Yesterday was hard,” I finally said.  “I felt like you really were Scott’s girl.  Like it wasn’t a game.  You and Scott really were a couple.”

Jen was silent a moment, then she said “… I felt that way too.”

I stared at her, alarmed at her response.  I said “That’s why you held his hand, not mine.  When you were getting inked.”

“Honestly I didn’t think about it,” she said.

“But that’s worse,” I said.  “Your instinct was Scott, not me.”

“I told you, sometimes it might look like I love Scott,” she said.  “It might look like you’re losing me.”

“Am I losing you?” I asked, my heart in my throat.

“No Mike,” she assured me.  “It’s just a game.  It’s our game.  You and me.”

“I’m not sure I want to play this game anymore,” I told her with a humorless laugh.  She reached down and cupped my cock.  I was already hard again.  Her message was clear.  I had a lot of angst from the game, but it turned me on like nothing else.

“I think we’re different.  All boys and girls are,” Jen said.  “For guys it’s physical.  For girls it’s emotional.  My fantasies are about romance.  You know.  The excitement of a new relationship.  Being swept off my feet.”

“What about your rape fantasy?” I reminded her.

“Well, that too,” she said with a giggle.  “But even that … like humiliation.  It only works if it’s someone you care about.  It doesn’t work if it’s a stranger humiliating me.”

“I get that,” I said nodding slowly.

“So you see?  My fantasies are about emotions.  So that’s what you see.  It looks like I’m his girl.  It looks like I love him.  But it’s just me playing out my fantasy.”

I was silent, trying to process that.  Finally, I said “So when does pretending to be in love turn into being in love?”

“It won’t Mike.  It won’t,” Jen assured me, squeezing my hand and rubbing my arm.

We settled into a mostly normal Sunday.  At least from the outside. Inside, my stomach was still churning.  I was still coming to grips with the past 2 days.  Jen sensed it.  There was a wall between us.

I watched football while Jen surfed on her computer.  I looked over to see what she was doing.  She was shopping for blouses and tops, and dresses.  They all exposed her back.  Clearly she was excited by her new tattoo and was eager to show it off.

Jen looked at me.  I guess I have a cum face too because she saw I was excited.  “Does it excite you knowing I got the tattoo for Scott?” she asked.

“Yes,” I admitted, as my breathing got harder. My wife had 2 tattoos. One for a past boyfriend, the other for her current boyfriend.  None for me. Yes, it got me hot.

“I guess your fantasies aren’t all physical either,” she mused, remembering the cuckold stories she read.  “They’re in your head.  Like feeling neglected.”

“And jealousy.  Feeling inadequate.  Feeling like you’re picking Scott over me.  Taking his side.  Denying me -- not letting me touch you, or look at your body.  Yes, those are emotions.”  With a grin I joked “Unless you’re talking about my little head.”

Jen smiled at me.  She said “Then what about yesterday – this weekend – hasn’t been awesome for you?”

“Has it been awesome for you?” I asked.

“Honestly?  Yes,” she said.

I heard something in her voice.  I said, “There’s a but there.”

Jen didn’t try to hide it.  “I wanted Scotty to stay,” she said.  “He was going to spend the night.  But you were so upset, I sent him home.”

I stared at her, shocked.  “I can’t believe you just said that.  I’m still upset.  And then you lay that on me.”

“Our rule is to tell the truth, remember?” Jen said with frustration.  “I don’t think it’s fair Mike.  You’re getting everything you want.  But just as I’m getting into my fantasy, I have to tell Scotty to go home.”

I gawked at her.  “That is the bitchiest, most selfish thing you’ve ever said to me,” I angrily snapped.  “Sorry you had to come back to reality and be my wife again,” I said sarcastically.  “Sorry I can’t rock your world like your Scotty.”  My voice was laced with anger and bitterness, and I emphasized “Scotty” as if putting derisive quotes around it.

Jen immediately did what girls do.  She teared up.  “It’s not fair Mike!” she said.  “This is our game!  Our game!  We can’t agree to play the game, and then you yell at me when I play the game!  I told you what might happen!  I warned you!  I told you not to freak if it happened!  Why is this my fault?”

“Because you love him!” I yelled.

“I don’t freaking love him!” she yelled back.  “Why do you keep saying that?”

“You said you’d hate me if I told you to stop!” I yelled.

“I did not!  I said I’d be upset!  How would you feel?  You’re playing a game, and then all of the sudden it stops.  So you don’t get to play the whole game.  How would you feel?  You’d be upset right?  That’s all I said.”

We went to our separate corners to cool off.  I thought a lot about what Jen said.  I tried to look at it from her point of view.  To her, the sex was almost secondary.  It was the romance she liked most about the game.  And I was ruining it for her whenever I pulled drama like this, because it pierced the veil of her fantasy romance with “Scotty.”

I tried to think about it in the context of my fantasies.  It would be like Jen saying she was having sex with Scott only because I wanted her to.  That she didn’t really like it.  If that was how she felt, it would ruin it for me. 

Later in bed, I said “You got a tattoo Jen.  Don’t you see how that makes me feel?”

Jen turned to look at me.  Maybe because I was talking calmly, reasonably, she was able to talk calmly to me too.  “Mike, I’ve told you a million times I wanted another tattoo,” she said reasonably.  “I’m into that. You married me knowing I was into that.”

“I don’t want your body covered in tattoos,” I said.

“I don’t want that either,” she said.  “They’re tiny.  But they’re a way I express myself.  I’d never get sleeves like Scott.  I like what he’s done, but I don’t want that.”  She knew what was really bothering me, so she said “I didn’t get it for Scott.   I didn’t. Yes, there’s a side benefit because now we have something else in common.  But I got it for me.”

I slowly nodded, thinking about it.  Then I admitted “It is kind of hot.”

Jen smiled at me.  It was her first genuine smile to me in a couple days.  She tenderly brushed her hand across my cheek.  “You freak because you think what’s happening is real,” she said soothingly.  “But it’s not real, it’s a game.”

I slowly nodded again.  “So you’re going to keep seeing Scott?” I asked.

“I want to,” she said.  “Is that okay?”  She was asking me if I was vetoing it.  If I was ending the game.

“Yes,” I said.  With a sheepish grin I said “I just have to adjust to it. You’d think it wouldn’t be hard since it’s my fantasy, but it is.”

“But it’s exciting right?” she said with a grin at me.

“Yeah,” I admitted with a grin back.

We made love.  Then we fell asleep with our bodies spooned together.




CHAPTER 3

 

 

It became a routine.  Jen was my wife Sunday through Thursday. Then she was my platonic best friend Friday and Saturday.  I started thinking of them as “my days” and “Scott’s days.” 

I admit, I got more excited as the week moved closer to Scott’s days. It was hard not being able to touch Jen or see her body.  It was especially hard not being able to share affection with her (other than the affection between platonic friends).  But that feeling of denial really pushed my cuckold buttons.  By the time Scott left Sunday morning, I was always desperate for Jen.  Both physically and emotionally.  I think Jen really liked all the attention she was getting from both her men.

Like I said, we settled into a routine.  Friday night, Jen and Scott went out with work friends and then she spent the night at his place.  She got home by noon on Saturday and we spent the day as platonic best friends.  Then she went out on a date with Scott, usually with his basketball friends, and they came back and spent the night at our apartment. 

I think Jen liked Saturday nights best, because she could openly be Scott’s girlfriend.  His basketball friends still thought she was separated.  As long as I knew it was a game – and Jen repeatedly assured me it was a game – I got off on the situation.  It got me hot that Scott’s friends thought Jen was struggling between picking between her husband (me) and Scott.  Other cucks will know that the risk of losing your wife is one of the greatest thrills of the fantasy and this pushed that button.

I pressed Jen to tell me about these conversations.  They got me incredibly hot.  They usually went something like this:

 

Friends: “What’s Mike look like?”

Jen: “He’s cute, like a college professor.”

Friends: “But not hot like Scott.”

Jen: “Mike’s hot.”  Then with a giggle “Okay, not like Scott.”

Friends: “What’s Mike do?”

Jen: “He’s an analyst on Wall Street.”

Friends: “But not a partner like Scott.” 

Jen shrugs.

Friends: “What’s sex like with Scott?”

Jen grins and rolls her eyes, as if saying “freaking awesome!”

Friends: “And Mike?”

Jen shrugs: “You have to remember we’ve been together for 10 years.”

Friends: “So not as good as Scott.”

Jen: “Come on guys.”

Friends: “You still have sex with Mike?  I thought you’re separated.”

Jen: “We’re trying to work it out.”

Friends: “Does he know you’re dating Scott?”

Jen: “We’re separated so I can do what I want.  But yes, he knows.”

Friends: “So Scott’s better looking, he makes more money and he’s better in bed.  Exactly what is there to decide?”

Jen: “Stop guys.  It’s not that simple.  I’ve been with Mike for 10 years.”

 

Jen told me she doesn’t enjoy these conversations with Scott’s friends.  We’ve discussed changing our story to where she’s seriously thinking about divorcing me.  Probably that would stop the questions from Scott’s friends.  I like the change, it turns me on.  Jen said she’s not sure, she’s thinking about it.  She said it’s okay to pretend we’re separated, because what does that mean anyway? But she’s afraid if we pretend we’re close to getting a divorce that could screw with her head.

“What do you mean?” I asked, not understanding.

“I don’t know,” she said honestly.  “I just think it might affect how I think about us; how I think about you.  But I’ll think about it.” 

I thought about what she said for a long time.  I knew it was a warning sign, but it made me want to do it even more.

Sometimes I went out with Scott and Jen on their dates.  Using on Friday nights, as it was getting weird for me to hang with them on Saturdays, because I really had no reason to be with them.  Although Friday nights started getting difficult too.  It was clear their work friends suspected Jen was having an affair with Scott.  So, they were awkward around me, as they thought she was cheating on me behind my back.  At some level I really got off on that.  But it was difficult with people giving me looks as Jen flirted with Scott right in front of me and I didn’t do anything about it. 

Sometimes I wondered if Jen was losing respect for me.  It must be strange having a cuckold as a husband.  I wanted her to fuck other men.  It got me hot if people thought she was cheating on me.  It got me even hotter that we were pretending to be separated.  Also, there were the physical parts. Scott had a better body and was more endowed.  He fucked her better and gave her better orgasms.  I wondered how Jen could not lose respect for me given my psycho fantasies and compared physically to Scott.  But whenever I asked Jen assured me the game wasn’t affecting her feelings for me at all.

Jen started wearing blouses that showed off her new tat.  Ones that swooped down in the back, or had openings in the back, either big ones or slits.  When she was with me – on my days – she wore a bra underneath, so her new tat sometimes but mostly didn’t peaked out.  On Scott’s days she went braless.  Even then though, the sun and moon tat was tiny so you almost had to be right behind her to notice them.  I had to admit they were incredibly sexy.  I told her that and she was really happy I thought that.

Sometimes real life got in the way of our routine.  Christmas fell on a Sunday this year.  Jen and Scott had their regular Friday date; she was home by noon on Saturday (which was of course Christmas eve).  As always on Christmas eve we planned to attend the evening service.  Our routine was to then have a quiet dinner and open our presents to each other.  On Sunday – Christmas – we planned to take the morning train to her parents in Belmont, MA.  We would spend the night, then take the first train back home on Monday.  We always made it a day trip because, frankly, Jen and her father didn’t get along and a day was the most they could stand being under the same roof.

As we got ready for church on Saturday (Christmas eve), Jen asked me if Scott could stop by after.  She wanted to see him since she wouldn’t see him tomorrow on Christmas day.  I didn’t want to be a jerk, and I had Jen all to myself the next day, so I said yes.




CHAPTER 4

 

We got home from church and only had a few minutes alone before Scott arrived.  He brought carryout Chinese food and beer.  I think because it was Christmas eve, Jen sat next to me so it was like Scott was our guest.  But they drifted into their usual playful, flirty banter and soon I felt that I was the third wheel, even though she was sitting next to me.

I was hoping Scott would leave after eating dinner, but he made no move to leave, and Jen wasn’t pushing him out the door either.  Jen and I opened our presents.  We had agreed to only spend $100 on each other because we were saving to buy a house.  Jen got me an old Tom Seaver jersey signed by Tom Terrific himself.  I knew it cost more than $100 but Jen said she got lucky on eBay.  I knew she was lying, and she spent way more than $100, but it made me feel good because it showed she really cared about me.

I gave Jen a signed Bruce Springsteen vinyl album.  Not only was it signed by Bruce, but it was an original pressing of Greetings from Asbury Park, his very first album.  Jen squealed when she opened the wrappings.  I spent way more than $100 too.  When she asked me about it, I grinned at her and said I got lucky on eBay.  She grinned back at me, both of us knowing we were busted.

I also got Jen some moisturizer, for her new tat. It was a small gift, and she didn’t really need to put lotion on her tat anymore, but it was me supporting her.  She understood the meaning behind the gift, and she hugged and kissed me.

Scott had the good graces not to interrupt as Jen and I opened gifts. Still, it bothered me he was even there.  Then it was my turn to watch as they exchanged gifts.  Jen gave Scott a leather wrist band.  It was embroidered with “55-11.”  Scott grinned when he saw the numbers.  They shared a good-natured laugh.  It was clearly an inside joke, and I didn’t get it.  Jen saw my confusion and said, “55 is his number on the Bolts.”  I nodded and asked, “What about 11?”

“Well …,” Jen said and then she giggled and smiled at Scott.  Scott grinned back at her.  I was beginning to feel uncomfortable, the way you feel when the people around you are sharing an inside joke and you don’t know what’s going on.  Then I got it.  11.  The length of Scott’s cock.

With my stomach churning, I watched as Jen opened Scott’s gift.  It was a small box.  Inside were diamond earrings.  Jen squealed when she saw them.  Just like when she saw the Bruce album.  I found myself trying to figure out if she squealed more for my gift or Scott’s.

Jen immediately took off the pearl earrings she was wearing – ones I had given her – and she put on Scott’s diamond earrings.  Then she moved over to him to give him a better look.  “They’re so awesome!” she gushed, and she hugged and kissed him.  Unlike when she hugged and kissed me when we exchanged gifts, she didn’t pull away from Scott.  Soon they were making out on the sofa.

I watched as they made out and fondled.  I couldn’t believe Jen was doing this on Christmas eve.  But then it was Saturday, technically Scott’s day.  And why should anything be different on holidays?  I imagined Jen in a pretty Easter dress after coming home from church, a few months from now, straddling Scott’s lap like she was doing now, sharing spit with him, with his 11 inch cock buried deep inside her. 

Jen finally pulled away from Scott.  She was panting and her cheeks flushed.  She moved to me.  She had a major cum face on.  Her nipples were so hard they dented her dress even through her bra.  “I’m going to spend a little time with Scott,” she told me.  She was still breathing hard.

I nodded.  I wasn’t happy about it, but I nodded.  Reading my emotions, she said “Just an hour.  I promise.”  To appease me, she added “Come and watch us.”

I nodded again, but still kept my face emotionless.  She gave me a weak smile, as if saying “I can’t help it.”  She squeezed my hand and then went back to Scott.  They moved into our bedroom.

I gave them a few minutes, to let them get started.  Then I went into our bedroom.

Jen was on top.  Scott had his pants around his ankles.  Jen’s black dress was off her shoulders and bundled around her waist.  Otherwise, both were still dressed.

Jen’s pretty hands were on Scott’s chest for balance as she rode him. 

She was looking down into his face, her eyelids heavy with lust.  As she moved up and down, I saw her new moon-sun tattoo peak out from behind her bra strap.  Then Scott pushed her bra up and cupped her tits.  Jen moaned as he rubbed her nipples, throwing her head forward and her long blonde hair onto his chest and face.  Jen groaned and her body shook as she came on his cock.

Scott threw Jen onto her hands and knees.  Scott was a big man and Jen was tiny, so he threw her body around like a ragdoll.  Scott pushed her skirt up so now her black Christmas dress was gathered around her waist like a belt.  He pushed in, making Jen grunt and shoving her face into the mattress.  He fucked her really hard, and Jen moaned continuously.  There were no words, just “ah ah ah ah ah” as Scott pounded her.  From my vantage point I saw he wasn’t wearing a condom.  I knew they weren’t using condoms, but my head swirled with cuckold lust and angst whenever I saw his unprotected cock inside my wife.

At the end, Scott flipped Jen back onto her back.  His body tensed and I knew he was about to cum.  He pulled out all the way, with just the tip of his cock head inside her pussy.  They were looking at each other, and Jen was lightly caressing his muscular chest with her nails.  “Cum inside me baby,” she said encouragingly as she looked into his eyes.

Scott nodded, and then he pushed in deep, all the way to the root. With 11 inches I knew he was bottoming out in her.  His cockhead was pressing against the opening of her cervix, perfectly positioned to splash her fertile eggs with his virile seed.

Gripping her hips, Scott pulled out and then back in, his face contorted as he orgasmed.  He slammed in again and again.  I knew each time he was shooting his sperm into my wife.  Jen hugged him tight, pushing back against him, welcoming his seed into her.  I panicked, trying to remember if she was ovulating.  But then I remembered, no, that was a couple weeks ago, and they used condoms then.  Still, I knew the only thing protecting my wife from pregnancy was the pill and it wasn’t 100%.  The risk made me dizzy.

Finally, Scott was done and he collapsed on top of her.  Jen tenderly ran her fingers through his hair.  They kissed and whispered.  I heard Scott whisper “I love fucking you.”

Jen smiled at him and said “I love fucking you too.”

I held my breath, fearing (and hoping) they would confess their love for each other.  But they didn’t say anything more.  Instead, they seemed content with soft kissing.

Eventually Scott pulled out.   He went slow and it seemed to take forever.  His thick shaft was covered with white milky sperm.  I was able to see between Jen’s legs.  Normally her pussy is a short slit with thin lips just a shade darker than the surrounding skin.  Her pussy lips were normally pressed tightly together. Not now though.  Never after Scott gets done with her.  Her pussy gaped open and the lips were red and swollen.  And Scott’s sperm leaked from her pussy and rolled down her thighs to the sheets.

Jen glanced at me and then whispered to Scott, “You better go.”  He nodded and got up.  Jen got up too.  Scott pulled up his pants as Jen fixed her bra and dress (she only half zipped it, just to keep it from falling off her shoulders).  She came to me and kissed me.  “Thank you,” she whispered into my ear.

Jen walked Scott to the door.  “Wear this tomorrow,” he told her, touching the diamond earrings.  “I want to think about you wearing this on Christmas.”

“Of course I’m going to wear them,” Jen gushed smiling at him.  “I want you to wear this too,” she said, touching the leather wristband around his left hand.  They smiled at each other, then kissed.  “Merry Christmas baby,” she softly told Scott and kissed him again.  Then Scott reluctantly left.

Jen came back to me.  “I’ll shower and make the bed,” she told me, as if that solved everything.

I ignored her.  I pushed her back on the bed and pushed up her skirt.  I took out my steel hard cock and rammed into her.  There was no friction.  I could barely feel anything.  But she felt hot and wet from Scott’s sperm.  I pumped a couple of times and then came.  Jen didn’t moan, not even once, and there was no passion on her face.  But she kissed me and held me tight.

I collapsed onto her, just as Scott had done a few minutes before.  As with Scott, she tenderly brushed her fingers through my hair.  “I love you Mike,” she said to me, kissing me on the cheek.

“She didn’t say she loves fucking me,” I thought, consoling myself. “But she did say she loves me.  That’s something.”




CHAPTER 5

 

Jen wore Scott’s diamond earrings the next day.  I didn’t say anything. 

We packed a small overnight bag and took an uber to NYU to pick up Joe.  Joe had a major project at school so couldn’t afford the time to go home for Christmas, so we of course invited him to spend Christmas with us at Jen’s parents.

With Joe there, we shifted back to the normal Mike and Jen.  No mention of Scott or the game.  Just a normal married couple with their brother on Christmas day.  It was nice to be normal again.  To be us again, where “we” meant me and Jen instead of Jen and Scott.  For the first time in a long time, I felt like Jen was exclusively mine again.

But then I’d remember our new reality whenever I saw the sparkle of her new diamond earrings.  Also, this morning, Jen giggled and pulled me into the shower with her.  She was really playful and in a good mood.  She loves Christmas with everything that goes with it, like decorating, making cookies, Christmas carols and TV shows (she loves the classics and always watches                                                         th It’s a Wonderful Life, A Christmas Carol and Miracle on 34 Street at least once during the holiday season).  Also, I think she really appreciated me letting her spend some time with Scott last night without dropping any major drama on her.

In the shower I washed her hair and rubbed her neck like I usually did.  We washed each other.  Then she got down on her knees and went down on me.  As she sucked me, she said “Want to hear what Scott said? Last night when we were cuddling?”

When I nodded, she said “He said he wanted to fuck me last night, so I’d have his cum in me all day today.”  Of course, I groaned and immediately came.  Jen giggled as she licked me clean.  “I knew you’d love that,” she said with a smile in her voice.  Grinning, she kissed the head of my now limp cock and said “He says that a lot.  He wants to fuck me all the time so I’m always walking around with his cum inside me.”

I tried not to look at the earrings or think about these things on the train up to Boston.  My cuckold fantasies were thrilling and addictive and I could easily get lost in them 24/7, but I wanted today to be as normal as possible.

 

I was worried about spending the day with my brother-in-law, given our recent history.  I was afraid he might let something slip to Mike or my family.  Or touch me inappropriately.  But Joey wasn’t stupid.  He behaved himself.

As we chatted on the train, I couldn’t help noticing how different Joey was.  He was still the same person of course, but more confident and mature. He told us he rushed a frat and that had really changed his social life.  He was dating a couple girls, and there was a third he was interested in.  Nothing serious but he was having fun.  I was amazed by the changes.  It was like, all of a sudden, Joey was grown up.  It made me feel good inside, that I had helped a little.

I wore a top with a little slit opening in the back.  I was really happy with my new tattoo and liked showing it off.  I wanted to show my mom and sister the tattoo without taking off my blouse. 

Mike’s attitude about my tat had shifted 180 degrees.  Now he thought it was sexy.  I was surprised when he made me turn around in the train so my back was to Joey.  “Joe, look at Jen’s new tattoo,” he said opening the slit and pulling down my bra strap.

“Really cool,” Joey said.  After I turned around, I looked at Joey.  He was looking back at me and breathing a little harder.  Fortunately, Mike didn’t notice anything.

About 30 minutes from Belmont, I went to the bathroom to freshen up.  I felt a finger reach into the slit of my blouse and pull my bra strap, like a rubber band.  I jerked my head back to see who it was.  I wasn’t surprised to see Joey there, grinning at me.

Joey pushed me into the bathroom.  “Joey, are you freaking crazy?” I hissed at him.  Luckily no one saw us, but Mike was only one train car away.

“The tattoo’s really sexy.  I missed you,” Joey said, the smile still on his face.  He was still the same sweet boy, but more confident now.  He was really handsome too, and I knew he had an awesome body.  Once again I was surprised he hadn’t been snagged up yet by a pretty girl.  But then, he said he was dating, so maybe that was close to happening.  I knew that someday a really lucky girl would be wearing his ring on her finger.

Still, this was Christmas day, and I was with Mike.  “You shouldn’t have come,” I told him.

“I made up that story about a school project,” Joey admitted.  “I knew Mike would invite me.  I missed you.  I wanted to see you.”

My lips parted in surprise.  I couldn’t help feeling flattered.  My affection for Joey came roaring back.  And of course, so did my attraction to him. 

Looking at Joey, I suddenly felt sorry for Mike.  He was clueless about me and Joey.  He thought it was just me and Scott, but it was Joey too. I wondered if maybe I sensed his cuckold fantasies, and that’s why I had sex with Joey.  So many things made sense now.  Like, how Mike’s anger over my love tattoo changed into desire.  How he asked me a lot about what I did with Colin and my other old boyfriends.  How Mike always encouraged me to wear short skirts and dresses that showed a lot of leg when we went out.

So maybe that led to Joey, and Joey led to Scott.  Now I was having so much fun with Scott.  Often when I woke up, the first thing I thought about was Scotty.  When I went to bed, he was the last thing I thought about. I was crushing hard on Scott.  I knew it was NRE, it wouldn’t last.  But I was really enjoying it.

Mike had opened my eyes and now I was a different person.  He’d released my inner slut, reminded me the thrill of being chased, of a new romance. I still loved my husband of course, but I was a new Jen now.  Or maybe I was the Jen I used to be before I met Mike.  I was JenJen again. And I didn’t want to go back. 

“Jen, are you okay?” I heard Joey say. 

The bathrooms in Acelas are big and have huge windows.  I was looking through the window at the east coast of America speeding by as these thoughts went through my head.  I turned back to Joey.  “We don’t have time Joey,” I told him.

“So maybe later we will have time?” Joey said with a hopeful grin.

“Joey you’re crazy,” I said with a laugh.  I pushed him towards the door.  “Go, I have to pee.”  I opened the door and looked both ways.  The coast was clear.  I curled my finger into the waist of his jeans.  “I’ll see you later,” I said, giving his pants a tug.  It was a playful, yet intimate thing, and he smiled at me.  He left.

When I got back, I sat back in my seat next to Mike.  I think Joey’s eyes were on me, but I ignored him.  I leaned into Mike and laid my head on his shoulder.  I thought about last night.  After he came in me, Scotty said “I love fucking you.”  I said back, “I love fucking you too.”

Then, looking into my eyes, Scotty silently mouthed “I love you.”  I know Mike didn’t see, because he would have said something.  I didn’t say anything back to Scott, silent or otherwise.  Thinking about that, with my head on my husband’s shoulder, I looked out the window and watched America speeding by. 

When we got home my dad was all over Mike.  He’d heard about Sapphire and was hoping Mike could let him invest.  Mike had told me Sapphire was only open to really big investors, but my dad was lobbying him really hard to find a way for him to invest.  I was actually relieved he was focused so much on Mike because that meant I didn’t have to talk to him. My dad and I don’t have the best relationship.

Mom and my sister were cooking.  As always, they forgot to get some things and asked me to run to the little 24/7 market.  It was run by a really nice Korean family, and it was always open, even on Christmas.  Joey offered to go with me.

“So, you’re dating?” I asked.  “You’re being nice to the girls, right?”

“Yes, definitely,” Joey assured me immediately.  “I hope you don’t think I’m a player.  We’re just casually dating.  Nothing serious yet.”

“I get it,” I assured him.  I grinned at him and asked, “So, um … any sex yet?”

Joey grinned back at me.  He looked embarrassed.  “It’s weird talking to my sister-in-law about this.”

“Yeah, but I think we’re past that,” I said.

“Yeah,” he said with a nervous laugh.  “One of the girls, Mary, yes. The other girl, Debbie, no.”

“You like Mary more than Debbie?”

“No, I don’t know, maybe,” Joey said.  “I just haven’t gotten that far with Debbie yet.”

“Okay,” I said with a laugh.  Wow.  Joey was really different now.

“I had sex with the other girl, Maggie,” Joey announced proudly.

“The third girl?  I thought you weren’t dating her yet,” I said.

“We’re not yet,” he told me.  “It was a mixer at the frat.  We ended up in my room.”

“I remember that room,” I said with a laugh.  He laughed back.

“I’ve got them on speed dial,” Joey said with a proud grin.  “I can have them whenever I want.  Debbie too.”

He was being arrogant, but I knew he was just trying to impress me. So, I didn’t give him shit about it.  Instead, I said (truthfully), “You don’t have to brag Joey.  I know how good you are in bed.”  I smiled at him, to make it clear I wasn’t giving him shit about anything.

We arrived at the 24/7 market.  Instead of parking in the front, I drove to the back lot.  It was deserted.  “So how do I compare to college girls?” I asked, grinning at him.

Joey boldly reached over and cupped my breast over my blouse. “You’re way prettier Jen,” he gushed.  “And way sexier.”  He leaned in and kissed me.  I kissed him back.

He unbuttoned my blouse and pushed his hand inside my bra.  He rubbed my nipples and kissed up my neck.  God.  I rolled my head back and moaned.  I could tell he was practicing with other girls because he was even better than before.

“Joey, Joey, Joey,” I moaned, pushing away from him.  I was panting.  So was he.  I looked down and saw a huge tent in his pants. 

I wanted him.  I wanted to show him I was a better fuck than those college girls.  And I wanted to feel Joey inside me again.  Scott was longer, but Joey thicker.  I wanted to remember how Joey felt.  Compare him to Scott.

I thought about what Scott said to me, what I told Mike that morning. That he wanted to fuck me so much I was always walking around with his cum in my pussy.  Then I thought about fucking Joey, right here in the parking lot.  And then walking around all day at home, being around Mike all day, with his brother’s sperm inside me.  It got me hot.  So hot it made me dizzy.

I begun undoing Joey’s pants.  “Do you use condoms with those girls?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said, hurriedly raising his butt to help me pull down his pants.

“You swear?” I said seriously. “Every time?” I didn’t want to put Mike (or Scott) at risk.

“I swear to god I always use condoms,” Joey swore.

Joey helped me take off my blouse and jeans.  He pushed his seat back and I got on top of him, straddling his thighs.  As he kissed and fondled me, I reached between our bodies and guided him into me.

God!  He was so thick!  But he went inside me easier this time.  I guess Scotty was stretching my pussy.  Still, Joey was noticeably thicker than Scott.  It felt wonderful!  The way his cock stretched me.  It felt so fucking good!

We had a fast, frantic fuck.  The nastiness of the situation really turned me on!  Fucking on Christmas day, with my husband’s younger brother!  I knew I was probably going to hell but god it turned me on so much!  I came hard, moaning into Joey’s mouth to stifle my screams.  Then I rode Joey hard and he came inside me.  I used my pussy muscles to milk every drop of cum from him. I wanted to be filled with his sperm!

Afterwards, we giggled like naughty kids as we hurriedly dressed.  I made Joey inspect me to make sure I looked okay, and I did the same for him.  I told Joey there wasn’t going to be any more funny business at my parent’s house and he agreed.  He asked if he could see me back in New York, maybe the next time Mike traveled for work.  I hesitated, then told him maybe, I’d let him know.

When we got home Mike was waiting for me.  I guess he’d had enough of my father (I don’t blame him).  I took his hand and kissed him. Mike knew me better than anyone.  Could he tell I was freshly fucked? Could he tell I’d just cum on his brother’s cock, and I was full of his sperm? But Mike didn’t say anything.  He put his arm around me, and I leaned into him.  He was really affectionate with me all day.  I was too, to him.  But at times, I couldn’t help thinking about Joey.  And Scott.  Especially Joey.  He was going to make a lucky girl really happy someday.  He had the best qualities of Mike and Scott. 

Before going to bed I took a shower.  I didn’t want to risk Mike smelling sex on my naked body.  As always, we slept in my childhood bedroom.  It only had a twin bed, so we had to snuggle.  Neither of us minded that.  I loved being in his arms.  He was gentle, and there was so much tenderness and caring there.  It reminded me why I loved him.

As we kissed and snuggled, our talk turned to the game.  Mike brought it up.  I think he needed to know where my head was, and I completely understood that because I was certainly going head over heels over Scott.

“The hardest part is knowing you’re sharing things with Scott that you would’ve been sharing with me if we didn’t start doing this,” he whispered to me.  “It’s become more than sex.  Scott’s a real boyfriend, not just a lover, and you’re opening yourself to him.  Not just your legs,” he said with a sad smile, “But your heart.”

When Mike said things like this it always confused me.  I said, “But this is want you want, right?”

I saw him struggling to answer.  Finally, he said “Yeah, it’s just … it’s weird you dating another guy.  You’re so happy all the time, and I want you to be happy.  But I know it’s Scott why you’re happy, not me.  It’s hard seeing that.”

I didn’t know what to say.  He wants this, I’m doing it, then when I do it he gets upset, but he doesn’t want me to stop.  How do you respond to that?

“Can you tell me why you like Scott so much?” he asked.  I looked at Mike.  Our rule was honesty and no sugar coating it.  I had a feeling he wanted his cuckold buttons pushed.  So, I told him the truth.

“I guess I like the way Scott’s so confident,” I told him.  “Like when we have sex.  He does what he wants with me.  He wants me to cum, but he doesn’t really care if I cum, you know?  It’s about him.  He uses me.  He doesn’t ask, he just does whatever he wants.”

Mike nodded, as if processing that.  I could tell he was hot.  He whispered, “Like what, for example?”

I thought about it, trying to think of a good example.  “Like, when I go down on you, it’s usually in bed,” I said.  “We kiss and I play with you with my hand, and I move down and suck you.  Right?”

He nodded, agreeing that’s how our sex usually went.  “With Scott, it’s usually not in bed,” I said, describing how I gave Scott blowjobs.  “He pulls me down onto my knees.  He doesn’t give me a choice, he pushes me down.  One time he pushed me down and then he said ‘go ahead, you know what to do.’  Like, he expected it, I had no choice.”

“And that gets you hot,” Mike said.

I nodded.  “Colin was like that,” I said.  “It scared me back then, how much I liked it.  Girls aren’t suppose to be like that.  We’re supposed to be strong and independent.  But now I get me better.”  I smiled at him and rubbed his chest, and said “You’re a big part of that Mike.  I know I have you, you’re my anchor.  So I can let myself go with Scott.”

“Maybe I can be that way,” he hesitantly offered.

“I don’t want you to Mike,” I said immediately.  “You’re so nice. 

That’s why I fell in love with you.  I don’t want you to change.  Besides, it’s not you.  It wouldn’t be the same thing if you did it.”

He was silent, thinking about that.  After a few moments I softly said “I want to tell you something.  Because I want to be completely honest.  I don’t want to stop seeing Scott.  I’m not ready to stop.  I want to explore this me some more.  But I want you to know I can’t do this without you.  You really are my anchor, Mike.  I need you.”

He stared at me.  He looked pleased, but also alarmed.  I guess he assumed I’d stop if he put his foot down.  

“I don’t know what to say,” he finally said.  “You’re not giving me a choice.  You want to keep seeing Scott, so you’re going to keep seeing Scott. I have no say in this.”

I gave Mike a crooked grin and said what I said the other day.  “What about all this isn’t awesome for you?  I’m dating another man.  I’m crushing on him.  We’re having wild sex.  Isn’t this exactly what you want?”

Mike grinned back at me.  He took my left hand and rubbed my wedding rings.  “I guess as long as you’re still wearing these when we’re done,” he said.

“I will be Mike,” I promised.

We had slow sex with me on top.  I was worried he’d notice I was loose from Joey, but I guess he assumed my looseness was because of Scott last night.  He came fast.  And honestly, I wanted him to cum fast because I was sore from Joey today and Scott last night.  But I think he had a really good orgasm. 

Mike spooned me and held me tight.  I thought about Scott.  And I thought about Joey.  I had 3 men, and they all thought I was the sexiest thing alive.  I felt wicked, but god so alive.  And happy.  I pulled Mike’s arm tighter around me and drifted off to sleep.




CHAPTER 6

 

A couple weeks later I had to travel for work.  I’d be gone for over a week.  Jen asked me if she could spend time with Scott while I was away.  I asked how much time and we talked about it.  It was kind of up in the air, but she said it was possible – even probable – she’d stay with Scott at his apartment the whole time I was away. 

I told her I had to think about it.  I was happy she was being honest with me.  But I had a lot of concerns about her spending some much time with Scott.  They were already close, and this would only make them grow closer.  But that excited me too.  I guess I was masochist about it.  I looked it up, masochist means “a person who derives sexual gratification from their own pain or humiliation.”  That was me.  I wanted Jen to grow closer to Scott.  I wanted their feelings for each other to grow stronger.  I wanted her to cum on his cock for a whole week straight.  I wanted him to stretch out her pussy and ruin her for me.

I know it’s fucked up.  But my desires were like a drug.  So in the end I told her I was okay with it.  I made her promise though to call and text me so we would stay connected.

True to her word, Jen sent me pictures.  Many of them fucking.  But also pictures when they were hanging out, some in Scott’s apartment, others out in public.  Many were with Scott’s basketball friends.  It made sense they mostly socialized with Scott’s friends as then Jen could openly be his girlfriend.

I studied each picture.  I noticed a few things.  First, Jen was wearing Scott’s diamond earrings in all the pictures.  She never took them off.  It caused me angst that she was wearing another man’s jewelry.  But I also saw she always wore her wedding rings, so that made me feel better.

They went out almost every night and did fun things together.  They saw Hamilton on Broadway.  Jen went to another one of his basketball games.  One night they even went bowling at one of those hip bars/bowling alleys. 

There was a picture at Hamilton.  It must have been taken by someone else, as it didn’t look like a selfie.  Jen and Scott were sitting in their seats. He had his arm around her and she was leaning into him.  Their heads were close together, and they were smiling into the camera.  I probably stared at that picture more than any other.  They looked like a couple, like they belonged together.  It wasn’t at all sexual, but I jerked off more than once staring at that picture.

Around Wednesday I saw Jen added a braid to her hair.  It was just a single thin braid that ran down the left side of her face.  When we next spoke on the phone, I asked her about it.  She said Scott mentioned it so she braided her hair for him.  She asked if I liked it.  With my stomach churning I said it looked really pretty (which was true).

Scott texted me pictures too.  There was a selfie as they waited in line for Hamilton.  The message said “Don’t worry, I’m taking good care of our girl.” 

Our girl.   She was my wife, she was supposed to belong only to me. She was supposed to be exclusively mine.  But she wasn’t anymore.  Not since we began playing the game. 

There was a picture of Jen impaled on his cock.  He was balls deep and her pussy lips were stretched tight around his thick shaft.  Jen had sweat on her brow, and she was grimacing.  Clearly, she was struggling to take all 11 inches of him.  Scott’s text message said “Pretty soon she’ll be able to take my cock easier.”

I wondered if Scott was sending these messages as a joke, to push my cuckold buttons.  Or was he trying to one up me, to show the control he had over my wife.  Probably some of both.

Friday night they went to happy hour with their work friends.  All the pictures showed Jen with Scott.  She wasn’t just standing or sitting next to him.  She looked with him.  They looked together.  Didn’t her work friends suspect something was up between them? Wasn’t Jen worried about that? I wanted to talk to her about it but decided to wait until I was back home so we could talk face-to-face.

Jen sent me short videos.  In one Scott was fucking her really hard. So hard Jen was whimpering and chanting uncontrollably.  At one point she screamed “You’re making me cum!  You’re making me fucking cum!” Moments later, as he pounded her through her orgasm, she screamed “Make me your slut!  Make me your freaking slut!”  A little later she yelled “I love your cock Scotty!  I love you in me!” 

I watched the video over and over.  What Jen said was more disturbing – and arousing – than the actual fucking.  I wondered why she sent these particular videos to me?  More to talk about when I got home.

I finally got home Sunday morning.  Jen wasn’t there and that bothered me.  I didn’t expect her to meet me at the airport, but she could at least be home when I got there.  I called her cell.  I expected maybe she’d be out of breath, in the middle of fucking Scott again.  But instead she was in a taxi.  “I’m sorry baby, I’m running a little late, I’ll be there soon,” she told me.

We hugged and kissed when she got home.  I looked at her.  “What?” she asked me.

We hadn’t seen each other for over a week.  During that time, she’d been with another man almost the whole time.  I said, “I’m trying to figure out if you look different.”

Jen smiled at me.  “Well, I think I’m the same girl,” she said.  “But I do have something to talk to you about.”

I suddenly felt wary, and a sense of dread.  “Let’s get into bed and talk about it,” I suggested.  It was what we always did when we talked about the game.  We got undressed and caressed each other as we spoke, and then made love.

The first warning sign was when she said, “Let’s just sit down.”  She took my hand and led me to the sofa.  She looked nervous, like she needed to tell me something but wasn’t sure how to say it.  It got me nervous too.  And scared.

“You spent a lot of time with Scott,” I said, wanting to start the conversation. 

“I did,” she said with a nod.

“You had fun?”

“Definitely, it was awesome,” she gushed. Then, out of the blue, she said, “Scott’s birthday is this Wednesday.”

I frowned.  “The CNN reception is on Wednesday,” I reminded her. My firm was having a reception to celebrate the success of Sapphire.  It was set for Wednesday because Sapphire was going to be featured in a special segment on CNN.  I was going to be in it.  Jasmine Kelly (who used to work for ESPN and looked like a young Erin Andrews) had interviewed me for a segment on CNN.   It was a big night for me.

“I know, I didn’t forget, I’m excited about it,” Jen assured me.  “But I was wondering if Scotty could come over after?”  She said again, “It’s his birthday.”

I didn’t like the idea.  It was my day – I was going to be on TV! – but if Scott was there, it would be all about him.  Just like when Sapphire launched, yet he got all the attention because of his promotion to partner.

When I hesitated, Jen said, “If it was your birthday, I’d be saying the same thing to Scott.”

I stared at her.  “About spending time with me on my birthday?” I asked her incredulously.  “You’d need Scott’s permission for that?”

“No, I’m sorry, that came out wrong,” Jen said immediately.  “I’m just nervous.”

“Nervous about what?” I asked.  “You’re nervous about his birthday?”

“Sort of,” Jen replied.  “It’s what he wants for his birthday present.”

“What?”

“He wants to take things farther.  Me and him.  He wants to take things farther,” she said.  Then with a resolute expression and a stiffened back, she added “And honestly I do too.”

“Take it farther, how?” I asked.  Now my stomach was really churning.

“You know Scotty’s helping me explore my sub side?” Jen said.  “He calls it sub-space.”

I nodded.  I’d heard it called that before.  “So how does that affect us?” I asked.

Jen hesitated, then said “It’s hard for me to feel like Scotty’s bottom if I only see him Friday and Saturdays.”

“You just saw him a whole week,” I pointed out.  Exasperation was creeping into my voice.

“I know, and that let us really explore things.  I’m really getting to understand myself, Mike.  Scotty’s majorly helping me.  But now I’m back here.”

I stared at Jen.  With a lump in my throat, I said “Are you saying you want to move in with Scott?”

“Of course not Mike,” Jen said immediately, taking my hands in hers. “I love you.  This isn’t about us.  It’s not about our marriage.  It’s about me exploring things.”

“Then what?” I asked.

“I want to try giving complete control to Scott,” Jen told me. 

“Control of what?” I asked.

“Of me,” Jen said.

I stared at her, speechless.  “Where does that leave me?” I asked, my throat dry.

“If Scott owns me,” Jen said.  “Then you have to ask his permission.”

“For what?”

“For everything.  To touch me.  To see me naked.  For sex.  It would be like Fridays and Saturdays, but all the time.”

“Jen …,” I said, my head spinning as I tried to process all this.

“But we could hold hands, and hug, and spoon in bed.  We could be romantic all the time. He’d have my body, not my heart.  So that part’s better right?”

“So, in other words, we’ll be platonic roommates 24/7?” I said bitterly. 

“No Mike,” she said pleadingly, squeezing my hands again. “Everything will be normal.  I just said we’d be romantic and affectionate all the time.  I’m all yours.  Except physically.  Sexually.  That’ll belong to Scott.” 

I stared at her, speechless again.  I was breathing hard.  She could tell this was exciting me.  She gave me a hopeful smile and asked, “Doesn’t this push your buttons too?  It’s like those stories on Literotica and ourhotwives. When the husband gets denied.”

“When would it start?” I asked.  My throat was so dry my words were barely audible.

“It’s already started,” Jen told me.

I stared at her again.  She wasn’t asking me.  She was telling me.

“I haven’t seen you in a week,” I said, putting my hand on her knee and caressing her with my thumb.  “I haven’t had sex in a week.  I’m dying.”

“You can ask Scott if you want,” she said, gently pushing my hand away.  “But I think he’ll say no.”

“You’re serious about this,” I said.  “I can’t touch you.”

“Just not sexually,” she said.  “But affection ….”

“Sex is a big part of affection!” I told her, frustrated and angry.  “Sex is a big part of marriage!”

She winced at the anger in my voice.  “This isn’t easy for me either,” she admitted in a soft voice. Her pretty face looked torn too. “But that’s why I need to do this.  If it was easy, it wouldn’t be a journey.  I want to do this Mike.  It’s the only time in my life I’ll be able to explore this side of me.”

“So what, I never get to have sex with my wife again?” I angrily snapped.

“Of course, we’ll have sex again,” Jen assured me in a soothing voice.  “This won’t last forever.  Just 3 months.  That’s what Scott wants for his birthday.  From both of us.  He wants me to be his sexually for 3 months.” 

I stared at her.  I didn’t know what to say.

Jen undressed and got ready for bed with the door closed.  Then she opened the door for me.  When I came in, she was wearing the PJs again with the long sleeve shirt and long pants.

I spooned her from behind, but I wasn’t allowed to touch her breasts. When she felt my erection pressing against her, she moved away until we weren’t touching.  “Please work with me on this Mike,” she said pleadingly.

 

I was still adjusting to all this when Wednesday rolled around.  We agreed to meet at the CNN reception.  Jen promised not to be late, and true to her word, she arrived a few minutes early. She looked amazing as usual.  She wore a black dress, tan hose and black heels.  It was a classic “little black dress” outfit and she looked stunning.  She was easily the prettiest girl in the room.  She turned every male head in the room, and my colleagues gave me admiring and even envious glances.  But of course, they didn’t know I was cut off from her body.  They didn’t know her entire sexual life was with another man.

The partners made speeches gushing about how great I was.  Then we watched the CNN segment.  Jasmine Kelly called Sapphire not just evolutionary but revolutionary in the financial world, and she gave me most of the credit.  Jen was smiling ear-to-ear.  She beamed at me and squeezed my arm, and gushed into my ear “I’m so proud of you.”

Then we were in a yellow taxi going home.  She held my hand and sat close to me, but when I tried to kiss her and put my hand on her leg, she gently pushed me away and said, “Mike please.”

She asked the driver to stop at a market.  While I waited, she ran inside to buy a birthday cake, candles and champagne.  Sitting back beside me in the taxi, she opened a small bag so I could see inside.  It was a box of condoms.  “I just want to show you I’m being responsible,” she whispered to me, in a low voice so the driver couldn’t hear.

I saw a lot of irony in that.  But I didn’t want to start an argument.  I whispered, “You’re ovulating?”  When she nodded, I whispered “What if he won’t use a condom?”  Scott was her master right?  How far did this game go?

“Scotty’s not like that Mike,” she said, once again sticking up for him.  “He’d never do anything to hurt me.”

As we drove on in the darkness, I was wondering what was worse. That my wife was giving her body so completely to another man?    Or that she was so emotionally close to him that she trusted him so much?  It was agony.  But, I admit, delicious agony.  I was so hard in my pants in hurt.

Scott arrived a little bit after us.  He took Jen into his arms and kissed her, like he owned her.  Which I guess he did.

Jen melted into him and kissed him back.  My breathing got heavier as I watched.

Finally, Jen pulled away and she looked at me a little embarrassed. She asked me to open the champagne as she got the cake ready.

We sang happy birthday as the candles blazed on the cake.  There were 11 candles.  One for each decade, one for each year, and one for good luck.  Scott was 37 (I was 32 and Jen 29).  I realized Jen would almost surely make full partner before she was 37, so he wasn’t that hot shit.  But I didn’t say that, as to her it would sound petty.  Still, I was only 32 and Jasmine Kelly called my work “not just evolutionary but revolutionary.”  That made me feel better, especially since Jasmine was incredibly beautiful.  Although there were rumors she was a lesbian and I have to admit that took something out of it.

“This is a perfect birthday,” Scott said smiling at Jen.  He was sitting next to her on the sofa, and I was across from them.  He had his hand casually on her knee like he was her husband instead of me.  “And I want to thank you for your gift,” he said still smiling at her.  “And you too buddy, thank you too,” he said grinning at me.

I didn’t say anything.  What was there to say?  He won and I lost. 

Reading my mind, Scott said “You probably think I’m taking your wife away from you.  Not doing that at all.  She’s on a journey and I’m just helping her grow.  In 3 months, you’ll have her back.”

Jen was smiling encouragingly at me.  So was Scott.  Like we were all in this together.  Sitting around a campfire singing Kumbaya.

“What happens in 3 months?” I asked.

“You get Jen back,” Scott said.

I glared at him.  At Jen too.  She was my wife, yet I needed him to give her back to me?  This was so fucked up. 

Jen saw I was getting angry.  She came over to me.  “Calm down baby,” she whispered in my ear.  “You said what matters is I’m still wearing this when we’re done,” she said, pressing my hand against the wedding rings on her left hand.  “I will be,” she promised.  “So, let’s worry about later, later.”

“But will he still be involved then?” I whispered back.

“I don’t know,” she whispered.  “I want to give you an answer.  But I don’t know now where I’ll be 3 months from now.  I just don’t know Mike.”

I stared at her.  In my head, I understood what she was saying.  But my heart was breaking hearing that she was so in-like with Scott she might not be ready to end it even after being sexually exclusive to him for 3 months.

“I’ll never take these off,” she promised, pressing my palm against her wedding rings again.  “Does that help?”

Actually it did.  At least she would have a constant reminder that she was my wife.  I begrudgingly nodded, and she smiled at me.  She kissed me on the cheek, and then went back to Scott.

“So Jenny says you’re salty about not seeing her body,” Scott said with a chuckle.  “You get it though, right bro?  Jenny’s a sub.  She can have only 1 master.”

I looked at Jen.  She was submissively looking down at her feet. When Scott said “master” she seemed to shiver slightly.

“So me, as her master, I control her body,” Scott said matter-of-factly.  “I control who she fucks.  I control when she cums.  And I can’t have you dicking with my fuck toy.  It’ll ruin what I’m trying to do with her.  You get that, right bro?”

I was breathing hard.  Not only was this pushing Jen’s buttons, it was pushing mine too.  Somehow, I still managed to glare at him.  “What are you saying?” I hissed.

“I’ll let you see Jenny’s body.  Anytime you want.  You can touch her too,” Scott said.  “If you agree to put your dick in a cage.  And I get the key.”

I stared at Scott, shocked.  Jen was looking at me too.  She had an intrigued look on her face, as if curious as to what I was going to do.

I knew what Scott was trying to do.  He was already fucking my wife.  He controlled her body.  But that wasn’t enough.  Now he wanted to control me.  He wanted me to submit to him.  And the fact he was doing this in front of Jen was intentional.  He wanted me to give up my manhood with my wife watching. 

Jen used to get hot for me.  Okay, maybe we never had the red-hot passionate sex she got with Scott, but she used to get wet for me, she used to desire sex with me.  I hoped someday we’d get back to that. But I knew if I submitted to Scott, if I let him put my cock in a cage, she’d lose all respect for me.  I’d no longer be a man to her.  She might still love me.  But she would never have any passion or sexual interest in me again.

“No,” I told him. 

Scott raised an eyebrow.  “Are you sure bro?” he asked.  “3 months is a long time without seeing or touching Jenny’s sexy body.  I might even let you have a piece of her sometimes.”

I almost said, “I don’t need pity fucks,” but I knew that would make me look even more pathetic to Jen.  So, I said again “No.”

Scott shrugged, like he didn’t really care either way.  I couldn’t tell if he was pissed.  Maybe he really didn’t care either way.  Finally, he got up and held out his hand to Jen.  She took his hand and stood up too. “Time for my other birthday present,” he said, grinning at me.  He winked at me as he squeezed my wife’s ass.

Scott pulled Jen towards the bedroom, but she hesitated.  She whispered something to him.  He shrugged and then nodded and went into our bedroom.

As Scott went into our bedroom, Jen came to me.  She got a wrapped box from behind the chair and gave it to me.  “I wanted to get you something, for your big day,” she said smiling at me.  I opened the wrapping.  It was a bottle of Highland Park scotch.  But the bottle was black and the label read Highland Park Dark Origins.  “The man at the store said this is really good,” she explained.  “They use sherry casks and that makes it darker and richer.”

I held the bottle in my hands, staring at it.  “Thank you,” I said, my voice barely audible.

“Do you want me to pour you a glass?” she asked.  “Here,” she said before I could answer.  She went into the kitchen.  When she returned a moment later, she was carrying 2 glasses.  “The man said you might like it without ice.  So, I got you both, so you can try it both ways.”

I looked at the glasses in her hands.  One had ice, the other didn’t. “Thank you,” I said.

Jen put the glasses on the table and smiled weakly at me.  She sat on my lap and hugged me.  “I know this is hard for you,” she whispered into my ear.  “Thank you for letting me do this.”

I nodded.  This was so incredibly surreal.  One moment she was my sweet, loving wife.  The next she was going into the bedroom to fuck her lover.  And he owned her body.  She was my wife, but I wasn’t allowed to touch her or see her naked.  This was so fucking surreal.

She moved to get up, but I grabbed her wrist.  “Just don’t fall in love with him,” I told her.

Jen gently pressed her forehead against mine.  “Baby, stop worrying about that,” she said gently.  She kissed my cheek and then said again, “Don’t worry about that.”   She gave me an encouraging smile. Then she went to Scott in our bedroom.

They fucked for 2 hours.  I watched some.  I guess I was allowed to see Jen naked when she was with Scott. 

Jen made Scott wear a condom because it was a dangerous time of the month for her.  That was a consolation.  And I came too.   Twice.  Once when Scott was fucking her brains out.  The second time after they had both cum and she was snuggling in his arms.  Both my orgasms were really intense, and they left me gasping.

After Scott left, Jen changed the sheets and showered with the bathroom door closed.  She came out with her hair wet and wearing the same PJs.  She got into bed and under the covers with me.  She lay on her side, looking at me.  We were both quiet for a long time.  “I’m glad you said no. About the cage,” she finally said, tenderly stroking my cheek.  “He was just being a shit.”

“So, you know he’s a shit but you like him anyway,” I said with bitter sarcasm.

She was about to say something but stopped.  She knew I got upset when she defended him.  “I don’t like him like I like you,” she said.  “Like I love you.”  She stroked my cheek again and smiled at me.  “I’m so proud of you Mike.  About Sapphire and the CNN interview.”

It seemed like she was happier about Scott’s birthday than my success, but I didn’t say that as I didn’t want to get into an argument.  So instead, I nodded and forced a smile.  She read through it though.  “I know the difference between real and fantasy Mike,” she told me.  “Scott’s fantasy. But what you’re doing, it’s real.  It’s freaking amazing.  You’re going to change the world.”

I smiled again, and this time it was more genuine.  But not completely.  Scott got her body, not me.  He got to kiss her, he got her hand around his cock, he got to penetrate her.  Not me.

I knew I was being a child.  It was my fault.  I’d let it happen.  Now if I tried to stop it, I might push Jen to pick Scott over me.  I wasn’t going to do that.  I loved her too much.  I wasn’t going to risk our marriage.

“Thanks for the scotch,” I said.

“Did you try it?” she asked.

“Not yet.  Tomorrow,” I said.

Jen nodded.  She noticed I was hard.  “Maybe you should take a cold shower,” she suggested.

“I’ve got my hand,” I joked with a half laugh.

We spooned and Jen eventually fell asleep.  I rolled onto my back.  I took out my cock and began stroking myself.  I fantasized about Scott fucking my wife.




CHAPTER 7 – BEGINNING

 

 

OF MONTH 1 OF 3

 

So, this became my new normal. My new reality. I was cut off from my wife’s body.  I wasn’t part of her sex life.  That was all Scott.

When we were together, Jen and I were a normal married couple.  We held hands and kissed, and she was always really affectionate to me and gave me a lot of attention.  But nothing sexual.  She didn’t look to me for sex and didn’t need it from me either.  She got all she needed from Scott. 

Jen and Scott started having sex during the week.  They kept their dates to just Fridays and Saturdays, but also started stealing away from work an hour here and there for a quickie.  Since Jen worked for Scott, they were together more so it was easy. 

I think now that they were sexually exclusive to each other, they wanted each other more, like newlyweds.  By the time she got home to me in the evenings, Scott had completely sexually satisfied her, so she didn’t need me for that.  Even if I wasn’t cut off from her sexually, she wouldn’t have needed me for her sexual needs.  It made me wonder what would happen after the 3 months were over.  Would Jen desire me sexually?  Or would she just have sex with me because I was her husband, like pity fucks?

One time I said to Jen that Scott took all her horniness so that’s why she didn’t look to me for sex.   She hugged me and rubbed my arm (what she always did to make me feel better) and assured me it wasn’t easy for her either.  Still though, she never let me see her body or touch her sexually.

I was hard all the time.  When I beat off, I got hard again almost instantly. 

Jen started dressing even sexier for Scott – seeing her wearing tighter and more revealing outfits only made it worse for me.  Also, she always wore his diamond earrings, and she did her hair with that single long braid running down the side of her pretty face.  Dressing for Scott.  Not for me, but for another man.  It got me so hot.

Jen wore dresses and blouses that showed off her new tat.  She went braless.  All to make herself pretty and fuckable for Scott.  That made it worse for me too.  I was constantly hard.

I jerked off constantly.  Once or twice at work.  Even more at home. My dick was getting raw from all the stroking I was doing.  The bigger problem though was I got depressed after cumming.  So, emotionally, I was up and down a lot.  Still, it was the most exciting sexual time of my life. Which was ironic, since it came at the expense of my wife’s body.

I got pictures and videos.  Sometimes from Jen, sometimes Scott. One time Scott sent me a video of Jen blowing him.  It looked like they were in his office.  He was sitting at his desk with his pants down and shirt off. Jen was on her knees, between his legs.  Her long blonde hair bounced up and down as her head bobbed on his shaft.  Scott had his hands on either side of her head.  I watched as he pushed her lower.  Jen sucked and licked his balls, and then he pushed her still lower.  He said, “Lick my ass.” 

Jen doesn’t like ass play.  She does it for me sometimes because she knows I love it (who doesn’t?) but I would never force her because I know she thinks it’s gross.  She’s the love of my life, my goddess, I would never force her to do anything.  But Scott was forcing her.  He was pushing her head down and not giving her a choice about it. 

I watched as Scott moaned and rolled his head back as Jen licked his puckered asshole.  “Yeah Mike, I love it when she licks my ass,” he said into the phone.  Jen’s eyes snapped towards the phone, I guess realizing for the first time Scott was recording this.  Then Scott snapped “Eat my ass slut” and Jen went back to working on him.

All I could see was the top of Jen’s blonde head as her nose was stuck in his crack and she was licking his ass.  She used her hands to stroke his shaft as she rimmed him with her tongue.  This went on for long minutes. Jen had never licked my ass that long, not even close.  Finally, Scott grunted and came.  Ribbons of his spunk shot from his cock and splashed on his chest.  Without being asked, Jen eagerly licked his cum from his six-pack stomach and cut chest. I watched as she licked along the ridges of his six-pack.  Still breathing hard, Scott grinned into the phone and said “See bro? Jenny’s my ass-licking slut now.”

Jen giggled and said, “You’re so bad.”

Scott smiled at her.  He pulled her to him, so now she was snuggled into his chest.  “Say hi to your husband Jenny,” he said grinning at me into the phone.

Still smiling and giggling, Jen looked into the phone and said, “Hi baby.”

I watched that video over and over.  The Jen in the video seemed so different than the sweet girl I knew and married.  She had really changed. She was more confident. She was really embracing her sexuality (she’d call it her “inner slut”).  Sometimes when she was with me, she’d look off in the distance, and I’d know she was thinking about Scott.  She listened to different music and watched different TV shows, and I knew they were ones she watched with him.  All this cut at my heart, but it kept my dick hard too.

Like a fly attracted to fire, I found myself going on their dates with Scott’s basketball friends.  I liked watching them together, interacting like a couple.  It was agony but so delicious too.  I guess that sums up life as a cuck.

Jen usually went braless and wore blouses or dresses with slits or that scooped down to reveal her sun and moon tattoo.  When Scott had his arm around her, he usually stroked her back, over her tat, like he was telling everyone she got inked for him.  Seeing him do that always got me hot.

I liked seeing Scott curl his finger into the back pocket of her jeans. And seeing Jen hugging his arm and leaning into him and smiling into his eyes.  And watching them whispering to each other or sharing an inside joke. Things like that always got me so hot.

 

Most of Scott’s friends were couples, either married or in serious relationships.  Sometimes though singles would join the group.  That’s how I met Bitsy.  She was a friend of one of the girlfriends. 

I thought I didn’t hear right when she was introduced to me.  I thought she said her name was Betsy.  No, her name really was Bitsy.  She got the nickname when she was a kid, because she was so small.  She still was tiny, probably 5 feet and barely 100 pounds.  I always thought Jen was tiny, but she probably had 4 inches and maybe 10 pounds on Bitsy. 

Bitsy was cute.  Not beautiful, but she was cute.  She was skinny but knew how to dress to be attractive.  She wasn’t a head turner, but you wouldn’t turn away either. 

I ended up spending time with Bitsy because we were both single, so we always got paired up whenever the group did couple activities.  It wasn’t a hardship to hang with her.  Bitsy was nice, I liked her.  She was the kind of girl you’d be friends with in college.  You wouldn’t lust after her, or even date her, but you’d like having her around because she was so nice and easy to get along with. 

When I met Bitsy, she was 34 but was about to turn 35.  She had short brown hair.  She didn’t wear makeup and that, combined with being so tiny, made her look younger.  From a distance she looked like a high school teenager, which was pretty amazing given she was only 5 years from being 40 years old.

Bitsy wasn’t married or dating anyone.  I told her I was married but separated (like Jen, I wore my wedding ring).  “Funny.  Just like Scott’s Jen,” she said.

“That’s actually part of the reason we’re friends,” I told Bitsy.  It was the story Jen and I had agreed on.  “We were friends in college.  We reconnected on Facebook, because we’re both going through the same thing.”

“You mean failed marriages,” Bitsy said.

“Our marriages aren’t failures.  I’m trying to get back together with my wife,” I said.  “I think Jen is too, trying to get back together with her husband.”

“She doesn’t look like she’s trying to get back together,” Bitsy said, looking across the bar at Jen.  I looked too.  Jen was laughing with Scott and holding his arm.  As we watched, Scott pulled Jen into his arms and they kissed.  He ran his hands down her back and into the back pockets of her skinny jeans, squeezing her ass.

There it was again.  Cuckold angst.  Delicious agony.  God I was so hard.

“Are you okay?” Bitsy asked me.

“What?” I sputtered.  I’d forgotten she was there.

Bitsy eyed me.  She gave me a knowing smile and said, “Are you sure you’re not trying to get together with Jen?”

“What?” I said not understanding.

“You’re always looking at her,” Bitsy said, that smile still on her face.  “Let me guess.  You had a crush on Jen in college.  She married someone else.  So did you.  But now you’re both getting divorced.  It’s your chance with her again, but Scott’s in the way.”

I stared at Bitsy.  Then I said, “I told you.  She’s trying to get back together with her husband.  I’m trying to get back together with my wife.  Jen and I are just friends.”

“Okay, whatever,” Bitsy said with a shrug.  “I’m happy to hear that though.  That you’re not holding out hope for Jen.  Because she’s really into Scott.   She’s probably in love with him. Believe me, girls can tell these things.”

People were dancing in the bar.  Not just on the dance floor but everywhere.  The lights were really low.  A slow song started playing and Bitsy said “You wanna dance?”  Before I could respond she wrapped her arms around me and started swaying.  I had no choice but to put my arms around her too.  I didn’t want to offend her.  To be honest though, it felt good to hold a girl that way again.

I’d just been watching Jen with Scott so of course I was hard.  I always got hard when I watched them together.  Pressed against me, Bitsy felt my erection.  Of course, she assumed it was because of her.  She looked up at me and said, “Do you want to get out of here?”

I was instantly nervous.  I hadn’t been with another girl, in any romantic or sexual way, since meeting Jen over 10 years ago.  “I’m trying to get back together with my wife,” I stammered.

“But you’re separated,” Bitsy said.

“Yeah but ….,” I said.  “I still love her.”

Bitsy looked disappointed.  But she smiled at me.  “That’s really sweet,” she said.  “But we can be friends right?”

“Yes, absolutely,” I said.  I liked Bitsy.  I wanted to be friends.

“My birthday is next Saturday,” she told me.  With a laugh she said “I’m at the point in my life I don’t celebrate birthdays anymore.  But it sucks being alone.  Want to take me to dinner?”

 

I talked to Jen about Bitsy’s invitation the next day (after she got home from spending the night with Scott).  She didn’t like the idea.  She frowned and said “We didn’t start this for you to have sex with other girls.  I know that’s not fair. I’m just saying.”

“Bitsy’s not talking about sex.  It’s just dinner,” I said.

Jen shook her head and laughed under her breath.  “Mike, she’s turning 35.  Her clock is ticking.  She’s lonely.  You’re handsome.  You’re separated without any kids.  Believe me, she’s very interested in you. Besides, I’ve seen how she looks at you.  You’re a major catch.”

“I’m handsome?” I said with a self-deprecating half-laugh.

“Mike, you’re way handsome,” Jen assured me, squeezing my hand. 

“Just because I’m doing this thing with Scott, don’t think I don’t think you’re handsome.”

I shrugged.  I wasn’t trying to get compliments from her.  I asked, “So, you’ve noticed Bitsy looking at me?”  I was surprised she noticed me at all.  Usually when she was with Scott, it was all about Scott.  She smiled or nodded her head at me sometimes, but mostly she focused all her attention on him. 

Jen read my mind.  She gently said, “Mike baby, stop that.  You’re my husband, I love you.  You might not see it, but I look at you a lot.  And yes, I’ve noticed Bitsy looking at you.  Believe me, she’s interested.”

I slowly nodded, processing this new information.  I watched as she frowned and bit her lip, which she often did when she was thinking.  Finally, she asked “Do you want to take her out?”

Frankly I didn’t care.  But I liked the fact Jen seemed jealous. Honestly – and this will sound terrible – it would’ve been better if Bitsy was hotter.  If she looked more like Allie, for example.  Bitsy wasn’t hot enough to really make Jen nervous.  But I was getting some satisfaction by just adding another girl to the mix.  And it wasn’t like Bitsy was unattractive. She was pleasant looking and had a great personality.

So, I said “We’re friends.  It’s her birthday.  Like you said, she’s alone.  It seems like the right thing to do.”

“You know she’s going to try to seduce you into bed,” Jen told me. “Do you want to have sex with her?”

To be honest I hadn’t thought about it.  I didn’t think about Bitsy in those terms.  She was attractive, but I wasn’t attracted to her.  If you looked in the dictionary under “platonic” you’d see a picture of Bitsy.  That’s how I thought of her.

But I liked the fact Jen was jealous.  Also, by this point I hadn’t been inside my wife or even seen her naked for weeks. 

So, I said “I’m sure Bitsy’s better than my hand.”  I laughed to make it sound like a joke, but it wasn’t really a joke and Jen knew it.  She was denying me her body and all I had for sexual satisfaction was my hand. 

Jen looked at me.  She looked down at her feet.  Then she looked at me again.  Finally, she said “I guess I deserve that.  And I guess it’s only fair.”

Now it was my turn to stare at Jen.  I had not started this conversation wanting to sleep with Bitsy or any other girl.  The only girl I wanted was Jen.  But now she was giving me permission to have sex with Bitsy.

That’s not what I wanted.  I wanted Jen to be possessive of me.  Being a cuck is a one-way street.  She fucked other men, but I didn’t fuck other girls.  I didn’t want to break my marital vows to her.  And I didn’t want Jen to want me to break our marital vows.  I wanted Jen to insist on my fidelity to her.  I didn’t want her permission to fuck other girls.  That’s how I would know she still loved me, even while she was opening her legs to Scott.

My consolation was Jen was only saying this reluctantly.  She didn’t want me to have sex with Bitsy.  But she was agreeing to it only because she knew it was unfair for the game to be so one-sided.

“The same rules apply,” she told me with a forced smile.  “You have to tell me if you feel like you’re falling in love with her.  And we both still have veto power.”

“I don’t feel like I have veto power over you and Scott,” I told her, bitterness in my voice.

Jen gave me a reassuring smile, but she didn’t dispute what I said.

 

The next weekend was mostly the same routine.  Jen and Scott went out Friday night with their work friends.  They spent the night at our apartment, and I watched them have sex.  Usually Scott stayed over, but this time he left, and Jen and I slept together.  I wondered if she made Scott go home and slept with me because of my date with Bitsy the next night.  Jen didn’t say that though. 

Saturday was mostly a normal Saturday.  As usual, around 6, she got ready for her date with Scott.  This time though, I got ready for my date with Bitsy, in our guest bathroom.

As we were about to part, Jen handed me something.  It was a box of condoms.  “We don’t want little Mikes running around,” she joked with a forced smile.  Frankly I wasn’t planning to have sex with Bitsy, but I was enjoying the fact Jen was finally having to go through some pain.

“I don’t know if Bitsy is on the pill,” Jen said.  “But if she’s after you, it wouldn’t hurt if you got her pregnant.  Girls do that, you know.”

I stared at Jen.  I couldn’t believe she said what she just said.

Then I looked at the box of condoms in my hand.  The label on the box said “small/regular.”  I joked “I hope you weren’t embarrassed buying these small ones.”

Jen smiled, acknowledging my joke.  Then she said, “I’ve never ever been embarrassed about you Mike.  Size isn’t everything.  It’s not.”

All evidence to the contrary, I thought to myself.  But I didn’t say what I was thinking.  I didn’t want drama, especially since this seemed to be hard for her (and I was loving every second of her misery).

“Remember.  You have to tell me if you feel like you’re falling in love,” she reminded me.

“Jen there’s no way I’m going to fall in love with Bitsy,” I said.  I laughed, kind of dismissively.  I mean, I loved Jen with my heart and soul. There was no way I was going to fall in love with Bitsy or any other girl.

Jen looked at me.  Then she said, “Maybe now you’ll believe me when I say that.”

What she said surprised me.  Maybe now I did understand her point of view better.  I said, “When you’re with him, you look like you’re in love. Bitsy said it too.  She said you look like you’re in love with Scott.”

Jen frowned and pursed her lips.  Clearly, she didn’t like it when I repeated things Bitsy said.

“It just looks that way Mike,” Jen said.  “And I told you it would look that way sometimes.  And anyways, isn’t that what you want?”

As I was processing that, before I could say anything, she added “And how do you think it makes me feel that you’ve never even tried to veto anything?”

I stared at her.  What was she saying?  That, just as I felt, she wanted me to be more possessive of her?  Before I could respond, Jen’s iPhone buzzed.  It was Scott, he was downstairs in the taxi (obviously we didn’t want to risk our neighbors seeing her leaving with Scott in the elevator or lobby, so she always met him outside in the cab).

“I’ll see you tomorrow then,” Jen said.  She forced a smile and said “Have fun.  But not too much fun.”

For a while after she left, I stood still, not able to move.  On the one hand, I felt like we’d moved forward in our game, understanding each other better.  On the other hand, I felt completely mystified as to what just happened, and what Jen was thinking. 

I didn’t want to go to dinner with Bitsy.  But it would be rude to cancel at the last minute, especially since it was her birthday.  So, I put on my jacket and was about to leave when I saw the box of condoms.  I wasn’t planning on sex with Bitsy.  But I found myself opening the box and shoving a couple condoms in my pocket.  Then I left to pick up Bitsy.




CHAPTER 8 – MONTH 1

 

It was impossible not to compare Bitsy to Jen.  That’s what I did our entire date.  Maybe that always happens, when you’re with someone for so long, and then you go out with someone else. It’s impossible not to compare them and see the differences.

The physical differences were apparent.  Bitsy was shorter and not as curvy as Jen (even though no one would say that Jen had an hourglass figure).  She had short stringy brown hair.  Jen’s blonde hair was long, thick and lush.  Bitsy was cute.  Jen was supermodel beautiful.  Bitsy had attractive legs.  Jen’s legs were to die for -- long, shapely and achingly desirable.

Both Bitsy and Jen knew how to dress.  Jen spent a lot on clothes, and I could tell Bitsy did too.  Bitsy’s style was more conservative than Jen’s though.  Especially now, as Jen was dressing sexier than ever to make herself as fuckable as possible for Scott.  I liked that Bitsy wore hose.  I couldn’t tell if she wore pantyhose or stockings (I assumed pantyhose), but at least she was wearing hose instead of going bare legged.

Bitsy didn’t wear makeup, although tonight she had on some lipstick. Jen didn’t wear heavy makeup, but she did wear makeup.  Honestly Bitsy needed the makeup more than Jen.  I know how terrible that sounds, but I’m just being honest.

The personality differences were apparent too.  Bitsy was friendly and intelligent.  As book smarts went, she was probably smarter than Jen.  Bitsy was easy to talk to.  I enjoyed her company.

But Jen was an outgoing social butterfly who lit up whatever room she was in.  Part of it was her looks of course.  But also it was her personality.  She had a way of making you feel like you were the only person in the world when she talked to you.  And she always knew exactly the right thing to say to make you feel good about yourself. 

I took Bitsy to a trendy restaurant.  It was fun and had a lot of energy, although I purposely picked a place that wasn’t romantic.  I noticed something else in the restaurant.  No heads turned to look at Bitsy as we walked to our table.  The waiter didn’t try to flirt with her.  I was pretty sure that guys weren’t hitting on Bitsy when I went to the bathroom (not that I cared). 

As I ate dinner with Bitsy, I imagined that this was what life must be like for guys who had ordinary “attractive wives,” compared to super-hot wives like Jen (or Allie, for example).  I was so used to Jen getting uber-amounts of male attention.  Being with Bitsy was so different.  And, at some level, less stressful and agitating.  I was able to relax.  I didn’t feel like I was constantly competing with every man on the planet for Jen’s attention.

I thought again about how natural it was to compare Bitsy to Jen.  I imagined Jen must do that too, comparing me to Scott.  I ran though the checklist in my head.

Better looking?  Scott

Better body?  Scott

Bigger cock?  Scott

Better lover?  Scott

More confident?  Scott

It was the wrong thing to think about, as it got me hot and made me hard.  This happened right as we were getting up after dinner, and I saw Bitsy looking at my crotch.  No way she could miss my erection, so she probably got the wrong idea and thought I was hot for her.

During dinner, Bitsy asked me the last time I had sex with my wife.  I told her (truthfully) it’d been about a month.  Bitsy assumed that was because we were separated.  She didn’t know it was because Jen was denying me her body and giving herself exclusively to another man.

Bitsy asked me if I was seeing anyone else.  I told her no.

“No one?” Bitsy asked.  “You haven’t had sex in a month?”

“No,” I said with a shrug, being honest. 

“How can you go a month without sex?” she asked, looking mystified.

Her question surprised me.  Intrigued, I asked, “So you can’t go that long without sex?”

Bitsy laughed.  “A real gentleman would never ask a girl that question,” she said.  She was grinning, so I knew she was joking.

“Are you on Tinder?” Bitsy asked me.  “Or another dating site?”

“No,” I said with another shrug.  “Are you?”

“Mike, I guess I understand why you’re not on Tinder, because you’re married and only recently got separated,” Bitsy said.  “But I’m single, I don’t have a steady, and people have needs.  Even though girls aren’t supposed to admit that.  So yes, I’m on Tinder.”

I was even more intrigued.  I never thought about Bitsy in a sexual way, so hearing her admit she hooked up via Tinder when she got horny was fascinating to me. 

With a grin, I asked, “So how often do you use Tinder?”

Bitsy laughed.  “I’m not a nympho, if that’s what you’re asking,” she said with a grin.

I grinned back at her.  We looked at each other for a long moment.

Then Bitsy asked, “Do you want a nightcap at my apartment?”

I wasn’t not naïve especially after our conversation about Tinder and hooking up.  I knew she was offering herself to me.  The question was, did I want her? 

Even as we rode a taxi to her place, I hadn’t made up my mind.  It wasn’t that Bitsy wasn’t pretty enough.  No, she wasn’t super-hot like Jen. But she was attractive enough.  She was cute.  I liked cute.  She was thin, waifish.  I liked that.  She had tiny tits.  I liked that too.  So she was fuckable.  And I was horny.  As I told her – if you don’t count my hand – I hadn’t had sex in a month, and all during that time I had to endure my cuck buttons being pushed by Jen’s relationship with Scott.  I was definitely horny.

So what was holding me back?  I had Jen’s permission, so I wouldn’t be cheating.

Even with Jen’s permission I’d be breaking my marriage vows, so that was a vote against.  In the end though, I decided not to have sex with Bitsy it for 2 reasons. 

First, Bitsy was a nice girl.  She was clearly looking for a relationship, not just a hookup.  I didn’t want to lead her on. 

Second – and honestly this was probably the bigger consideration for me – Bitsy was friends with Scott and his basketball friends.  What if I sucked in bed?  What if I came too fast?  What if she was disappointed with my office body or my small penis? 

And then, what if she told people, and it got back to Jen?  Everyone wants their mate to be desirable to other people.   If a girl thought I sucked in bed – especially Bitsy, a girl who was attractive but far from hot – if I was rejected by a girl like Bitsy, then wouldn’t Jen lose even more respect for me?

I was surprised by Bitsy’s apartment.  It was packed with hundreds – thousands – of books.  They were all over the place.  “Wow, you read a lot,” I saw looking amazed at the tall stacks of books.  It was like a library.

“I like the real thing,” Bitsy said.  “I’ve got a Kindle, but it’s not the same as holding a real book.  I like hardbacks too.  I like the way they feel in my hands more than paperbacks.”

“I guess I read everything on my iPad nowadays,” I said with a shrug.

“Yeah, but don’t you miss real books?  Not just the way they feel.  I love the smell of old books.  And just the act of turning real pages, I just love it,” Bitsy said.  She had an excited eager smile on her face.  She was excited about books.  I thought that was pretty cool. And cute.  I noticed she had a pretty smile.

Bitsy gave me a tour of her library.  The books were stacked in neat rows, by subject and then author.  It was organized chaos.  But like I said, cute.  And endearing.

The rows were packed close together, so we had to move sideways to get through.  As Bitsy pointed out her favorites, we stood close together, almost touching at times.  In fact, more than a few times we did touch.  It was intimate and there was sexual tension in the air.  Bitsy wasn’t superhot like my wife, but she was attractive, clearly available, and I hadn’t had sex in weeks.  So yeah, I was aroused.  But I’d already decided not to take our friendship there, so I started thinking of ways to politely leave.

Bitsy’s tour of her apartment got to a bookcase full of pictures.  I saw there were pictures of Bitsy with Scott’s basketball friends.  There was one of Bitsy dressed like a cheerleader.  “A couple Halloweens ago,” she told me in a soft voice.  She was leaning into me slightly, so her shoulder touched mine. 

“You look cute,” I told her as I looked at the picture.  She did too, although the picture was kind of fuzzy and she was only partially in the frame.

“I still have the outfit.  Want to see it?” Bitsy offered.  Before I could answer, she squeezed my hand and said, “I’ll be right back.”

I didn’t know what to do.  I knew I should leave.  But I didn’t want to leave.  I was curious.

A few minutes later Bitsy came out of her bedroom, wearing the cheerleader outfit.  It was an authentic high school cheer outfit, not one of those vamped up Halloween versions with plunging necklines and stiletto high heels.  Bitsy’s had a vest, turtleneck, short, pleated skirt, white ankle socks and saddle shoes.  She also wore nude pantyhose.  “So, what do you think?” she asked with a hesitant smile.  She did a little pirouette.  As she did, the short skirt momentarily ballooned up, revealing blue briefs she wore over the pantyhose.

“So, I think you’re into legs?” Bitsy asked me. “I’ve noticed. Whenever you look at a girl, you check out her legs.  Like, you’re always looking at Jen’s legs.  She does have amazing legs.  But mine aren’t bad, right?” As she said this, she moved her hand to the bottom of the pleated skirt and tugged it up a little, so her legs almost to her ass were exposed.

My heart was suddenly pounding.  Bitsy was already young looking, and in the cheerleading outfit she looked even younger. And her legs were nice.  Long and slim and shapely.  She was right.  They weren’t as good as Jen’s.  But they were still alluring.

I found myself slowly reaching to her face.  I stroked her cheek, and then ran my finger along her lips.  Bitsy made no move to stop me.  In fact, as I traced my finger across her lips, she parted her lips and took my finger into her mouth.  I felt her lick and suck my finger like it was a cock.   

I watched as Bitsy sucked my finger.  As I watched her, she watched me.  It was like time standing still.  With my other hand I reached towards her chest.  I unbuttoned the vest, then cupped and squeezed her breasts.  She was wearing a bra underneath.   Her breasts felt even smaller than Jen’s.

Bitsy stopped sucking my finger.  She breathlessly said, “Mike, god, if you’re going to touch me like that, at least kiss me.”

I felt out of control.  Bitsy was such a tiny girl.  In the cheerleader outfit, she looked so young and vulnerable.  At that moment I knew what it was like to be a stud, a bull.  I knew what it was like to be Scott. 

I was going to use Bitsy’s tiny body for my pleasure!  I felt so powerful!  I felt like a man!

I spun Bitsy around and pushed her down.  She moaned as I bent her over the back of the sofa.  I flipped up her short, pleated cheerleader skirt and pulled down the blue briefs.  I paused to look at her ass.  She was wearing cotton panties under the nude pantyhose.  I ran my hands over her ass.  The feel of the nylon and panties underneath inflamed me. 

Bitsy moaned again as I tugged down the pantyhose and panties.  I hurriedly pulled out my rock-hard cock and fumbled with a condom.  I managed to get it on and then I felt between Bitsy’s legs.  She was soaking wet.  I bent my legs to position myself, and then I pushed into her.

I moaned and my head rolled back as I penetrated her.  God it had been so long since I was inside a girl’s pussy!  Even though I was wearing a condom it felt so fucking good!

I gripped Bitsy’s skinny hips and started fucking her.  She was grunting and moaning as much as me.  Somehow, I managed to last, and after a few minutes she moaned, arched her back and her pussy tightened around my cock.  I was pretty sure she’d just cum, which made me feel even more like a man.  With her taken care of, I let myself go.  I jackhammered in and out, and Bitsy panted and moaned as I fucked the shit out of her.  Finally, I came.  It felt so good to cum inside a pussy rather than my hand!

I collapsed onto Bitsy’s back.  My face was in her hair.  As I panted and came down from my orgasm, I thought about how different Bitsy smelled compared to Jen.  That surprised me.  Not the smell.  But that I’d forgotten all about Jen.  It was only for a few minutes.  But it had never happened before. Certainly not since we started playing the game, as since then I’d been completely and constantly obsessed with my wife.

I pulled out, carefully holding the base of the condom so it wouldn’t slide off my shrinking cock.  I suddenly realized I didn’t ask Bitsy if she was on the pill.  Well anyway, it was okay, the condom wasn’t torn.  I threw it away, and then Bitsy led me to her bedroom.  In her bed, I put my arm around her, and she snuggled into me.

“Are you okay?” I asked her softly.

“Yeah, it was so good!” Bitsy gushed.  She was smiling at me, a look of delighted, surprised awe in her brown eyes.  “God Mike you’re such an animal!”

I could tell she meant it as a compliment.  “Well, I guess I have a thing for cheerleaders,” I joked with a sheepish smile.  She giggled.  From the satisfied look on her face, I got the feeling this wasn’t the first time she used the cheerleading outfit to seduce a guy.  I was learning more about her.  I was starting to think she was sexually promiscuous. 

“So, you’re okay?” I asked again.  She smiled and nodded her head, but I wanted to make sure she thought I was a good lover in case things got back to Scott and his friends and Jen.  Especially Jen.  So, I kissed down her body.  I spent time kissing and fondling her breasts (hers were smaller than Jen’s), then I moved lower to between her legs.  I was surprised to find hair there.  Jen had been completely bare for years, and now even the tiny landing strip was gone. I was so used to Jen.  It was another reminder I was with a different girl.

Honestly, I found Bitsy’s tuff of pubic hair a turn-off.  I didn’t say anything of course.  I ignored it and went down on her.  I used all my tricks. I edged her back and forth.  Soon she was writhing and whimpering, clutching at the sheets, begging me to let her cum.  Finally, I did.  I pushed 2 fingers into her pussy and finger fucked her as I rapidly flicked my tongue over her clit. 

Bitsy screamed when she came.  She screamed!  She clamped my head between her thighs and screamed!  It was like how Jen screamed with Scott.  I tried to remember if Jen had ever screamed that way with me.  When we first met?  On our honeymoon?  But no.  I couldn’t ever remember making Jen scream that way.

Afterwards I felt regret.  The game was about Jen with other men, not me with other girls.  I felt like I had violated my marriage vows and that made me sad.  Once you cross that line you can’t go back.  Now I was no longer able to say I’d only been with Jen since meeting her.  I felt like I lost something really special.

Bitsy wanted me to spend the night.  That’s the last thing I wanted. As politely as possible, I left.  I rushed home.  Jen was supposed to spend the night at Scott’s.  But I was hoping she was anxious about my date with Bitsy and would be there when I got home.

But Jen wasn’t home.  I used Find My on my iPhone.  I saw her bar hopping, moving from club to club.  By midnight she was at Scott’s apartment. 

I stared into the darkness, alone in bed.  Clearly, Jen wasn’t agitated or worried about my date with Bitsy.  Instead, she was clubbing all night with Scott, having the best time with her boyfriend and his friends.  Then later she would be in Scott’s bed, getting her brains fucked out, cumming all over his cock.  She wasn’t worried or agitated about what I was doing with Bitsy.  In fact, she was probably relieved I had Bitsy to ease any lingering guilt she might have over crushing so hard over Scott.

I felt those familiar waves of cuckold lust wash over me as I thought these thoughts.  I pulled out my cock and slowly jerked off, thinking about Jen and Scott together.  After cumming, a wave of depression washed over me.  I drifted into restless sleep.




CHAPTER 9 – MONTH 1

 

Jen got home around mid-morning.  She was wearing a body-hugging dress and black hose, and black Mia flats.  Her long blonde hair was brushed to a silky luster, and she wore light makeup, including the brownish-red lipstick that made her lips look silky and wet.  As always nowadays, she looked super-model gorgeous and painfully fuckable.  I couldn’t help comparing her to Bitsy.  There was no comparison really.  Jen was a 10, and Bitsy was a 5, maybe a 6 if the lighting was right.  Maybe it was mean for me to think that, but frankly it was the truth.

Jen looked tired and was walking gingerly.  Scott must have really fucked her hard last night.  She sat on the sofa next to me and laid her head on my shoulder.

“Late night?” I asked.

“Early morning,” she said sleepily.  “When did you get home?”

“Last night,” I told her.  “I saw you clubbing all over.”

“You stalking me?” she teased.

“Modern technology,” I said, motioning to my iPhone on the table.

“I stalked you too,” she said looking at me.  Find My worked both ways.  “I saw you at Bitsy’s.”

“Yes,” I said, looking back at her.

She studied me.  Maybe it was intuition, maybe inevitability, but she knew I had sex with Bitsy.  “We have a lot to talk about,” she said.

“Yes,” I agreed.  “You first.”

Jen looked down at her feet.  “Scott’s pushing things with me,” she said.

“How?”

“Just … pushing my buttons,” she said.  “Exploring me.  Seeing what works.  How my head works.”

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“People are different,” Jen explained.  “Some girls like to be tied up. 

Some whipped.  Like 50 Shades.  For me it’s more mental and emotional. He’s exploring me.”

“What do you mean exploring?” I asked.  “Why don’t you just tell him what you like?”

“I don’t know what I like,” she said with a helpless smile.  “And anyways, it would ruin it if I told Scotty what to do.  He’s my top. He tells me what to do. I do what he says.  I don’t have a choice.” 

I frowned.  I didn’t like hearing the control another man had over my wife.  But we had talked about that already.  This wasn’t the time to talk about it again.  Instead, I asked, “So, why all the clubbing?”

“Scott wanted to see people,” she told me.  “His basketball friends.” Seeing my questioning look, she took a deep breath, then said, “He told his friends he was going to ass fuck me.  He said he’s fucking me so much, my pussy’s too loose, I don’t feel as good anymore, so he’s going to fuck my ass until my pussy’s tight again.” 

My eyes went wide as I stared at Jen, not believing what she just said.  Her cheeks were red.  She was clearly embarrassed.  She said, “He said it’s my fault my pussy doesn’t feel good anymore, so after he cums in my ass he’s going to make me clean him with my mouth.”

“He put his cock in your mouth after it was in your ass?” I asked.  I was shocked and getting angry.

Jen heard the anger in my voice.  “Calm down Mike,” Jen said soothingly, putting her hand on mine.  “He didn’t do it.”

I was still shocked and angry.  I asked, “But he told his friends he was going to do it?”

“I don’t know,” Jen admitted with a weak, helpless smile.  “You know in clubs? You separate into groups. So, he talked to his guy friends while I talked to the girls.  He said he was going to tell them.  But I don’t know.  I think he did though.  The way his friends looked at me after.”  Her cheeks were even redder now as she re-lived it.

“That’s why you bar hopped?  So he could tell all his friends?” I asked.

Jen nodded.  She was looking down at her feet again as she said “He told them I’m a slut and he guaranteed I’d cum just from getting my ass fucked.  He said his friends didn’t believe it.  Because I look too sweet.  He told them don’t believe what I look like.  I’m a slut and I can’t get enough cock.  I love the taste of cum, I can’t get enough.”

“He told his friends all this?” I asked incredulously.

“He said he did,” Jen said.

“And this got you hot?” I asked, trying to understand my wife.

“Being humiliated,” Jen said with a nod.  “I hate it, but yes, it gets me hot.  Remember I told you how Colin always made fun of my breasts?  That always got me hot.”

I nodded. Yeah, I could see it.  Having to stand there as Scott talked behind her back.  Talking about her like she was a piece of meat.  Then having to talk to his friends, knowing they knew she was getting fucked in the ass later that night.  And she would beg for it because she was so in heat, such a slut.  Humiliation did it for me too.  I was wired differently from Jen, but there were enough similarities that I could see how it got her hot.

“He made me go to breakfast with his friends today,” Jen said.  “He wanted them to see me.  That I can barely walk.”  She shivered at the memory.  It wasn’t a cold shiver or a fear shiver.  It was an aroused shiver. She had her cum face on as she re-lived it with me.

“So he did fuck you in the ass?” I asked.  How was it possible?  That huge thing in my wife’s pretty little hole.

Reading my thoughts, Jen nodded and said, “He used a lot of lube.”

“How much …,” I asked, wanting to know how much of his 11 thick inches he pushed into her ass.

“I don’t know,” she said, acting a little shy.  “Too much.  It hurt.  It felt like he was tearing me apart.”  Then after a few moments she said, “It felt good too. I mean, it eventually felt good.”

I stared at her.  I said, “Did you cum?”

“Yes,” she said.  “He didn’t touch my clit, or even my nipples.  I came anyways.  It was a different kind of orgasm.  It felt really good though. Freaking awesome actually.”  With a laugh she added “But I can barely walk now.”

“He didn’t make me lick it after he pulled it out of my ass,” Jen said. “He said he was saving that one.”

“Saving it for what?” I asked.

Jen looked into my face as she said, “He wants you to be there when he does it.”

I couldn’t help moaning.  And I wasn’t able to help myself.  I took out my cock and stroked myself.  To hell with the stupid “platonic roommate rules.” 

“So Scott degrading your wife gets you hot?” she asked with a crooked grin.  I felt like a jerk, a loser of a husband, but yes it did get me hot. Before I could say anything, Jen said, “It’s okay.  I think you and me, we’re kinda wired the same way.  And that’s a good thing, right?”

She was looking at my hard cock as I slowly stroked myself.  She asked, “Was that inside Bitsy?”

“Yes,” I said.

Jen looked sad, but also there was resignation in her face.  It was like she was saying, I have no right to stop you from fucking Bitsy given what I’m doing with Scott.  “You used a condom right?  I don’t want anything permanent,” she said.

Jen’s words hit me the wrong way, and I got mad.  “You mean, like your loose pussy?” I snapped bitterly, although there was lust in my voice too.  “What about me?  If you’re too loose for Scott, I won’t feel anything.” Despite my anger, I was incredibly turned on.  I was stroking myself slowly, trying to hold off my orgasm.

“I was talking about you getting Bitsy pregnant,” she said.  There was an edge to her voice, like she was forcing herself to be patient.  “I don’t think my pussy’s really loose.  Scott just said that.  It still hurts at first when he first enters me.”

“So you’re not loose for Scott,” I said with that same bitterness. “What about me? Do you think about how your pussy will feel for me? Or maybe you don’t care anymore about my pleasure.”

This time it was Jen who got mad.  “You just fucked another girl,” she shot back.  “I guess you liked fucking Bitsy more than me because she’s tighter.”

“Well, I wouldn’t know, would I?  Since I’m not allowed to have sex with you anymore.”

Jen winced at my rebuke.  We both looked away and were silent as we let things cool down.

Finally, in a calmer voice, I said, “You’re the only person I want to have sex with.  I don’t want anyone else.  No girl could ever be better than you.”

Jen was calmer too when she spoke.  She said, “I do care about your pleasure, Mike.  I think a lot about how to push your buttons.  Yes, I’m enjoying being with Scott, I won’t lie, but I am trying to make it good for you too.  Part of the reason I agreed to do the denial thing was I knew at some level it excites you.”  After a few moments, she added, “And anyways, girls have babies and their sex lives don’t end.  There are exercises that I can do. So even if I’m looser now, I’ll be tight again when I stop seeing Scott.”

“Will you stop seeing Scott?” I asked.

“Mike …,” Jen said with exasperation in her voice.  “Yes.  I will stop seeing Scott.  And then it’ll be just me and you again, and I’ll want it to be just me and you, and I will be hot for you.  We’ll have a great sex life just like before, and we’ll have lots of babies and be really happy for the rest of our lives.”

We were silent for long moments.  Her assurances should have made me happy and eased my fears, but my emotions were all over the place.  And I couldn’t help thinking she was just saying what she knew I wanted to hear.

Finally, she said, “So tell me about Bitsy.”  She had a frown on her pretty face.  Unlike me, she got nothing from hearing about me with Bitsy. But she needed to know.

“I wasn’t planning on it,” I told her honestly.  “It just kind of happened.”

“I get that,” Jen said with an ironic, humorless half laugh.  “So, she seduced you right?  How?”

I stared at Jen.  It was like she knew exactly what had gone down.

Jen read my mind.  She said, “I told you.  Bitsy wants you.  It’s what I would’ve done. So, how’d she do it?”

I hesitated, then said “She put on a cheerleader outfit.”  I was embarrassed.  Saying it out loud sounded so stupid.  So juvenile.

But Jen didn’t laugh or even smile.  She just nodded thoughtfully, and said, “She figured out you like leggy girls.  And the barely legal look.  She did what she had to do to get you into her bed.”   

I stared at Jen.  I couldn’t believe it.  She did know exactly what went down last night.

We were silent for long moments.  When Jen told me about Scott, it was painful but incredibly exciting too.  For her though, there was only pain.   And it showed on her pretty face.  Sadness and regret. Because of that, I didn’t know what to say.

“So how was she?” she asked, finally breaking the silence.

“Okay,” I said with a shrug.

“That’s all, just okay?” she asked with a half laugh.

“You want to hear about it?”

“Yes.  No,” she said.  After a moment she said “Yes.”

“She’s nothing like you,” I assured her.  “I was horny.  I used her to get off.  I’m not proud about it.  In fact, I feel shitty about it.”

Jen nodded slowly, processing my words.  “You’re too nice Mike. You don’t have to feel bad.  She’s an adult.  And I’ve heard about Bitsy.  She gets around.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.  My back was stiffening.  I instinctively felt like I had to defend her.

Jen sensed how I felt and said, “Calm down Mike.  I’m not saying she’s a slut.  I’m just saying she has a healthy appetite for sex.  I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with that.  She gets around.  That’s all I’m saying.”

I slowly nodded.  This jived with my thoughts about Bitsy.  She might not be, in her words, a nympho, but she was probably promiscuous.  And, honestly, it made her more interesting to me. 

Jen read my thoughts and laughed.  “Maybe you want her to be a slut,” she said.  “Like me.”

“You’re not a slut,” I insisted.

“Yes I am Mike,” she said looking into my face.  “Maybe not with you.  But I am with Scott.”

I stared at her.  Her words cut me to the core.  Was that what she wanted?  To hurt me with Scott, because I was hurting her with Bitsy?

“Anyways …,” she began.  “I don’t like what you’re doing with Bitsy.  But at least I’m not threatened by her.  I know I’m prettier.  My body is better.  I’m sure I’m a better fuck.”

“Wow.  That’s kind of mean,” I said.

Jen shrugged and looked unconcerned.  She said, “She’s fucking my husband, so I’m allowed to be mean.  I’m just saying, she doesn’t threaten me.  I don’t like it, but I can deal.”

“You’re assuming I want to see her again,” I said.

“Well … it helps, right?” Jen said.

“Helps,” I repeated, bitter sarcasm in my voice.  “You mean, since you’ve cut me off, this way at least I can get my rocks off sometimes?  But how lucky you are.  Bitsy’s not hot enough to make you feel jealous.  What if it was someone like Allie?  How would you feel then?”

Jen stared at me.  She looked taken aback.  “You want to have sex with Allie?” she asked.

“I didn’t say that,” I said.

“I guess … I could ask her,” she said hesitantly.

“I don’t want a mercy fuck!” I hissed.

“It wouldn’t be a mercy fuck Mike,” Jen insisted.  “Allie likes you. She’s not with RH anymore ….”

“Are we really talking about this?” I said incredulously, anger and hurt in my voice.  “You love Scott so much you’d let me fuck Allie?  Your best friend?”

“Have you not been listening?” Jen snapped back.  “I hate it you’re fucking Bitsy!”

We were silent for long moments, both of us trying to calm down. 

Eventually, in a calm reasonable voice, Jen said “I don’t love Scott. I’ve told you that.  I don’t love him.  But I’m not ready to end things with him yet.  Like I said, he’s helping me explore things.

I don’t know how I’d feel about you with Allie.  I’d have to think about it.  But I see how you look at her.  All men look at her that way. You’re giving me a gift, to be with Scott.  If Allie’s on your bucket list, maybe that’s a gift I can give you.  It would really hurt me.  But I know I’m hurting you.  So maybe that would even things out.”




CHAPTER 10 – MONTH 1

 

The next Sunday was the Superbowl.  I asked Jen, “Some people at work are getting together at a bar for the Superbowl.  Will you go with me?”

“Of course, I’ll go with you baby,” Jen said immediately, grabbing my arm.  “Why do you ask like that?”

“I thought you’d want to watch the game with Scott,” I said.

“Mike baby,” Jen said, hugging my arm.  “First of all, you’re my husband.  And anyways, it’s on Sunday.  Your day.”

I nodded.  I felt like it was a shallow victory.  If the game happened to be on a Friday, or Saturday, I knew she’d want to be with Scott.  I might be allowed to go as a tag along, but my status would be third wheel, not as her husband.  Not as her man.

Jen wore a casual outfit to the party.  A loose blouse and skinny jeans that she rolled halfway up her shapely calves, and black flats that tied around her ankles.  She was gorgeous – she was always gorgeous – but certainly not dressed to impressed.  “No high heels? No pantyhose under your jeans?” I joked, although there was an edge in my voice, as I knew she would have dressed differently if she was going with Scott to a Super Bowl party.

“Do you really want me to dress like that around the people you work with?” she asked.

“Why not?  You know I love watching you flirt,” I said with a grin.

“Well, I’m not sure my boyfriend would like that,” Jen teased with a grin back at me.  She went into the bedroom.  When she came out, she was wearing a different top.  It was clingy and there was a slit in the back, exposing her bra strap.  Depending on how she moved, her sun moon tattoo would be visible under the bra strap.  And she had put on pantyhose under her skinny jeans.  “Better?” she asked me.

“Yes, better,” I said my pulse quickening. 

Jen was a social butterfly at the Superbowl party.  That’s how she always was.  She loved to socialize.  My co-workers – the men – lavished attention on her, both because she was so beautiful, and also because of her bubbly personality.  Jen was also popular among my female co-workers because she was so nice and outgoing.  I was really proud she was my wife.

At one point Jen was sitting at the bar, on a bar stool, with one long leg crossed over the other.  “A lot of guys are taking long looks at your back,” I told her with a grin.

“Oh, and you would notice right?” she teased with a smile back at me.

“If you take off your bra, they’ll be able to see your tat,” I said.

“Mike I’m not going to take off my bra,” she said firmly.

“If Scott asked, you would, right?”

“Yes,” Jen said honestly.  “But Mike, I don’t care about Scott’s friends.  I do care about these people because you work with them.  I want them to think I’m a good wife to you.  So you see?  You say all I think about is Scott, and I don’t treat you like my husband.  But I do.”

“Maybe there are different standards for husbands and lovers,” I said.

Jen laughed.  “Well, then, isn’t it better I use the husband standard with you?” she asked.  We grinned at each other.

I reached down and touched the top of her foot, the part left exposed by the black ballerina flats.  “Am I allowed to touch you here?” I asked her as I caressed the top of her foot.  I loved the silky feel of the pantyhose.

“Mike baby stop torturing yourself,” she pleaded.  “It’s only another 2 months.”

“So you’re saying I can’t touch you at all?” I said bitterly.

Jen hesitated, then said “… you can touch me.” 

My eyes rose at the invitation.  I moved my hand to Jen’s ankle.  To her calf.  To her thigh.  I pressed my body against hers.  “I want you more now than I ever have,” I told her, looking urgently in her eyes.

“Mike your friends are looking,” Jen said glancing nervously around the bar.

“I don’t care,” I said.  “Let’s find someplace.  A storeroom.  The basement.  Like you do with Scott.  Let me fuck you.  Or you can go down on me.  Or at least make me cum with your hand.”

I saw Jen weaken.  I saw it in her eyes.  We’d been together for 10 years and she loved me.  She cared about me.  No way she could cut me off for 3 months straight.  And it was really 3 months and a week, since I was traveling the week before this all started.  I knew deep down she needed me as much as I needed her, at least for the emotional connection.

At that moment her cell rang.  “It’s Scott,” Jen said looking at the screen.  Giving me a weak smile, she hopped off the bar stool.  She pulled her long blonde hair to the side and brought the phone to her ear.  She moved a few feet away for privacy.  Within moments she was laughing and talking with Scott on the phone.  She talked to Scott for close to 20 minutes.  It was like she was with him, even though she was with me at the party.  When she finally hung up, she smiled at me and squeezed my hand.  But our brief moment of intimacy was gone.




CHAPTER 11 – MONTH 1

 

The next Saturday I went with Jen and Scott to a party of his basketball friends.  Jen suggested I hang with Bitsy.  She said this way I could watch her and Scott without it being weird me being there.  She made it sound like she was doing it for me, as she knew it got me hot watching them together.  But I knew this way she could enjoy herself with Scott more as she wouldn’t have to worry about me.  Also, it bothered me she was okay with me being with another girl.  I felt like this could result in us drifting apart.

I was actually standoffish around Bitsy at the party.  I didn’t want to lead her on.  Also, even though I liked her, and enjoyed sex with her that one time, I wasn’t attracted to her really. 

I kept my distance from Jen and Scott but still managed to keep them in sight.  Jen had outdone herself tonight.  God, she looked so hot.  She wore a black stretchy dress that looked painted on.  In the back it swooped down past her bra strap.  That is, where her bra strap would’ve been if she was wearing a bra, which she wasn’t.  Her moon/sun tat looked so incredibly hot. 

The dress ended way above her knees.  She wore black hose, and it had to be pantyhose because otherwise stocking tops would have shown (that’s how short the dress was).  Jen clicked-clacked around the bar’s hardwood floors in 4-inch shiny black Jimmy Choo stiletto heels. 

Scott was just as overwhelmed by her as me (and as every other man in the bar).  He couldn’t keep his eyes and hands off her. 

The bar had clusters of sofas scattered around, which made sense because the bar was actually a hybrid bar/coffee hang out spot.  Scott and his friends were grouped at one of the clusters.  He was sitting on a sofa with Jen beside him.  She had one long leg crossed over the other, and sitting on the sofa the way she was, she was showing a lot of thigh.  As Scott told a story to his friends, his hand was on Jen’s thigh, his thumb caressing her knee. Everyone was looking at them, listening to Scott’s story, but also looking at Jen in the killer dress and his hand on her knee.

Scott whispered something to Jen.  She stared at him.  He grinned at some of his friends, and they grinned back at him.  Then he stood up and offered his hand, and Jen took it, standing up too.  He led her out of the bar. To no one in particular he said “We’re getting a smoke.”  There were some grins as we all watched them disappear out of the bar.  Scott’s hand was on Jen’s bare back, over her moon/sun tattoo.  I watched as his hand trailed down her back to her ass. Then I watched as he squeezed her ass.  Everyone else was watching too.  There were more grins, and whispers too.

I didn’t know what was going on.  It seemed like an inside joke, where I was the only one who didn’t know the punch line.  Then I heard someone say, “wall job.”

Then I got it.  It was like before, when Scott told everyone he was going to fuck Jen in the ass.  This time, he told all his guy friends he was going to give Jen a wall job.  That’s what he was doing now.  Giving my wife a wall job.

Bitsy heard it too.  “What’s a wall job?” she whispered to me. 

My voice was dry, but I managed to say “Sex standing up.  The girl against the wall.”

“They have a name for that?” Bitsy said, her face screwed up in a puzzled expression.

“Usually the girl’s got her face smashed against the wall,” I explained in a low voice.  “As she gets fucked in the ass.” 

“Oh,” Bitsy said.  “Well, that’s her thing, right?”

I stared at Bitsy.  She had heard about it too.  About Scott fucking her in the ass. 

They were gone about 25 minutes.  When they returned Scott had a big satisfied smile on his face.  Jen’s hair was disheveled, and her dress wrinkled.  She still looked gorgeous, but not as perfectly coiffed as before. Everyone knew she was just fucked.  The only question was, in the pussy or ass?  Or maybe both?

Jen was red-faced, not able to look anyone in the eye.  She knew everyone knew.  She whispered something to Scott.  He grinned and nodded. Then she made a beeline to the bathroom.

Scott moved over to me.  Bitsy was whispering with her girlfriends, no doubt about Jen, so we had a moment of privacy.  “I just fucked your pretty wife,” he told me.  “She’s getting to like it in the ass.”

I didn’t say anything.  My face was burning. 

“She’s in the bathroom,” he said, grinning at me.  “I guess my cum is running down her leg.  I didn’t make her lick my cock after I pulled out of her asshole.  I’m saving that one for you to see, buddy.”

I was breathing hard.  It was hard to believe how much my sweet church going wife had changed.  Having a wild affair with another man. Letting him fuck her up the ass.  In the back alley of the bar, with everyone knowing what was going on.  I couldn’t believe my wife had turned into such a slut.

I loved it.  I loved her.

Jen returned a few minutes later.  She went to Scott.  Instead of me.  I was getting used to it, but it still hurt.

Scott put his arm around her, and she leaned into him.  They kissed. Jen still looked red-faced, embarrassed everyone knew she just got wall fucked.  But now everyone was good-naturedly joking about it.  It’s romantic, people said, how Scott and Jen can’t keep their hands off each other.  They’re clearly in love, people said.  People wondered, when is Jen finally going to stop wearing that wedding ring and go all in with Scott?

I stared at Jen from across the room.  Now she was bare legged.  Her pantyhose probably had runs from the fucking, so she had to take them off. For a moment I imagined the scene.  Jen’s pretty face pressed up against the brick wall in the back alley of the club.  Her skirt up.  Her pantyhose and thong pushed down her legs to around her knees.  Scott fucking her from behind.  Lifting Jen out of her Jimmy Choos with every powerful upward thrust.  Making her grunt as he fucked her ass.  Did she cum from the ass fucking, like before?  Did she moan and claw into the brick wall as she orgasmed on his cock in her ass?  And did she beg him to cum inside her, to fill her ass up with his seed?

Jen was smiling and talking with Scott and his friends.  She had her cum face on.  Even though she just got fucked, she was still lustful.  There was an edge to Scott’s games.  But Jen got off on the humiliation.  I did too, honestly.

I thought about what her old boyfriend Colin used to do to her.  He humiliated her in a cruel way.  Jen got off on it, but she also hated him for it. Scott’s games were more playful.  Humiliation without the debasement.  It didn’t make Jen hate Scott.  It made her want him more.  It made her more attached to him. 

Bitsy moved close to me and whispered “You want to come to my place?”

I looked at her.  Bitsy was cute.  But she was a pale shadow of Jen’s beauty and sexiness.  Still, I was so hard.  I wasn’t attracted to her.  Not really.  But her pussy – her mouth – they were a lot better than my hand. 

I stalled.  I said I had to take a call and texted Jen.  First I wrote “I’m going over to Bitsy’s.” 

But then I reconsidered, and wrote “I’m thinking about going over to Bitsy’s.”  I hit send.

I watched Jen from across the room.  She looked at her iPhone.  She frowned and then glanced my way.  She texted back “Thinking?”

I texted “What you just did with Scott.  It got me hot.”

Jen: “Then why just thinking?”

Me: “I don’t want to lead her on.”

Jen: “She’s an adult.”

Me: “You want me to go with her?”

Jen: “You know how I feel.  I’m trying to be fair.”

Me: “Can you spend the night at home?”

Jen: “It’s Scott’s night.”

Me: “I mean with Scott.  I’d rather watch you with him than have sex with Bitsy.”

 

I watched as Jen stared at her phone.  She whispered something to Scott.  He laughed and whispered back.  Then her thumbs moved over her phone.

Jen:  “Scott doesn’t want you to watch us tonight.  He says go home with Bitsy.”

I stared incredulously at my phone.  Then I texted back.

Me:  “And you’re okay with that?”

Jen:  “No.  You know how I feel.  But this is Scott’s night.  And I’m trying to be fair to you.”

I stared at the screen.  My heart was aching.  I didn’t want Jen to be fair.  I wanted her to be jealous, possessive over me.  Finally, I texted back “I’ll see you later then.”  I did it as much out of spite and hurt as the desire to get off.

There was a pause.  Jen looked sad.  I was glad she was sad.

Then she texted: “See you tomorrow then.”

I stared at the screen again.  My heart would not allow me to end our conversation that way.  Even though I knew I was being a pathetic cuckold husband, I texted to her “I love you.”

Jen texted back “ily2”.

My heart sank even lower.  She couldn’t even take the time to spell it out.

 

Even though I was incredibly hot, I lasted with Bitsy.  With Jen I always came so fast.  With Bitsy, I lasted so long I started getting soft, and I had to fantasize about Jen with Scott to get hard again.  In fact, I was fantasizing about my wife and her lover when I finally came inside Bitsy.

I had gone down on Bitsy before our intercourse, because I wanted to make sure it was good for her.  I was surprised to find her completely bare down there.  She hesitantly smiled and said “I could tell last time you don’t like hair.”

I was flattered.  I softly caressed her bare mound and said, “You’re beautiful.  And sexy.” 

Afterwards we lay in her bed.  I had my arm around her, and she was snuggled into me.  She said “Was that your ex?  The person you were texting at the bar?”

I stared at her.  I was always amazed by female intuition.  I said “She’s not my ex.  We’re separated.”

“So how’s that going?” Bitsy asked.

I looked at Bitsy and said “I want to be completely truthful with you. I love my wife.  I want to get back together.  I think we will get back together.”

Bitsy nodded but didn’t say anything.  She looked resigned.  And sad.  Her look made me feel like shit.

“Well, until then we can hang out,” Bitsy said.  She sounded cheerful but I could tell it was forced.

“Yeah, I’d like that,” I said.  I was being honest.  I liked Bitsy.  I enjoyed being with her.  The sex was good.  I got off with her.  And it made me feel good I was able to get her off.  I supposed this was what it was like to have a fuck buddy.

I drifted off to sleep with Bitsy.  I woke up around 3am.  I was alarmed at having fallen asleep.  I didn’t want to sleep with her. I didn’t want that kind of intimacy.  I quietly got out of bed and dressed.  I wrote a short note: “I had a good time.  I’ll call you.  Mike”

When I got home, I was surprised to see Jen’s bag on the sofa.  My heart leaped!  She was home!  But then I saw signs of Scott too.  His jacket. Empty beer cans.  I quietly moved to the bedroom. 

They were there, asleep.  They were naked, their bodies tangled together.  Jen’s beautiful, angelic face was on his muscular chest.  Her long, lush blonde hair was draped over her face and his chest.  Her arm was around him, her leg tangled with his.  Scott had both arms possessively wrapped around my wife. 

I stood there for a long time, watching them sleep.  I felt like she loved him.  I felt like I was losing her.  But Jen had told me it was just part of the game.  It might look like that sometimes, but it wasn’t real.  She told me not to freak.

I took pictures of them.  More pictures to add to my collection.  I focused on their faces.  On Jen’s breast pressed against his hard chest.  On her small pretty foot, resting on his muscular calf.  On his arms around her. On Jen’s inner thighs.  They were still moist from their sex.  I took a video of them sleeping together like that.

I went into the spare bedroom.  I slowly stroked myself as I looked at the pictures.  I tried to hold off my orgasm. I wanted to make it last.  But it was too much.  When I came the pleasure was incredibly intense.  It was a lot better than with Bitsy.




CHAPTER 12 – MONTH 1

 

 

I woke up to loud moans and squeaks of the mattress.  The sounds drove the sleepiness from my head.   It was morning, as sunlight was streaming into the room from the windows. I got dressed and moved to the master bedroom.  I looked inside.  What I saw will forever be burned into my brain.

Jen was completely naked.  She was on her back, her head at the foot of the bed.  Her head was tilted over the edge of the mattress and her mouth was wide open.  Scott was standing up with his knees bent.  His dick was down her throat.  He was fucking her face.

I watched as Scott slowly moved back and forth.  He couldn’t get more than half his cock into her mouth, but still that meant he had almost 6 inches down her throat.  He was down her throat too.  I could tell by how her throat muscles moved.  He pushed more in and Jen started to gag.  “You can do it babe, just relax,” he said with a soothingly, loving voice.  Up to that moment Jen’s body was tensed.  But then I saw her relax.  “That’s it, that’s it,” Scott said in that same soothing, encouraging voice.  He pushed another inch in.  Then another.  Jen had 8 inches of thick cock down her throat.  I saw her nostrils flare, but she didn’t gag or try to pull away.  She was Scott’s bottom, and she was letting him do what he wanted with her.

Scott slowly moved back and forth.  He went faster, and he leaned over and reached for Jen’s tits and pussy.  He fondled and fingered her as he fucked her face.  Jen arched her body at the feel of his touch, and I heard muffled moans from her.  Scott pinched her nipples with one hand and fingered her clit with the other, while fucking her face with his cock. 

I saw Jen’s body tremble and spasm as she came.  Then Scott hissed, “Are you ready?  I’m about to cum?  Are you ready?”  Jen nodded and then Scott growled and arched his back as he came.  I saw Jen’s throat muscles working overtime to swallow all of his seed.  On her back, with her neck arched, it was an amazing sight as her throat muscles worked to swallow his big load of cum.  That was another image burned into my brain forever.

Scott leaned over Jen, breathing hard.  He slowly pulled his cock out of her mouth.  God it was like a thick python.  How had she been able to take all of that down her throat?

Scott noticed me standing at the door.  He said, “Do you want to fuck her?”

“What?” I said, not understanding.  We were only in month 1 of 3.  I wasn’t allowed to fuck her.

“Ask me, and I’ll let you fuck her,” Scott said.

I stared at Scott.  Then I looked at Jen.  She was staring at me, an inquisitive look on her pretty face.  Without saying a word, I turned and walked away.

I heard them dressing.  Then Jen walked Scott to the door.  They kissed and whispered.  I couldn’t make out their words.  After he was gone, Jen came to me and sat next to me on the sofa.

Jen wrapped her arm around mine and leaned her head against my shoulder.  “Are you okay?” she asked.

I shrugged.  What was there to say? 

“I got up early,” she said.  “You were asleep.”

“You don’t have to explain Jen,” I said.  “It’s just part of the game.”

“Yes, that’s all it is,” Jen said hopefully, as if glad and relieved I was finally getting it.  But then she noticed the hurt on my face.  “It is Mike,” she said trying to reassure me.  “It’s just the game we’re playing.”

I nodded but didn’t say anything.  I looked at her.  She was wearing the diamond earrings.  Scott’s earrings.  Jen noticed me looking.  With a tight smile, she took off the earrings and put them on the coffee table.

“Scott wanted me to tell you, his offer stands,” Jen said.  “We can make love.  All you have to do is ask him.”

“I’m not going to ask his permission to have sex with my own wife!” I snapped angrily.

“Okay, okay,” she said soothingly, hugging my arm tighter.  “I’m just saying, I’d like it too.  I’d like it if we made love.  I really miss it.”

“Jen this is so fucked up!” I said angrily.  “We have to ask his permission to make love!”

“It’s only another 2 months,” she said soothingly.  She gave me a playful grin and said, “You’re so getting off on this.  Being denied.  Come on, admit it.  I know it’s a crazy 3 months, but it’s only 3 months.  And now there’s only 2 months left.  It’ll be over soon.  And you’re getting off on it. Admit it baby, you are.”

I would not admit it.  I would not.  But she was right.  Some part of me – some demented, machoistic part of me – got off on being denied my wife’s body.

“You’ve got cum breath,” I told her.

“Oh sorry,” she said, getting up to brush her teeth.

But I grabbed her wrist, keeping her next to me.  “It’s okay,” I said.  I asked “How many times did you fuck last night?”

“At the bar, when you were there,” Jen said.  “Then here.”

I reached into my sweats and began stroking myself.  “And how many times here?”

“Twice.”

“So three times.”

Jen nodded.  “But here, it was like one long time.  He came, but he didn’t pull out.  He didn’t really get soft.  He kept fucking me until he was hard again.  Then we were doing it again.  I think we fucked for over an hour.”

“You must be sore,” I said.  I was breathing hard as I stroked myself.

Jen nodded.

“How many times did you cum?”  I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said thoughtfully.  “Once at the bar, definitely. But here, I don’t know.  It was like one long continuous orgasm.  It never stopped.”

“And then this morning,” I said.  “He fucked your face.”

“Yes.  And he fingered me.  He made me cum.”

I was looking at Jen’s beautiful face as we talked.  Now my eyes traveled down her body.  She was wearing her long fluffy white robe.  I knew she was naked underneath.  “Let me see your legs,” I said.  I was stroking myself rapidly.

“Mike, no,” Jen said.

“You flirt with everyone!” I reminded her.  “I’ve seen you flash Sam!”  Sam was my best friend from college.

“Even if we’re platonic friends you can show me your legs!”  I was begging now but I didn’t care.  I wanted to see her body!  I needed to see her body!

Jen was looking at me, her face expressionless.  She moved her hand down and slowly parted her robe, revealing her long shapely legs almost up to her pussy.

“Let me see your pussy,” I said as I rapidly jerked myself.

“Mike …,” Jen said hesitantly.

“Please!” I begged.

Jen untied the robe and parted it.  She opened her legs a little, giving me a clear view of her pussy.

My wife has the prettiest pussy.  Two thin lips, pressed tightly together, just a shade darker than the surrounding skin.  She has the prettiest, sweetish looking pussy, like an innocent teenager’s.

But no more.  Now Jen’s pussy lips were red and swollen, and they weren’t pressed together.  Instead, they gaped open.  The tight slit my wife used to have was gone.  Scott was changing her pussy to fit him.

I was still jerking off.  I was close to cumming.  I stroked myself slower, not wanting to cum too fast.

“I don’t feel like you’re mine anymore,” I said. 

“I’m not yours,” Jen said.  “I’m Scott’s.”

I stared at her.  I felt like she was being cruel.  What a cruel thing to say.

Then Jen added, “In the game I’m not yours.  My body isn’t.  But my heart is yours.  And in two more months, my body will be yours again too.” 

“But even when the 3 months are over, you’ll still want to see Scott,” I said.  “You’ll still want to fuck him.  We’ll go back to Fridays and Saturdays, when your body will belong to him, not me. Right? So your body won’t be mine.  Not completely.”

Jen didn’t say anything.  She didn’t even try to deny it.

“I need to tell you something,” she said.

“What?”

“Scott says he loves me.”

I stared at her.  “What did you say?” I asked, dread in my heart.

Jen hesitated, then said, “I told him I love him too.”

At that moment I grunted and came.




CHAPTER 13 – MONTH 1

 

“Don’t freak,” Jen said, rubbing my chest as I came down from my orgasm.  “Remember?  Feeling love doesn’t mean I’m in love.”

I stared at Jen, still breathing hard.  I went to the bathroom and cleaned up.  When I returned I said, “Aren’t you worried about leading Scott on?”

Jen knew what I was talking about.  It was my dilemma with Bitsy too, and she knew it.  She said “You know Scott.  He’s a player.  He says the L word to get into girl’s pants.  And anyways, he knows about you.  Bitsy doesn’t know about me.”

“But how do you feel?  When he says he loves you?”

“Of course, it feels good,” Jen said with a helpless shrug.  “It’s romantic.  Girls love that.  But I know the difference between a crush and real love.”

I was silent, thinking about that.  Eventually Jen said, “You know, Bitsy’s not innocent.  She gets around.”  She had said the same thing before, but still I couldn’t help instinctively feeling like I should defend her.  Jen saw it in my face and said, “I’m not insulting her.  I’m just telling you what I’ve heard.”

I shrugged and said “I know she’s not innocent.”

“I’m just saying, if you’re feeling sorry for her, don’t,” Jen said. “Bitsy gets around.  I’ve heard she’s promiscuous.”

I felt anger rise inside me.  I liked Bitsy.  She was a sweet girl.  I didn’t like what Jen was saying.  “Bitsy’s nice,” I told her.  “What do you mean, get around?  Promiscuous? I know she’s not a virgin.  She probably has a healthy sex life.  But that’s doesn’t make her a slut.”

“Mike calm down,” Jen said soothingly, rubbing my chest.  “I’m not saying she’s a slut.  I’m just saying, she knows what she’s doing.  You don’t have to worry about leading her on.  When you want to break up with her, you can, you don’t have to feel guilty about it.”

My head spun from this conversation.  Flustered, I snapped, “We’re not going together, so I don’t have to worry about breaking up with her. We’re just friends.  I’ll stop whenever I want to stop.”

“Okay, okay,” Jen said soothingly, rubbing my chest again. 

After a few moments, she hesitantly asked “So how was last night?”

“It was fine,” I said.  I was being honest.  The word “fine” fit how I felt about sex with Bitsy.  It wasn’t great.  It wasn’t lousy.  It was fine.

Jen gave me a crooked grin and said “Bitsy says you’re a freaking animal in bed.  She can’t stop talking about how great a lover you are.”

“You talked to her?” I asked, surprised.

“I talked to someone who talked to her,” Jen said.  She admitted, “I like Bitsy but I don’t want to talk to her about you.”

I nodded but didn’t reply.  What I hoped would happen, happened. Bitsy thought I was a good lover, and it got back to Jen.  I should feel proud, gratified, validated, victorious.  But after watching how Scott manhandled Jen just moments before – and how she loved it -- I felt like a pale imitation of Scott.  Just like Bitsy was a pale imitation of Jen.

“You don’t like talking about it?” she asked.

I didn’t know what to say.  “It’s just sex,” I said with a shrug.  “Just a way to get off.”

Jen smiled slightly.  She seemed pleased by my answer.  I guess if I was trying to make her feel jealous and threatened, to make her feel some pain and angst, I was doing a lousy job.

“I thought about you and Allie,” Jen said.  “I don’t want to do it.” She quickly added “She’d do it, I know she would.  And it wouldn’t be a pity fuck.  She likes you.  I think she’s curious about you.  But it would be too weird, you know?  She’s my best friend.”

I shrugged.  I didn’t care. I said flippantly, “If something was going to happen with Allie, I’d rather see the two of you together.”

Jen’s eyes got wide, and then she laughed.  I couldn’t help laughing too, even though my insides were still churning.

“Sooo, I’m going to take a shower,” Jen said with a grin still on her pretty face.  “Do you want to go to brunch?  That French bistro?  I’m starving.”

 

As we sat by the big fireplace sipping wine in the French bistro, I said “The way Scott controls you … has he offered you to other men?”

Jen was in the middle of swallowing a sip of wine.  She almost choked.  “He’s talked about it,” she said after a cough.  She was wary, as if afraid I was going to get angry. 

“Would you do it if he asked you?”

“Scott doesn’t ask me.  He orders me,” Jen said.  “And yes, if he ordered me to fuck another man – or men -- I would.”

I stared at her.  I’d mentioned the idea to her, after she started getting hot and heavy with Scott, of adding other men to our game.  “You told me you don’t want faceless hookups,” I reminded her.

“I don’t,” she said.

“So how’s this different?”

“It’s different because it’s Scott.  He’s controlling it.”

“You mean you’d do it for Scott,” I said with a scowl at her.  “You won’t do it for me, but you’d do it for Scott.”

I wanted Jen to see other men so it wasn’t just about Scott.  To dilute the feelings she had for him.  To dilute his control over her.  Now, she was willing to fuck other men because Scott wanted her to.  It was even worse. His control over her was growing.

Jen read my thoughts.  “I get why you’re upset Mike,” she said, reaching over the table and squeezing my hand.  “Let’s not fight.  You want me to be with more than one man, right?  Okay, yes, if it happens, I’d be doing it for Scott.  But if he’s the reason I’m making your fantasy come true, isn’t that another reason he’s good for us?”

“For us?” I snapped.  “You mean, for you.”

“For us.  For our game,” Jen insisted.  “Mike baby, I don’t want to fight.  Please.”

We were silent for long moments.  Then Jen smiled and squeezed my hand.  “You could be one of the men, Mike,” she said encouragingly.  “Scotty said so.  You just have to ask him.”

I scowled at her.  “You know how I feel about that,” I said defiantly.

“I know he’s being a dick.  Of course, he’s being a dick,” Jen said, trying to reason with me.  “But really, why does it matter?  Just call him up. Text him even.  Just say, Scott can I have sex with Jen?  That’s all you have to say.  I know he’ll say yes.”

“Don’t you see I can’t do that?” I said with exasperation.

“Why?” Jen said.  From her face I could tell she honestly didn’t understand.

How could I explain?  Yes, I had cuckold fantasies, but I was still a man.  I had pride.  Scott was trying to take away my manhood.  Like before, when he tried to get me to wear a cock cage.  And I knew – I knew in my heart – that if I did what Scott asked – if I submitted to him – Jen would lose whatever respect she had left for me.  Maybe she didn’t think so now, but over time she would, especially with Scott in her ear, demeaning me to her.

So, I ignored her question.  Instead, I asked “Has he picked any guys?”

She nodded.  “Some of his basketball friends,” she said. 

“He’s told them already?” I asked.

“Not the details, I don’t think,” she said.  With a helpless smile she added “He told me lots of the guys want to bend me over a table.  That’s how he said it.  A lot of his friends want to bend me over a table.” She shivered as she said this, but she laughed too.

I couldn’t help grinning.  “Well, the way you were dressed last night, I don’t blame them,” I said smiling at her.

Jen smiled back at me.  “See?  That’s how our game should be Mike. Just like now.  Both of us having fun.  Joking around.  The game is temporary.  Scott is temporary.  We should be having fun and living in the moment.”

“Yeah …,” I said, my voice trailing off.  If I was certain it would be over in 2 months – if I knew for sure she would eventually stop seeing Scott – then maybe I would text Scott for permission.

But I wasn’t sure. Scott was better looking than me. His body was better. He made more money.  He fucked her better.  And they were saying they loved each other.  It was impossible not to be afraid I was going to lose her to Scott.  And I would lose her faster if she lost all respect for me.

“So anyways …,” Jen began hesitantly.  She asked, “Do we have plans for Valentine’s day?”

I stared at her.  “Yes,” I said sharply.  “Of course, we have plans for Valentine’s day.” 

How could she ask me that? We were married for fuck’s sake!  She was my wife!  Like all married couples, we had a standing date on Valentine’s day!  On every Valentine’s day!  That’s just how it worked!

“Well, I mean, I definitely want to do that,” she said.  “But what about Scott?”

I stared at Jen again.  It was like she just stuck a dagger into my heart.  “What about him?” I hissed.

“Mike baby, he is supposed to be my boyfriend,” she said with that reasonable voice again.  “He’s only having sex with me, not other girls.  I can’t just bail on him.  Just like I’d never bail on you.”

“So, what do you want to do on Valentine’s Day?  This is Scott’s idea, right?  So, what does he want to do?” I spat out angrily.

Jen was silent, counting to ten.  She squeezed my hand again, trying to reassure me and calm me down.  “Yes, he has an idea, and I said no.  He wants to double date.  Me and Scott and you and Bitsy.  I said no of course.”

I stared at her.  I was dumbfounded, at a loss for words.  Finally, I said “So, what then?”

“I thought maybe we’d go out alone.  You and me,” Jen said.  “And then Scott would join us later.  See?  Not so terrible.  We’ve done that before.”

“I’m surprised Scott would agree to that,” I said bitterly.

“Well …,” Jen said hesitantly. 

“What Jen?  Just tell me!” I said angrily, knowing there was more. My insides were filled with dread.  I knew whatever it was, it was bad.

“Okay, first off, it’s just temporary.  A henna tattoo,” Jen said warily.

“Another tat?!”

“A henna Mike,” Jen told me pleadingly.  “It’s temporary.  It’ll wear off by the time the 3 months are over.  In 2 months, it’ll be gone.”

“Jen …,” I said, suddenly exhausted.  Emotionally exhausted. Yet, my cock was so hard it hurt. “What?  Wear?”

Jen took a deep breath, as if knowing I was going to explode and preparing herself for it.  She took out her iPhone.  She pressed and swiped a few times, and then she showed me the picture.  “Here,” she said.

I looked at the iPhone screen.  It was a picture of a girl’s breast.  She was wearing a tiny crop top so you could see the underside of her breast.  She was braless – her nipple through the crop top was clearly visible.  The girl was petite like Jen, with about the same size breasts.    So the picture showed what Jen would look like if she was wearing that crop top.

The girl in the picture had a tat underneath her left breast.  It said “good vibes” in small script letters.

“You want to tattoo your breast?” I said incredulously.

“A little one,” Jen said trying to reassure me.  “Smaller than hers. 

Way smaller.  And not my breast.  Underneath, like in the picture.  You won’t even see it when I’m wearing a bra.  And remember, it’ll only be a henna.”

“What will it say?” I said, frowning at Jen.

“It’ll be little.  Two tiny numbers,” she said.

“What Jen?!” I said angrily.  My voice was so loud people turned to look at us.

Jen hesitated.  Then she whispered “55.”

I was confused for a moment.  Then I remembered.

55 was Scott’s number on his basketball team, the Bolts. 

Then I realized it was more than that.  Scott’s last name was Stafford. And 5 looked like S.  His number 55 was his initials SS.  Jen was going to ink herself with her lover’s – her boyfriend’s – initials. 

“It’s part of Scott being my top,” she explained in a whispered voice. “He wants all his friends to see it.  They’ll think it’s a real tat.  See how it pushes my buttons?  And yours too Mike.  And remember, it’s just a henna.”

“But you want a real one,” I said, reading her thoughts and seeing into the future. 

Jen was right.  I hated the idea, but it pushed my buttons.  My cock was so hard, I was so on the edge, if I touched myself, I’d probably cum.

“I don’t know if I do or don’t,” she said with a shrug.  “This way I get to try it out.  But won’t it be sexy?  Think about me on the beach, in a string bikini.  It’ll peak out sometimes.  Don’t you think that’s sexy?  Especially if men are looking at me, trying to figure out if it’s really there.  Mike, I know you’d love that.”

“Not if it’s Scott’s initials!” I hissed angrily.

“Of course, the permanent one won’t be that,” Jen said trying to reassure me.

“Then what?” I demanded.

“I don’t know,” she said honestly.  “I have some ideas, but I haven’t decided.  I don’t even know if I want a permanent one.”

“So, for me to spend Valentine’s day with you, I have to agree to let Scott brand you with his initials?” I said bitterly.

Jen smiled.  “Mike you’re being so dramatic,” she said with a playful roll of her eyes.  “I know when you say things like ‘Scott’s branding me’ you think the idea’s hot.”

“Fuck you, Jen!” I hissed angrily.

At that moment the waiter appeared. He asked if we wanted more wine.  I was too angry to respond.  Jen said “Yes, please.”  The waiter quickly refilled our glasses and then hurried away, seeing the tension between us.

“It’s only a henna Mike,” she reminded me in a whispered, reasonable voice.  “And we have lots of Valentine’s days in our life.  This is just one.  A one-time thing.”

I couldn’t believe it.  First Jen wanted to be with Scott on Valentine’s day.  Second, she wanted to ink herself with his initials.  And not just anywhere, but her breast.  Why not just next to her clit?

She reached across the table and squeezed my hand again.  “I know I’m throwing a lot at you,” she said in that soothing, reasonable voice.  “But Valentines Day is soon so I have to schedule things with Davis.”  Davis was the black tattoo artist.

“You can at least sound a little less excited,” I said bitterly. “At least pretend to be.”

“Okay I’m horrible.  But I am excited,” she admitted. With a helpless smile she said “I’m wet just talking about it.  Scott’s really pushing my boundaries.  It’s exciting.  Thrilling.”

“He’s wedging himself between us!” I insisted.

“He is not Mike,” she assured me.  “It’s only a henna.  And it’s only one Valentine’s day in all our Valentine’s days together.  Mike baby, I’m sorry I’m so excited but I wanted to tell you about it.  You’re my soul mate. If I don’t tell you about something, it’s like it didn’t happen.”

I stared at her.  Jen wasn’t asking me.  She was telling me.  And she was happy.  She was really happy. 

I could throw a tantrum and burst her bubble.  Or I could just go with it.  It was only 2 more months. 

And despite everything – despite all the angst and heartache – my cock was so incredibly hard.  The idea of Scott branding my wife with his initials got be so fucking hot.  Maybe I should just let it happen.  Savior it, enjoy it all.  And then hope and pray for the best in 2 months.




CHAPTER 14 – BEGINNING

 

OF MONTH 2 OF 3

 

Jen was stunning in the new dress she bought for Valentine’s day.  It was pink and elaborate lace from the waist up.  It had a daring V cutout in back, starting from almost her arms on both sides and trailing down to converge at her waist.  It bared most of her back, so of course she was braless.  Her sun and moon tattoo was clearly visible to anyone looking at her back.

The skirt of the dress was pleated somewhat and ended way above her knees.  Needless to say, she was showing a lot of her gorgeous legs.  She bought new white Jimmy Choo high heels to go with the dress.  She completed the outfit with nude, silky hose. I assume it was pantyhose because the skirt was so short.  I found out later she was wearing thigh highs that ended way up her legs, just below her pussy.

We went to dinner at Per Se.  It’s where we got engaged, and we always went there for anniversaries and Valentine’s day.  Obviously, it was weird this year.  It was a romantic dinner, we sat close, we held hands, we talked about our future.  But still this was my new normal.  She let me touch her lovingly, but not intimately.  And I knew I wouldn’t be the man to make love to her tonight. 

My new normal was evident on her body.  She still wore my wedding rings.  But she also wore Scott’s diamond earrings.  On her back, bared to the world to see (because of her new dress), was the sun and moon tattoo she got with Scott’s encouragement.  And inside her dress, her breast was branded with Scott’s initials.  I hadn’t seen it yet – I wasn’t allowed to see her naked body unless she was with Scott – but she told me she had gotten inked. 

“Which breast?” I asked her.

Jen smiled, hearing the excitement in my voice.  I hated the new tat, but loved it too.  That’s how I was with all of this -- conflicted.  With a mischievous sparkle in her beautiful blue eyes, she said “Left.”

I glared at her.  “You know why he picked the left don’t you?” I said angrily. Scott tatted my wife’s left breast because that was the side she wore my engagement and wedding rings!  He was clearly pissing in my face!

“Of course I know baby,” Jen said squeezing my hand reassuringly. “He’s dicking with you Mike.  Just ignore him.  It’s only a henna.  It’ll be gone in a couple months.”

I continued to scowl but I didn’t really have a response back to that. Especially since my dick was rock hard and Jen knew it.  Finally, I asked “He’s coming over later?”

“Yes,” Jen said.  “I’ll text him when we leave.” 

I heard the excitement in her voice.  She wanted dinner -- dinner with me – to be over so she could be with Scott. 

With a teasing grin, Jen added, “You’ll get to see the new tat then. After Scotty undresses me.”  A soft moan escaped my lips and she giggled. She knew how to push my cuck buttons.

“So what’s Bitsy doing tonight?” Jen asked.  “You know she can’t stop talking about you.”

“Why? Jealous?” I asked. 

“Of course I’m jealous,” she said.  She was no longer smiling. 

“You said she didn’t threaten you,” I reminded her.

“Mike, you’re my husband.  Of course I’m jealous.  It’s only fair you get Bitsy since I’m with Scott.  But that doesn’t mean I’m not jealous.  It doesn’t mean I want you having sex with another woman.”

I shrugged, not knowing how to respond to that.  She had the power to end my relationship with Bitsy.  All she had to do was stop seeing Scott.  But she didn’t want to do that. 

After a few moments Jen asked again “So what’s she doing?  It’s Valentine’s day.  Did she call you?”

“No, I haven’t talked to her since last time,” I said.  With a shrug I said, “I don’t know what’s she’s doing tonight.  Maybe she’s pissed because I haven’t called her.  You said she gets around.  Maybe she’s moved on and is with another guy tonight.”

“I doubt that,” Jen said.  “She can’t stop talking about you.”

“You’ve talked to her?”

“No,” Jen said, shaking her head.  “I’ve talked to people who have talked to her.”

I shrugged.  I didn’t care about Bitsy.  I was pleased though, that she was talking about me and Jen had heard about it.  I felt some satisfaction with that.

Then it dawned on me why she was asking.  “You’re trying to get rid of me, right?  You want me to go over to Bitsy’s so you can spend more time with Scott tonight.”

“Mike god no,” Jen said immediately, squeezing my hand again. “I’m just curious.  Let’s not argue.  It’s our favorite restaurant in the world. Let’s just enjoy ourselves.”

I nodded.  I knew I was being a child.  This was our game.  If anything, I pushed her into it.  Now I was taking my anxieties and doubts out on her.  I forced myself to chill.  After all, this was my only time alone with Jen tonight.  Once we got home, she’d be Scott’s again.

Sometime later Jen said, “I was thinking ….”

“What?”

Jen lowered her voice.  She whispered “You don’t have to just watch tonight baby.  All you have to do is ask Scott.”

“No,” I said immediately.

“You don’t even have to talk to him,” Jen pressed.  “Just text him.”

“No Jen,” I said stubbornly.  “Why do you even care?  It’s not like you get anything from me.”

“I get a lot from you Mike,” Jen assured me.  Then she sheepishly admitted, “Also, this way you won’t have to see Bitsy anymore.  I’ll take care of your needs.”

My heart leaped.  She truly was jealous about Bitsy.   And she wanted me all to herself.  That made me feel incredible.

“Take care of my needs,” I said hopefully, repeating her words.  “So not just tonight.  You’ll let me have sex with you again, whenever I want.”

“Yes,” Jen said.

“But each time I’d have to get Scott’s permission,” I said bitterly.

“Maybe not baby,” Jen said encouragingly.  “Maybe just for intercourse, not anything else.  You just need to talk to Scott.”

I knew “everything else” meant her hands and mouth. But that was okay. I’d love any intimacy with her again.  But to get that, I had to ask Scott.  To regain access to my wife’s body – to have sex with my wife again – I had to ask another man.

“No,” I stubbornly told her.

Jen sighed.  “It’s just, I worry about you,” she said.  “You’re moody Mike.  I love that part about you, I love all of you, but you get moody and you get all worked up about things.”  She lowered her voice again and said, “And it gets worse when you beat off.  You get depressed after you cum.  I see it. It worries me.  If you let me take care of you, you won’t need to take care of yourself so much, so you won’t get so down.  Even when you do, I’ll be there and we’d be able to reconnect.”

“Jen … what do you want me to say?” I said, frustrated.  “You’re my wife.  But I have to get another man’s permission to make love to you.  To even see you naked.  I understand you’re on a journey, and it’s only 2 more months.  I get it. I want to support you. But I’m not going to ask Scott.  I’m not.  I might be a cuck but I’m still a man.  I mean, frankly, if I asked Scott for permission, you’d lose all respect for me.”

“Mike I would not,” Jen insisted immediately.  “I wouldn’t.”

I shrugged.  Maybe that’s what she believed.  Maybe at first, it might even be true.  But over time she would lose respect for me, especially with Scott whispering into her ear, demeaning me.

I decided to change the subject.  With a proud smile, I said “Sapphire’s doing great, better than projections.  I’m in line for a big bonus, maybe even early partnership.”

“Oh my god baby that’s so awesome!” Jen gushed.  “I’m so proud of you!”

“Remember that loft apartment down the street from the French bistro?” I asked.  “I want to buy it.  As soon as the bonus comes in.”

Jen’s jaw dropped.  “Are you serious?  The bonus will be that much?” she asked looking incredulous. 

I nodded, a big grin on my face.  “Enough to buy it with cash,” I told her proudly.

“Oh my god,” Jen said looking awed and shocked.  It felt great seeing that look on her beautiful face.  It made me feel like a superhero. 

“It’s got 3 bedrooms.  And a den,” I reminded her.  “Big enough to start a family.”

“Yes.  I remember,” Jen said, still trying to process all of this.  It was borderline life changing.  We were saving money for a house, but we still had a couple years to go, and even then, we’d have to choose between a tiny apartment in New York City or moving to New Jersey.  Now everything was different.  It was happening now.  We could buy a big apartment in the heart of NYC. 

“You still want to start a family?” I asked her.

“Yes, of course baby,” she said immediately.

“So we can start soon.  You want that right?”

“Yes, definitely,” she assured me.

I had led Jen down the path.  Now it was time to pounce. 

“So obviously you have to stop with Scott,” I told her.  “When you go off the pill.  We can’t take a chance.  Even with condoms.”

“Of course, I will Mike.  Two months, it’s over,” she insisted.  I was relieved she unconditionally agreed without any hesitation.

She grinned and said “We don’t want little Scotties running around. We want little Mikeys.” 

I smiled back.  But hearing her say little “Scotties” made my hard cock twitch.  Jen getting pregnant by another man … well, that was the ultimate cuckold fantasy right? 




CHAPTER 15 – MONTH 2

 

Scott was waiting for us when we got home.  They hugged and kissed, and just like that, Jen went from being mine to being his.  They exchanged Valentine’s Day gifts.  Scott gave her racy lingerie.  Jen gave him a framed picture of them together.  Scott really liked the picture.  He asked, “From our first date?” and Jen smiled and nodded. 

They were typical Valentine’s Day gifts.  That’s what bothered me. They were the kind of gifts couples gave each other.  I didn’t know when their first date was.  At this point the timeline of their relationship was blurry to me.  But clearly, they both knew when it was.  It was another sign of their couple-ness.

Scott was in a social mood so we talked before they retired to the bedroom for sex.  He was from Michigan, and he talked about wanting to move back someday.  A couple years ago he bought land on Lake Michigan, not too far from the Manistee National Forest.  I had heard of Lake Michigan of course (it was one of the Great Lakes, right?) but not Manistee. 

“Lake Michigan is the largest body of fresh water in the world,” Scott said proudly.  “I’ve got 10 acres with 1000 feet on the water.  You can see Manistee National Forest.  I’m going to build a big house with huge windows facing the water and the forest.  I’m going to have tall ceilings and lofts instead of floors, and they’re going to be facing the windows.  I’ll put thick robe cables, so you Tarzan from one loft to another.”

“Oh my god that sounds so freaking awesome!” Jen gushed, her attention riveted on him.  “It sounds so fun!  So many places to hike and bike.”

“And water ski in the summer, and snow skiing in the winter,” Scott agreed, a big grin on his face.  “You’ve gotta come with me to visit sometime.”

“I’d love to!” Jen said enthusiastically.  Then she seemed to remember I was there.  She looked at me and said, “We’d love to, right Mike?”

I nodded curtly.  But what about their relationship ending in 2 months?  How did that fit into visiting him?

I thought about the loft apartment in SoHo.  Less than an hour ago Jen had been so excited about it, so proud of me.  Now it seemed she had forgotten all about that.  She was more excited about Scott’s place at Lake Michigan. 

Jen and Scott were smiling at each other.  For long moments they smiled into the other’s eyes.  Then they were kissing.

It got hot and heavy fast.  They didn’t even bother to move to the bedroom.  Jen’s pink Valentine’s day dress disappeared.  So did Scott’s clothes.  She straddled his muscular thighs.  With their lips planted together, Jen urgently reached down between their bodies and guided his cock to her pussy. 

I watched as he penetrated my wife.  He was bareback of course.  Jen slowly impaled herself on him.  They were both gasping and moaning as his cock disappeared into her, inch by inch.

It took long moments, but eventually he was balls deep inside her. Even though I’d seen it before I still couldn’t believe it fit inside her.  He was over 11 inches!  Almost a fucking foot!  And thick!  How was it possible my little petite Jen could take all of him inside her? 

But it was clear Jen loved it.  Loved every thick inch of him.  Her face was flushed as she passionately kissed him.  They stayed like that for long moments, not moving with Scott’s cock completely inside her, passionately making out with their arms around each other and their bodies connected as one. 

I was rock hard.  I took out my cock and began stroking myself.

Jen began moving up and down.  Scott controlled her movements.  He gripped her hips, and with his muscular arms he moved her up and down on his shaft.  Jen was moaning continuously, saying “Ah ah ah ah ah ah ….”

At some point, Scott turned her around, reverse cowgirl, so she was facing me.  Jen was moving up and down now on her own volition, with Scott reaching around and squeezing her tits and pinching her nipples.  She was leaning back with her head turned and her arms around his neck.  They were kissing as they fucked. 

I looked between her legs.  Her pussy was grotesquely stretched wide around his thick cock.  Scott had a thick vein running up the underside of his shaft, and her pussy was stretched tight around it, as if she was custom-shaped to fit him. 

Her pussy lips stretched up as if holding him, like suction, wherever she moved up his shaft.  At that moment, seeing her stretched like that, I knew with certainly Jen’s pussy was ruined for me.  She’d never feel as tight round my small dick, and I’d never be able to give her pleasure much less get her to orgasm on my little cock.

Scott’s hands moved to her hips.  Apparently, he wanted to control her movements again.  At that moment I saw her naked breasts for the first time that night.  That’s when I saw it.  The new tattoo.  55 inked under her left breast.  My wife had allowed herself to be branded with another man’s initials. 

At that moment I came.  It was maybe the most intense orgasm of my life.

Immediately though, I felt waves of intense depression.  It was what I always felt after cumming nowadays.  My heart was broken.  I wasn’t able to breathe.  I didn’t care if I lived or died.  That’s how I felt.  That’s how debilitating it was.

Jen didn’t notice though.  She didn’t even look at me.  Scott was ramming her now.  Rapidly thrusting up into her pussy, like a jackhammer. Jen was whimpering, a continuous wail of helpless moans. 

I saw her body tense and her head jerk back, and I knew she was cumming.  Then Scott came.  His balls tightened and the root of his cock jerked.  It happened once, twice, three times.  I knew each time he was shooting a jet of sperm into Jen’s womb.  He continued to thrust into her. After a few moments, the shaft of his cock was slick with his milky white seed.

My eyes traveled back up to Jen’s breasts.  To the small 55 inked in jet black ink below her left breast.  Jen belonged to Scott now, and the tattoo was just more evidence of it.  My feelings of depression and despair got worse.

They shifted position.  Scott held Jen in his arms.  His arms were around her and she was cuddled into him.  They kissed softly and whispered sweet nothings.  I distinctly heard Scott whisper, “I love you Jenny.” 

Then Jen said, “I love you too Scotty.” 

I felt my world crashing down around me.  I felt like my life was over.  I couldn’t take any more.  I got up and walked out of the room.

I heard Jen say, “Wait Mike.”  She rushed over to me.  Somehow, she’d managed to throw on a robe.  So even in that moment, I wasn’t able to feel her naked body against me.

“You’re upset,” Jen said looking at my face.

“Of course I’m upset!” I spat back, bitterness in my voice.  “You just said you love him!  He branded you!”

Jen took my arm and led me out of the bedroom and to the sofa in our family room.  She sat down next to me, her head on my shoulder, tightly holding my arm.  We were silent for long moments.  Then, reading my thoughts, she softly said “It’s only a henna.  It’s not permanent.  And I can feel love for Scotty, but not be in love.  I’ve told you.”

“That doesn’t help Jen,” I told her.

“It doesn’t help because you won’t ask Scott,” Jen gently said, continuing our conversation from before.  About me asking Scott for permission to have sex with my wife again.

“So it’s my fault?” I said angrily.

“It’s not your fault Mike,” she said soothingly.  “I’m just saying, it would be easier for you if you were more opened minded.”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t go crazy,” Jen said warily.

“Crazy about what?” I said not understanding. 

“Will you keep an open mind about it?” she asked.

“About what Jen?” I said with exasperation.

Jen looked at me for long moments, studying me, as if gauging whether I could handle it.  Then she reached into her bag and handed me a small box. 

I opened the box and looked inside.

It was a cock cage.

 

I stared incredulously at the box.  “You want me to wear this?” I said disbelievingly.

“I’ve read a lot about it,” Jen quickly explained.  “If you don’t cum so much, you won’t get so upset.  And when you do cum, it’ll be with me.  You won’t get so upset.”

My head was spinning.  My wife really wanted to put my cock in a cage?

“If you put this on, you can see me naked again,” Jen said.  “You can watch me dress.  Touch me wherever you want.  We can even have sex sometimes.”

“When?”

“When Scott says,” she said.

“You said before I’d only have to ask him for intercourse.”

“Mike baby, we can’t do anything if you’re wearing this,” Jen pointed out gently.  “But, I mean, you could take care of me.”

“Thanks a lot,” I said sarcastically.

Jen smiled slightly.  She said, “I’ve missed your tongue.”

I couldn’t help smiling.  And feeling good.  At least I was better than Scott at something.

“So Scott would have the key,” I said trying to process all this.

“No.  I would,” Jen said.  “But I won’t take it off unless he says so. Or times you can’t wear it, like if you have to travel for work.”

After I was silent for a few moments, she said, “I can tell you don’t completely hate the idea.”  Her eyes were on my cock.  I was rock hard again.

Jen wrapped her hand around my shaft.  “When it’s off we can do this,” she said, slowly stroking me.  “Don’t you miss this?”

My eyes fluttered and my breath caught as I felt her hand wrap around me.  Then she began stroking me.  “Oh god,” I moaned.  It’d been so long since I had any sexual contact with her, over a month.  “Yeah, I missed it,” I said, the words coming out like a long moan.

“I’ll make you cum, then I’ll put it on you, okay?” she said as she continued to slowly stroke me.

“Who’s idea was it?” I asked. 

Jen hesitated, then said honestly, “Scott’s.”  She quickly added “But I think it’s a good idea too.”

My cock jerked at her words.  She felt it too.  She said, “I know you Mike.  You hate it, but you love it too.  Just go with it baby.  Give into it.”

I hesitated for long moments.  Then I said “I want your pussy.”

Scott was in the room.  I hadn’t notice – I didn’t know how long he’d been listening – but Jen turned to him and asked, “Is that okay Scotty?”

“Sure, as long as he puts on a condom,” Scott said.

“He doesn’t like sloppy seconds,” Jen said looking back at me. 

“Okay then?” she asked.

“Okay,” I agreed.

“Let’s make sure we’re all on the same page,” Scott said.  “Your cock goes in the cage.  I say when it comes off.  You don’t try to get out of it.”

“Say yes Mike,” Jen urged me.

I hesitated.  Jen was still slowly stroking me.  God, I wanted to be inside her so bad.  And if I agreed, I’d get her body back.  I’d be able to see her.  Touch her.  Make her cum with my tongue.

“Yes,” I said.  And with that one word, I lost my manhood.

Scott was hard.  He was stroking himself.  The bastard was getting off on this. 

Then, looking at Scott, I said, “But it comes off if I want to be with Bitsy.  I don’t have to ask you about that.”

“Done,” Scott said immediately.

Jen glared at Scott.  Then she looked at me.  “Why do you still need Bitsy if I’m taking care of you?” she asked with an edge to her voice.

“Because he might say no,” I told my wife.  “At least this way you’ll be on my side.”

Jen frowned at me.  Then she realized what I was asking wasn’t unreasonable.  She softened and nodded, admitting she understood my point.

She asked me, “Where’s your condoms?”

I told her and she got one.  She ripped the foil package open with her teeth, then expertly rolled the condom down my shaft.  As she did, she eyed Scott and saw he was stroking himself.  “Save that for me Scotty,” she told him with a grin.

“I’ve always got more for you babe,” Scott said with a grin back.  Jen laughed.

Then she looked back at me, the grin still on her pretty face.  She stood up and dropped the robe.  Since I was sitting down, her tits were eyelevel.  I stared at the 55 inked under her left breast.  If she had bigger breasts, the tattoo might be hidden.  But Jen’s tits were tiny, and perky.  So the 55 was clearly visible.

Jen knew I was looking at it.  “What do you think?” she asked.

“It’s disturbing,” I told her.  Then I admitted “And sexy.”

“Thanks for being honest,” Jen said, smiling appreciatively at me.

Jen straddled my legs, like she’d done with Scott earlier.  She reached down between us, and guided my cock to her pussy.  Unlike with Scott, it took no effort for my cock to penetrate her.  I was balls deep inside her immediately.

Oh my god.  She felt so loose.  I didn’t feel anything.  No friction at all.  Just warm wetness.  I didn’t know if that was Jen, or Scott’s sperm still inside her.

Jen wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me.  Really kissed me, with tongue.  I kissed her back.  Urgently.  Hungrily.  It was our first sexual kiss in over a month.

Then she moved on my cock.  She didn’t need to move up and down, like with Scott.  I didn’t have his 11 inches.  I was barely over 4 inches hard, and thin, not even half his size.  So, all Jen had to do was move her hips back and forth.  She moved once, back and forth.  Then again.  Then a third time. 

I came.  I was inside her for less than 30 seconds, and I came.  I couldn’t help comparing my performance to Scott’s.  Me, 30 seconds.  Him, 30 minutes.  I knew Jen must be comparing us too.  Why in the world would she ever want sex with me again?

 

Things happened fast after I came.  It was like she planned it out ahead of time.  Or maybe they planned it out together.

Jen washed my cock with a warm soapy towel, and then she shaved me.  Everything, even my crack, like a Brazilian.  She only left some fuzz directly above my cock. 

She put a ring behind my balls.  Then she took the cage out of the box.  It was a rigid clear plastic tube that angled down.  There was a hole in the end to piss.

Jen pressed a bag of ice against my cock to ensure I was completely soft.

Then she asked, “Are you ready?” She was now holding my cock in one hand, and the tube in the other.

My head was spinning at that point.  It was a surreal experience.  I just nodded.

Jen inserted my soft cock into the tube.  Then she locked the tube to the ring, making it impossible to take the tube off without unlocking the lock.

“How does it feel?” she asked.

“Weird,” I said honestly.  I looked at my cock in the cage.  It was a perfect fit.  There was almost no extra room in the tube.  I found out later she bought the CB6000S model.  It was their smallest cock cage, almost an inch shorter than the normal model.  The cage was only 2.5 inches in length. When I was soft, my dick was just over 2 inches, so it was a perfect fit.

“Nice bro,” Scott said, standing behind Jen and looking at my caged cock.  His cock was free of course.  He was hard again, and his 11 inches of virile manhood was swinging back and forth between his chiseled legs.

Jen handed Scott both keys.  “Don’t worry, I won’t lose them,” he said grinning at me. 

Scott tugged Jen towards the bedroom, but she said “Give me a sec.”

Jen sat on the sofa next to me and hugged me.  We were both naked, so she was pressing her tits against my chest.  “Now we can do this all we want,” she said encouragingly.  She kissed me – really kissed me, with tongue – then said, “I’ll finish with Scott, and then we’ll sleep together, okay?”

“Okay,” I said, feeling numb.  Things had happened so fast.  I was still trying to catch up.

“An hour.  Two at most,” she promised. 

I nodded.

“Give us some time alone,” she said.  She looked at the clock.  It was 10pm.  “Until 1030.  Then you can join us.  Okay?” 

I nodded again.

Jen kissed me again, then joined Scott in the bedroom.  She closed the door behind her, but she didn’t lock it.

I looked down at myself.  Holy fuck.  I was in a cage.  My cock was in a fucking cage.
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CHAPTER 1 – MONTH 2

 

(This chapter begins right after the end of Book 3)

“Hey,” I said getting into bed with Scott.

“Hey,” Scott said back.  He grinned at me.  “So, he did it.”

“He did,” I said incredulously.  I couldn’t believe it.  My husband let me put his cock into a cock cage.  And he let me give the key to Scott.  So now Scott controlled Mike’s orgasms.  He even controlled when Mike could touch his cock.  I was shocked.

“I told you he’d do it,” Scott said.

“Yeah, you did,” I admitted.  I still couldn’t believe it.  “Thanks for not making fun of him.”

“I told you I’d be cool about it,” Scott said.  “I don’t need to make fun of him.  I control his dick.” 

“Hush,” I said.  I looked nervously at the door.  I didn’t want Mike to hear. 

“It won’t hurt him, will it?” I asked.

“I told you about that guy,” Scott said, repeating a story he told me before.  “He’s been caged over a year now.  Close to 2 years.  His wife – I used to fuck her – she lets him out every couple months.  He’s fine.  Mike won’t be able to get an erection in the cage.  The ring prevents blood flow.  I think that’s how it works.”

“It’s not dangerous?” I asked worriedly.

“No, lots of cucks wear them, they’ve still got their dicks,” Scott assured me.  “But I’ll tell you what.  If you wear it long enough it’ll shrink your dick.”

“What?”

“Yeah, that guy I just talked about?” Scott said.  “He’s lost an inch. Thinner too.  Something about the spongy part of the dick.  If you don’t get an erection for a long time it loses elasticity.”

“I don’t want Mike to get smaller,” I said with a frown.

“Seriously, does it matter?” Scott scoffed.  “3 inches versus 4?”

“Easy for you to say,” I said with a laugh, looking at Scott’s enormous cock.  “Would you want to lose an inch?”

“Would you want me too?” he said grinning at me.

“No,” I admitted with another laugh.

Scott laughed back.  “You’re such a fucking size queen,” he said with a grin.  Then he rolled on top of me.  He pushed in.  There was momentarily resistance, then my pussy loosened, and he slid in.  It still felt like he was stretching me.  And Scott said I still felt really tight around his cock.  But I was definitely getting looser. 

And no wonder.  We were fucking almost every day now.  Non-stop on our Friday and Saturday dates.  And quickies at work during most other days.  Scott liked taking me in my office.  He liked to bend me over my desk and fuck me from behind.  He liked doing me in his office too.  Usually reverse cowgirl with him sitting in his leather desk chair.  But also we got hotel rooms sometimes.  You know, the kind that charged by the hour?  I felt like such a whore at those sleazy hotels.  It got me so hot.

“Did you feel him?” Scott asked as he slowly long stroked me. “Mike? When he was inside you?”

“Not really,” I said honestly.

“See?  It doesn’t matter if he gets smaller.  You already don’t feel him.”

“God Scott you’re such a dick,” I said.

“Yeah, but you love my dick,” he said with a grin at me.  He started fucking me faster and harder.  We stopped talking, and our conversation turned from words to moans, and flesh slapping flesh.

 

After waiting for a while, I went into the bedroom.  They were still fucking.  It was almost an hour now.  Their bodies glistened with a sheen of perspiration, and they were panting as they fucked.  I have to admit, Scott has amazing stamina.  From her moans and cries, Jen had cum a few times by now. Or maybe one long continuous orgasm.  I think Scott had cum once, and he was already recovered and fucking Jen hard again.

I felt strange in the cage.  I was definitely aroused watching my wife with Scott.  But I wasn’t hard.  It was a strange sensation.  Aroused but not hard.  The cage was preventing me from getting an erection.

It was like a slow burn.  That’s how it felt.  Embers in the fireplace, instead of a roaring fire.

Eventually I went into the guest bedroom.  Often, I masturbate before going to sleep.  Especially since Jen began denying me her body.  I need the relief.  It helps me sleep.  So I reached down without thinking.  But instead of feeling my dick I felt the rigid plastic cage.  It was a weird feeling.  Like a part of me was cut off from the rest of my body.  It was frustrating.  I felt desire – I wanted the pleasure of an orgasm -- but couldn’t do anything about it.  At the same time I was – what?  Calm?  Balanced?  I don’t know.  At least I wasn’t depressed.  I wasn’t miserable.  After a while I drifted off into a restless sleep.

 

When I woke up Jen was in bed with me.  She felt me stir and woke up too.  She turned to look at me.  “Hi,” she said sleepily.

“Hi,” I said back.

Jen reached down and cupped my cock.  She felt the plastic cage. “Wow,” she said softly.

I pushed her hand away.  “I’m still trying to process it,” I said.  She nodded and gave me an understanding smile.

I looked down at her body.  She was naked.  Well, that was an improvement.  I looked at the 55 tat under her left tit.  I brushed my finger across it. 

Then I was cupping and fondling her breasts.  I was licking and sucking her nipples.

I moved my hand down her body and flicked a finger across her clit. She winced.  “Mike baby I’m really sore,” she said.

I moved down her body.  She smelled fresh, like vanilla and strawberries.  She must have taken a shower last night before getting in bed with me.  I opened her legs and licked her.  Her pussy lips were red and swollen.  I licked her gently and slowly.  I kissed and licked her pussy a long time.  Finally, she arched her back and curled her toes, and she came.  I moved back up the bed and she snuggled into my arms. 

Usually by now I had a raging erection.  But I was still soft in the cage.  I was aroused.  My desires were still there.  I wanted to fuck.  But my dick was soft.  You can’t fuck with a soft dick.  Anyway, my dick was locked away in the cage.  And Scott had the key.

We took a shower together.  It was like we used to be, really loving and intimate.  I spent a lot of time washing Jen’s hair and rubbing her neck and shoulders.  I gently washed her pussy. 

Jen lovingly washed my body.  It was weird when she got to my cock.  I expected to feel her hand on me, it was like a reflex after so many years together.  But I didn’t feel anything.  It was like last night, when I tried to jerk off.  It was like my penis was cut off from the rest of my body.  The most Jen could do was squirt soap and water to my cock to wash me.

We got dressed.  I figured how to adjust the cage so it didn’t show through my pants.  Jen watched me, a curious expression on her face.  “It doesn’t help, you looking,” I said sourly.

“Sorry.  It’s just …,” Jen began.  She reached out and cupped my crotch.  Feeling the rigid plastic tube instead of my penis, she said, “It’s just … wow.”

Finally, the anger and bitterness came out.  “I guess we really are just platonic friends now.   Scott’s won.  I’m not your husband anymore.  I don’t have a cock.  So I might as well be your girlfriend.”

“Mike baby, calm down,” Jen said, wrapping her arms around me. “We slept naked together.  We showered.  You just watched me dress.  We made love --.”

“We didn’t make love!” I spat out.

“Mike there’s all kinds of making love,” Jen insisted soothingly. “You did this to me.”  She touched my lips.  “Sometimes Scotty will take it off, and we’ll do more kinds of making love.  All kinds of making love.”

Jen’s words – “sometimes Scotty will take it off” – rang in my ears. It hurt to hear her say it.  She knew – like I knew – that I had given Scott control of my manhood.  To hear my wife say it, it shamed me.  It emasculated me.

Jen saw my distress.  She opened my pants and took out my cock.  I was soft inside the rigid plastic cage.  “I know you’re upset,” she said.  “But usually you’d be hard now too.  Even when you got upset, you got hard too.”

It was true.  Talking about my cuck fantasies always got me hard.  In fact, at that moment I was aroused big time.  But the cage prevented me from getting an erection.

“What’s your point?” I snapped. 

“This’ll calm you,” Jen said soothingly, tapping the plastic tube with her painted fingernail.  “You masturbate too much.  This way you won’t get so depressed.”

“So, you’re okay with this,” I said bitterly.  “You want my dick in a cage.”

“Mike …,” she sighed.  “You’re not listening to me.”

I glared at her.  “I’ll cut the lock off,” I snapped at her.

“Mike, you promised Scotty you wouldn’t,” Jen said frowning disapprovingly at me.

I couldn’t believe it.  Jen was taking Scott’s side again.  Again!  I felt betrayed.  I expected her to reassure me.  Tell me everything would be okay. Instead, she was doubling down on Scott’s control over me.  And I hated – HATED – when she called him “Scotty.”

Jen sensed how upset I was.  In a softer voice, she said “Just go with it Mike. It’s only 2 months. This is your chance to live your fantasy.”

“And what happens after 2 months?” I spat out angrily.

“Calm down baby,” she said soothingly, rubbing my chest.

“It comes off after 2 months?” I pressed.

“Yes, of course,” she assured me.

“Then what?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Where will you be then?”

“I’ll be with you,” Jen assured me.

“And what about Scott?”

“What about him?” Jen said.

“Don’t play games with me!” I said angrily.

“I’m not playing games,” Jen insisted.  “I can’t tell you what I don’t know.”

I glared at her.  But I didn’t want to press the Scott issue.  Probably because I was afraid what she’d ultimately say.

“Then what about me – us – after the cage is off?” I asked her.

“Well go back to normal,” Jen promised.  “We’ll have sex again. Anything you want to do?”

“What about you?” I asked.  “Will you want sex with me?”

“Of course I will,” Jen insisted.  “You’re my husband.  I love you.  I need intimacy with you.”

“But will you desire me physically?” I asked.  “Will you get hot for me, like you used to?”

Jen didn’t answer.  And she avoided my eyes.  She finally said in a pleading voice, “Mike … a lot’s happened, you know? I want to be honest.  I can’t tell you what I don’t know.  I do know in 2 months, I’ll still love you. I’ll still be your wife.  And I will want to be intimate with you.  That’s all I know right now.”




CHAPTER 2 – MONTH 2

 

There’s something about Scotty that drives me wild.  Okay, well, 2 things (lol). 

You probably can guess what the first thing is.

The second thing is above the first thing.  It’s the V formed by his pelvic muscle.  Boys, I’ll tell you something.  Girls talk about that V all the time.  All.  The.  Time.  Since I’m into fitness, I know it’s the part of a man’s body where his lower abs meet the hip flexors.  Most girls just call it a man’s V.

You hardly ever see a man so fit he has a V.  Scotty has one, and the first time I saw it, it got me so hot.  I get hot every time I see it. 

I like tracing along the ridges of his chest.  His beautiful pecs.  Then down to his belly button.  I like slowly tracing circles around his belly button. Wider and wider.  It’s like a tease.  For me as much as him. 

Finally, my fingertips touch his V.  I always shudder.  It makes me wet touching his V.  I thumb the hard muscle.  It feels so awesome!  Then I trace down, from his hip almost to his cock.  Then I do the same thing on the other side.

Usually when I’m doing this, Scotty’s got his hands behind his head, chilling as he watches me.  As he feels me caressing him.

My touch turns him on.  But also, the way I’m worshipping his body gets him hot.  That’s what it is.  I’m worshipping his body.

Scotty’s proud of his body.  He spends a lot of time keeping it the way it is.  He loves I can’t take my eyes off him.  That I can’t keep my hands off him. 

I get that.  I’m the same way.  Scotty’s as much into my face and body.  He says I’m the prettiest, hottest girl he’s ever seen.  So since we’ve been dating, I’ve been working out more to keep my body tight.  I’m not trying to add muscle.  I’m just trying to keep my shape.  You know, keep my ass tight.  Keep my thighs toned.  Keep my stomach flat.  Keep my little breasts perky.    I guess it’s working because Scotty’s just as into my body as I’m into his.

I tell him (truthfully) he’s the most gorgeous, hottest man I’ve ever met.  He says the same about me. So I guess we’re a match.

So back to Scotty’s V.  I trace down it.  First on the one side of the V. Then the one side.  Then I get to … y’know … the first thing about Scotty that drives me wild.

“You love it?” he said as I take his cock into my hands.

“You know I do,” I said, mesmerized by it.  God.  His cock so fits him.  So hard.  So heavy and dense.  So freaking big.  I still can’t believe I’m able to get all of this into me.

Sometimes I can’t help compare Scott to the other men in my life. Mike.  And Joey.

Mike’s cock – and I love it – but his cock is so much smaller.  Four inches compared to Scott’s 11.  And much thinner.  I think about if Scott was right, if Mike’s penis will get smaller if he stays in the cage long enough.  I wonder how I’ll feel about that if it happens.  His penis is already so small compared to other men’s.

Joey’s cock is almost as big as Scott’s.  It’s not as long but maybe a little thicker.  And it has a curve to it.  It’s so much bigger than Mike’s.

I’m broken out of my reverie when Scott laughs and jokes, “Maybe I should put my cock in a cage.”

“I’d cut off the lock,” I said with a laugh back.  “And probably they don’t make your size in a cock cage.”  Looking at his manhood, I said, “Anyways, who would ever cage away something so sexy?”

Scott grinned at me.  He loves it when I say things like that.

“How’s Mike dealing with it?” he asked.

“He’s dealing,” I said with a shrug.  “He’s kind of bitter about it, but I think he’ll be happier eventually.  He used to masturbate so much.  After cumming he always got so moody and depressed and that always worried me.”

“And you didn’t like him fucking Bitsy,” Scott teased with a grin.

“Just shut up, okay?” I said.  I didn’t like thinking about Mike with other girls.  Even a girl like Bitsy, who wasn’t nearly as pretty or sexy as me. Honestly, she was kind of mousy.  I know that’s a mean thing to think, but I’m allowed since we’re talking about my husband with another girl.

“How are you dealing with it?” Scott asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, did you expect to see his cock in a cage the day you married him?” Scott said grinning at me.

“No,” I admitted with a laugh.

“So, what do you think of him?”

“He’s my husband,” I said.  “I think of him the same.”

“Really?” Scott said with a raised eyebrow.  “You haven’t lost respect for him?”

I frowned at Scott.  “You got Mike to put his cock in a cock cage,” I said.  “You have the key.  He needs your permission to cum.  He needs your permission to even touch himself.  Can’t you be nice now?  Do you have to put him down more?”

“Okay, you’re right,” Scott with a shrug.  “I’m just competitive.”

“You’ve won.  What are you still competing about?”

Scott touched my wedding and engagement rings on my left hand. “You’re still wearing these rings,” he said.

“I’m not going to take off my rings Scott, so don’t even ask,” I said sternly.

“Okay, okay,” Scott said with a laugh.  To his credit, he knew when to back off.

After a moment, Scott asked “So can you imagine Mike’s dick in you?”

I rolled my eyes at him.  Of course I could imagine Mike’s cock inside me.  After all, he was my exclusive sex partner for almost 10 years, we did it literally thousands of times. 

But now, after Scott (and Joey), I wasn’t able to imagine getting pleasure from Mike.  At that moment, I was wet and my nipples were hard looking at Scott’s cock, and holding it.  I couldn’t imagine reacting the same way with Mike.  Not with this big powerful thing in my hands. 

Colin, my boyfriend before Mike, he had a great body like Scott.  His cock was big (although not as big as Scott’s; maybe about the same as Joey’s).  But he was a shitty boyfriend, and I fell in love with Mike, so his smaller cock didn’t bother me.  Mike was (is) a kind and considerate lover, he always made sure I got off, so it was enough.

Things were different now.  It started with Joey.  Now Scotty.  I’m a different girl now.  Or maybe I’m back to the girl I used to be.

I still loved Mike.  But I want more.  I need more.

“So?” Scott pressed.

“So what?” I asked.  I was slowly stroking Scott’s shaft.

“Can you imagine Mike’s dick inside you?” he asked again.

“Yes.  But right now I want you,” I told him honestly.

Scott grinned.  He flipped me onto my hands and knees and fucked me from behind.  God he fucked me so good!  It was a quickie though.  We were in one of those by-the-hour seedy hotels.  We had to get back to work for a meeting that afternoon.

Afterwards, while still panting, I moved to go to the bathroom but he held me.  “I love you,” he said, looking into my eyes. He tenderly kissed my lips.

“I love you too Scotty,” I said.  I hugged him and kissed him back. Then we got up to get dressed for our meeting.




CHAPTER 3 – MONTH 2

 

 

I was trying to adjust to my new reality.  The first thing was to make sure no one found out about the cage.  That actually wasn’t hard.  The tube curves down and inward, so it’s easy to hide between my legs.  It’s not noticeable when I’m wearing pants.  Probably it wouldn’t be noticeable even if someone saw me in my boxers.

One thing I found out.  Because it’s curved down, I have to sit to piss.  Like a girl.  Once I realized that, I always closed and locked the bathroom door at home because I didn’t want Jen to see me having to piss like a girl.

I was in a constant state of heat.  Chastity was the ultimate denial after all.  But also, now I was able to touch and look at Jen all I wanted.  At first, I was concerned without release I’d go crazy with horniness.  But I found out after a couple days things leveled off.  I think it was because of my inability to get an erection in the cage.  It was like my dick was telling the rest of my body, “nothing going on here so calm down.” 

So, I reached a level of peace.  Jen had read me right.  By not masturbating all the time, I didn’t experience those terrible, debilitating lows. Like, I knew she was going to fuck Scott today at work.  A quickie at the Blue Light Hotel.  The prospect got me hot, and in the past I would have jerked off and then got depressed.  Now though, I still got hot, but since I couldn’t masturbate – couldn’t even get an erection – I stayed balanced.  I didn’t get orgasmic pleasure, but I didn’t fall over the cliff either.  Like I said, I was balanced, and there was peace in that.

When Jen got home that night, I was all over her.  Now more than ever she was the center of my universe.  I couldn’t get enough of her.  I rubbed her feet after she kicked off her high heels.  I made dinner while she sipped wine and listened to music.  I drew her a bath and rubbed her neck and shoulders as she relaxed in the hot soapy water.  Then in bed, I kissed up her neck, fondled her breasts and sucked her nipples, and then licked her pussy until she came.  I made her cum twice.  They weren’t the earth-shattering orgasms that Scott gave her.  But she smiled lovingly at me and said they were soothing and really good.  I lived for that now.  For her attention.  And I think she really liked all the attention I was giving her.

Towards the end of the week Jen took off the cage (she borrowed the key from Scott).  She wanted to clean me, and check for chafing.  She pressed ice against my cock to keep me soft.  But feeling free, out of the cage, with her soft hands on me, I got desperate for an orgasm.  “Please let me cum,” I said to her.

“You have to ask Scott,” she told me. 

I didn’t want to ask Scott.  He already had too much control over me, and over Jen.  “Please, just this one time,” I said.  I was practically begging now.  I was desperate for an orgasm.

Jen frowned at me.  “Scott said you would do this,” she said.  There was disapproval in her voice and I thought she was going to put my cock back in the cage.  But then she licked her hand and began stroking me.

I didn’t get hard immediately.  I wondered if that was a side-effect of being caged.

But after a few moments I was rock hard.  “Oh god,” I groaned as she stroked me.  I knew it wouldn’t take long.  I felt my orgasm building.  Just a few more seconds ….

Then Jen abruptly pulled her hand away.  “What, no Jen, don’t stop!” I cried.  But it was too late.  My cock jerked and semen dripped out of the end.  I ejaculated but I got no pleasure from it.  I got no sexual release. She ruined my orgasm.  I still felt as horny, but now I was frustrated too.

While I panted, Jen cleaned me and applied ice again.  When I was completely soft, she put my cock back in the cage.  “You have to play by the rules Mike,” she told me.  Her voice was both firm and gentle.  “You promised Scott.” 

“Anyways, I don’t get it,” she said.  “You agreed to wear this.  So why does it matter if you ask Scott?  Why deny yourself?  I want to make love to you.  Why are you denying us?”

The way Jen said it, it made me feel good.  She’d just ruined my orgasm, but she wanted to have sex with me.  We were playing a game – our game – and it was me not following the rules.

But still I was upset.  I was bothered by Scott’s hold on her.  And I still had pride.  It was like she wanted me to bow down to Scott like a peasant to a king, and that was unacceptable to me.

Jen sensed I was upset.  In a softer voice, she said “See?  You get upset when you cum.”

“It wasn’t a real orgasm,” I said bitterly.

“Well, you were a bad boy,” she said.  She was smiling playfully at me, and she punched my arm.  I found myself smiling back at her.

“Ask Scott,” Jen urged me.  “Just give into it.  It won’t be so bad.”

I was silent for a few moments.  Then I said, “Do me a favor.  Don’t tell Allie.”

Jen knew I was talking about my cock in a cage.  With a giggle she said “Why, still hoping to check Allie-oh-la-la off your bucket list?”

“Long after Scott’s gone, you’ll still be friends with Allie.  I just don’t want her to think I’m a freak,” I explained.

“Allie would never think that,” Jen assured me, hugging my arm. “But anyways, I promise, I won’t tell her.”

 

We went to the French bistro for dinner, which had become our favorite restaurant.  The restaurant attracted a big French crowd, so it was full of handsome, well dressed French men.  More than a few gave Jen long up and down looks as the Maître D' showed us to our table.  I wondered how many of the GQ-worthy men in the restaurant had their cocks in a cage.  I knew the answer of course.  None.

I wondered if Jen thought about that.  I wondered if she regretted marrying me.  She was super-hot, always the prettiest girl in the room and had a killer body.  Me, her husband, was an average looking guy and my little dick was in a cage.  And, I let another man do it to me.  How could Jen possibly be content married to me?

But Jen didn’t say that.  Instead, she was excited to be so close to the soon to be ours (hopefully) loft apartment.  She had called the real estate agent who agreed to let us tour the apartment again.  So, after eating dinner, we met up with the agent and toured the apartment.  Jen was super excited to be in the apartment again, and she held my hand and arm the entire time.  It almost made me forget that my cock was in a cage.




CHAPTER 4 – MONTH 2

 

 

Friday, I went with Scott to Vince and Steve’s party.  They were both 24, five years younger than me, and they were part of my team at work.  In fact, they worked for me. 

Vince and Steve shared an apartment with Brian, who I learned was also 24.  He bartended and played in a band when he wasn’t auditioning for Broadway shows.  The 3 guys shared an apartment because it was so expensive to live in New York City.

I didn’t go with Scott of course.  Unlike his basketball friends, people at work knew Mike, so we obviously couldn’t be open about seeing each other.  But, people knew me and Scotty were buds, so they weren’t surprised when we showed up together.

It wasn’t just I was married to Mike either.  Scotty was a partner, and he was my boss.  We had to be careful because if people found out we were dating, he might have problems with HR.

I socialized with Vince and Steve – for example, they were at Stowe – but I was kind of standoffish too.  They were both VGL (very good looking) but I was their boss.  They worked for me, so I tried to keep it professional. 

They were young too.  Five years younger than me.  Yes, Joey was even younger, but normally I was attracted to older men, or at least guys my age.  I was 29.  Mike was 30.  Scott was 37.  You get my point.  So even if I had been single, I wouldn’t have been interested in Vince or Scott (or Brian for that matter).

I found out when we got there that it was a big party with the other apartments on their floor, and the ones below.  So, there were a lot of people there crowding the apartments, the hallways and the stairwell that connected the 2 floors.  It felt like a college dorm party.  I found it exciting!

“Think anyone here has their cock in a cage?” Scott whispered to me with an evil mischievous grin on his face.

“Shut up,” I said with a laugh, elbowing him in the chest. 

Scott laughed.  “Here wait,” he said.  With people crowded around us, Scott hugged me close and took a selfie of us.  “Send it to Mike,” he told me. “Tell him how much fun you’re having with me.”

“God,” I said with another laugh.  I texted the picture to Mike, with the message: “Having an awesome time with Scotty.  See you tomorrow. ILY, Jen.”

“Bet Mike wishes he could jerk off to that picture,” Scott joked.

“Just stop,” I told him with another laugh and punch of his arm.

Sometimes Scott touched my breast.  Well, specifically, just below my left breast.  I wasn’t wearing a bra (I usually went braless for him) so he was able to rub the 55 over my blouse.  He was subtle about it, people didn’t notice.  He always smiled at me when he did it.

Scott cornered me at the party and put his hand over my left breast. He rubbed the 55 with his thumb. “We’re going to make this permanent,” he said with a grin.

“No, we’re not,” I said with a laugh, pushing his hand away.  We were surrounded by lots of people after all.  Touching happened at parties like this, people don’t think anything of it, but I couldn’t let him keep touching me.  People would notice then.

“Why not?”

“Um, my husband?” I said with a hello? tone of voice.  “Mike would go ballistic.  He hates tats anyways.  He doesn’t want me to get inked up. The love tat and the sun and moon tat I have are already too many for him.”

“I caged his cock,” Scott said.  “I’ll get him to agree to this too.”

“Yeah well ….”

“If Mike wasn’t around, would you get inked for me?” Scott asked.

“Mike is around.”

“I’m saying hypothetically.”

I shrugged.  “I got inked with the love tat for Colin,” I said.

“So you did get tatted for Colin,” Scott said with a gotcha tone of voice.

I shrugged again.  “Mike knows it was partly for Colin,” I said.  “But mostly for me.”

“When you get inked permanently with my initials, he’ll know is 100% for me,” Scott said with a grin.

“Oh, he will, will he?” I said with a laugh.

“And I wanna get the love tat removed,” Scott said.  “The only ink on your body will be mine.”

“I like the love tat,” I said.

“I don’t care,” Scott said looking into my eyes.  “Your body belongs to me.”

I stared into Scott’s face.  Yes, at that moment, my panties were soaking.  I got off being possessed.  Being dominated.  Being owned.

 

Scotty and I got separated.  It was for the best, as we couldn’t hang next to each other the entire party.  I found myself talking to Brian.  He began hitting on me really hard.  He saw my wedding ring but that didn’t deter him at all.  I could tell Vince and Steve were mortified their roommate was hitting on their boss.  While I was standoffish to Vince and Steve, I was dismissive and borderline bitchy to Brian.  But really it was an act.  Actually I was having fun with all the attention.  And Brian was an absolute cutie, definitely VGL. 

I was drinking too much.  Brian kept refilling my red Solo cup.  But everyone else was too.  They turned off the lights in the hallways.  The music was loud and hot, so people started dancing.  I found myself dancing with Brian.  He was a freaking incredible dancer.  Over the loud music he shouted he majored in dance.  I thought that was so awesome.  That he majored in dance, and that he wasn’t gay.  Just joking!

Brian and I danced to seriously sick African tribal beats.  Brian grinded against me.  I could tell he was fit in addition to being a cutie.  He touched me as we danced, and I didn’t stop him.  If he wasn’t sure before, very quickly he found out I was braless.  Soon we were both sweating from all the dancing.

We went to a kitchen – I’m not sure which apartment – and he poured me vodka with ice.  I threw in seltzer because if I drank straight vodka, I’d get seriously drunk.  Well, more drunk because I was already tipsy.  I’d get annihilated.

Vince and Steve seemed amused by it.  I was slurring my words and really letting my hair down and they’d never seen me this way.  I tried to still act standoffish around them, but it was hard being so drunk and with their roommate Brian hitting on me so hard.  A part of me wondered where Scott was.

I was still acting the prissy bitch to Brian, but now he knew I was just pretending so he laughed at me.  The little shit.  He was seriously cute.  He moved into my space like he was going to kiss me, and I might have let him, but Vince and Steve were there.  I moved back a step.

The 3 boys – can you call 24-year-olds boys? -- were looking at my tits.  I was braless, my blouse was thin, and I was sweating from the dancing. I’m sure my nipples were showing.  Their looking got me wet. 

My head was spinning from all the vodka and dancing.  Brian offered me some weed and that didn’t help.  I told the boys I had to pee and left them.  When I came out of the bathroom – again, I didn’t know whose apartment it was – Scotty was there.  He pulled me into a bedroom.  Then he was all over me.

He kissed me open mouth.  He tongued me.  He fondled my body.  I kissed and touched him back. Flirting and dancing with Brian had gotten me hot.  I think Scott was as drunk as me.  And as horny too.  Maybe he’d been flirting with a pretty girl.  I didn’t care if another girl got his dick hard, as long as I was the one he fucked with it.

Scotty hurriedly pulled off my blouse and skirt, never taking his lips off mine.  I was freaking naked in just stockings and high heels when we fell onto a pile of coats on the bed.  A voice inside me said this wasn’t a good idea.  There was a party going on right outside the bedroom door.  And the door wasn’t locked. But my body was burning, and I wanted Scott to fuck me.

Scott pulled out his cock and pushed into me.  I grunted as he penetrated me.  There was that familiar feeling of resistance, of pleasure and pain, and then my pussy opened up and he slid in.  Slowly, with resistance, but he slid in.  After fucking him regularly for weeks now, almost every day, my pussy was definitely getting used to his size.

Scotty put my legs over his shoulders and pounded me.  God I loved it.  He leaned down and kissed me, and I pushed my tongue into his mouth, wanting all of him.

Suddenly I sensed movement around us.  I looked to the side.  Fuck! There were people in the room!  Including Vince and Steve!

“Shit, is that Jen?” someone said.  I looked for the voice.  It was Brian!

“Vince!  Steve!  Get these people out of here!” Scott yelled.  The two 24-year-olds looked at each other, not sure what to do.

“Hey that’s my coat,” someone in the crowd said.  

“Vince!  Steve!  Now!” Scott ordered.  You have to remember, Vince and Steve worked for me, but we all worked for Scott.

Vince and Steve hurriedly ushered everyone out of the bedroom. They locked the door.

“Ah, Scott?” Vince asked, looking at me and then Scott.

Scott read his mind.  He grinned and said, “Yeah you can stay.”

“Scott,” I said, trying to wiggle from him.  Vince and Steve worked for me!  They knew Mike!  I didn’t want them to see me like this.

But there wasn’t anything I could do.  I was freaking impaled on Scott’s big dick!  And he had my legs over his shoulders!  The combination made it impossible for me to move.  I felt helpless.  And humiliated.

“God … Jen …,” Steve said.  The words came out like a moan. He was standing next to the bed, barely a foot from me.  So was Vince, and Brian too.  They were looking at my tits.  It reminded me I was naked except for stockings and high heels. 

“Hey bro, check this out,” Scott said to them, a big grin on his face. He pulled all the way out, and pushed in.  My head rolled back, and I moaned.  He chuckled and said “Jenny’s a slut for big cock.”

Brian chuckled too.  Vince and Steve looked uncomfortable.  I was their boss after all.  I’m sure they never expected to see me like this. 

“What’s under her tit?” Brian asked, looking at my left breast.

Scott pushed my breast up to give them a clearer look.  “My number on my basketball team,” he told them.  “And my initials.”  My face reddened as he talked about me like I wasn’t there.  With his freaking cock inside me.

“What about Mike?” Vince asked disbelievingly. 

“What about Mike,” Scott said with a derisive laugh.   Brian laughed too.  Vince and Steve smiled uncomfortably. 

Scott began moving inside me again.  He also squeezed my breasts and thumbed my nipples.  With so much stimulation there was no way to stop my moans.  “You love my big cock, don’t you Jenny?” he said grinning down at me.

My cheeks flushed red.  It wasn’t enough to fuck me in front of Vince and Steve, he wanted me to talk.  But the way he was looking at me, I didn’t feel like I had a choice.  So, breathing hard, I said “Yeah, I love your freaking big cock.”  I glanced at my junior account execs.  Vince and Steve looked uncomfortable, but they were sporting big hard-ons in their pants. 

“Take out your cocks, go ahead,” Scott said as he continued to long stroke my pussy with his big cock.  Brian hurriedly unzipped his pants and took out his cock.  Vince and Steve hesitated.  But then they followed their roommate’s lead (and the order of their boss’s boss) and took out their cocks. All three began stroking themselves.

I tried not to look but they were right there, not a foot away from my face.  Brian was the biggest of the 3.  Vince and Steve were about the same size, although Steve was thicker.  None were as big as Scott – or Joey.  All three were bigger than Mike.

They were stroking themselves in sync with Scott fucking me.  God the scene was so fucked up.  I wondered if Scott was just going to let them look, or do something else.  I was completely at his mercy. 

Scott handed his iPhone to Vince.  “Take video bro.  Make sure to get Jenny’s face.”

Vince looked at me, as if waiting for my permission.  I looked helplessly at him, but didn’t object.  He took Scott’s phone and began recording it.

Then Scott raised the ante even more when he said “One of you, stick your cock in her mouth.”

Brian didn’t hesitate.  Before I could say anything, he pulled my head to him and pushed his cock into my mouth.  He wasn’t as big as Scott but he was still plenty big.  He was an aggressive shit and pushed down my throat. He made me gag.  Scott laughed and said “Go ahead, fuck her face.  She’s a cum slut.  She loves it.”

Brian didn’t have to be asked twice.  It was a first for me, a cock in my pussy and another in my mouth.  Getting fucked at both ends.  My head was spinning with lust.

Steve hesitantly reached his hands out. 

“Yeah bro, go ahead and feel her up,” Scott said encouragingly.

Steve was breathing hard, hunger in his eyes.  He cupped my breasts, squeezing and fondling me.  Then he pinched and thumbed my hard nipples. 

That sent me over the edge.  My body shuddered on Scott’s shaft, and I moaned with Brian’s cock stuffed in my mouth.  “Bro, you fucking made her cum!” Scott said gleefully, and he did high fives with Steve and Brian. My cheeks flushed red, even more humiliated at having cum at Steve’s touch.

Scott looked at Vince who was still videoing.  “Did you get that?” he asked.  “Her face when she came?”

“Yeah, yeah,” Vince assured him.  He was panting.  With one hand he was recording me with Scott’s iPhone, with his other he was stroking himself. 

“Get into the action bro,” Scott told Vince.  Vince hesitantly looked at me.  It didn’t surprise me that Vince was the last to touch me.  Of all my team, he was the most reserved, almost shy.  And I knew he saw me as his mentor, even more than Steve who was a more independent go-getter.  Still, I wasn’t able to say yes or no to Vince, because Brian was still fucking my mouth.

Vince tentatively reached for my leg (he was still recording with his other hand).  My legs were still over Scott’s shoulders.  Vince caressed my calf, and then my knee, and then my thigh.  He stroked his thumb over the lace of my stocking tops.  Then he touched the bare skin of my thigh above the stockings.  His body shuddered when he touched my bare skin.

Scott was carefully watching what Vince was doing.  “Jenny, I think Vince here has a serious crush on you,” he said with a chuckle.  He turned his attention to Vince.  “What do you think of her tat?  You didn’t know she had that right?”

Scott was talking about my Love tattoo.  Of course Vince never saw it.  I had to be naked (like now) or wearing a really skimpy string bikini for it to be visible.

Vince shook his head, his eyes now mesmerized on my Love tat, and my pussy a couple inches over.  He ran his finger over my Love tat.  Then he trailed his fingers towards my pussy.  I was stuffed with Scott’s cock inside me, but Vince didn’t seem to mind.  By now my clit was hard and easily visible.  Vince rubbed my clit with his fingertip.

“Ugh, god!” I cried as I came again, my moans muffled by Brian’s cock still in my mouth.  My back arched and my body convulsed as my orgasm shot through my body.  My orgasm sent Brian over the edge, and he came in my mouth.  My throat muscles worked overtime to swallow down his load.  Still, some of his cum dribbled out of my mouth, coating my lips and dripping down my cheek and neck.

Brian pulled his softening dick from my mouth, and I was finally able to breath.  I was panting, as I was coming down from my orgasm.  I had never felt so humiliated in my life.  Both Steve and now Vince – junior execs who worked for me – had made me cum.  And my lips and neck were coated with their roommate’s sperm.

I was still panting, trying to catch my breath, when Scott looked at Vince and Steve and said, “You wanna fuck her?”

Time seemed to stop as the 24-year-old boys processed the concept of fucking their boss.  Scott said, “You got a condom?”

Steve was the first to recover.  As Scott pulled out of me, Steve got a condom from his wallet and sheathed himself.  He got between my legs and used his hand to position himself at my pussy lips.  Steve pushed in and fucked me hard.  He came after just a few moments.  My head was spinning too much to notice if he was careful about pulling out.  For all I knew the condom fell off and he left a load of sperm inside me.

“Your turn,” Scott said to Vince.  Vince handed Scott’s phone to Brian, who kept videoing.

Then, like Steve, Vince got between my legs and put a condom on.  I had a closer bond with Vince.  I was his mentor.  He would never hurt me. So, he looked at me and asked, “Can I?”

I was beyond the point of caring at that point.  I was in slut mode.  I wanted more cock.

“Yeah,” I told him.  “Go ahead.  Fuck me, Vince.  I want you to. Make me cum.”

Vince pushed in.  He lasted longer than Steve.  And, to my surprise, he was a better lover.  I did cum on Vince’s cock.  Then he came.  Once again, I hoped he was careful pulling out, but I was in no condition to check.

Brian moved to take Vince’s place, but Scott held him back.  He looked disappointed that he wasn’t going to get his turn to fuck me.  Scott pushed back into me.  I grunted, as there was a noticeable difference between Scott’s cock and Vince and Steve’s (although both guys were bigger than Mike – they just weren’t porn star big like Scott). 

I was impaled on Scott’s cock when he rolled over, so now he was on his back, and I was on top of him.  My eyes went wide when Scott said “Brian, put on a condom and fuck Jenny’s ass.”

So, there it was.  My first gang bang.  And my first double penetration.  Triple actually.  Because, with Scott’s urging and permission, Vince and Steve took turns with my mouth as Scott and Brian fucked my pussy and ass.

I lost count of the number of times I came.  I never imagined so much cock in all my holes.  They passed Scott’s phone around.  More than once I heard Scott say “Make sure you get her face in the picture.”

Scott was the only one to cum in my pussy.  The other guys took off their condoms and came all over me.  Mostly on my face.  Scotty took a picture of me after everyone was done.  My face and hair were soaking with cum.  Vince, Steve and Brian took pictures and video of me on their phones too.  They all made sure to get my face in the pictures and videos.

Somehow Scott got me to his place.  Frankly I don’t remember, I must have passed out.  When I woke up the next morning, I was dressed but covered in dried cum.  It was everywhere.  My face, neck and pussy.  Matted in my hair.  Scott was passed out next to me.  Apparently, he dressed me and got me home, but was too drunk (just like me) to clean me.

I had a terrible headache.  My stomach was queasy.  It was worse than a hangover.  I had a major migraine (I get them sometimes).  Migraines are horrible.  They’re debilitating.  I needed to get home.  I needed Mike.  He knew how to take care of me.

Somehow, I staggered out of Scott’s apartment and got a taxi home (Scott was still passed out when I left).  I looked and reeked of sex.  While the driver kept looking at me in the mirror, he thankfully didn’t say or try anything.   When I got home, I was sobbing as I fell into Mike’s arms.




CHAPTER 5 – MONTH 2

 

Mike took care of me.  He could tell I’d been royally fucked.  But he held off asking questions.  He washed me.  He pampered me.  He’s the only person in the world who knew how to treat my migraines.  It was a combination of liquids, Advil and Aleve, food, sleep, and rubbing my neck and temples,.  He knew exactly what to do.  By mid-afternoon I was starting to feel like among the living again.

When I was feeling better, Mike asked “How many?”

“What?”

“How many were they?”

I looked at Mike.  Then I said “Four.”

He slowly nodded, processing that.  “Scott and?”

“Vince and Steve.  And their roommate Brian,” I told him.

“God,” Mike lamented sourly.  “So now everyone at your work will know.”

I hesitated, then said “It’s worse.  They took pictures and video.”

“Did they get your face?” he asked, alarmed.

I nodded.  “But they’re cool guys,” I assured him.  “Don’t worry.  I’ll handle it.  Scotty will help me.”

Mike slowly nodded.  I could tell he wasn’t satisfied by that answer, but at the moment there wasn’t anything we could do.  He asked, “So what did they do, exactly?”

I told Mike everything.  Everything I remembered.  After I was done, he said “God.”  There was disbelief in his voice.  I got that.  I got gangbanged last night.  4 guys.  4 cocks.  And double penetrated.  Triple penetrated.  I couldn’t believe it either.

Mike was silent for a few moments as he processed it all.  Then he asked “How did it feel?  With 2 guys inside you?”

“I mean … it hurt at first,” I said with a helpless smile.  “You know how big Scott is.  When Brian pushed into my ass, I thought they were going to tear me apart.  It made Scott feel even bigger, with Brian inside me.  It hurt.  But then it started feeling good.”

“I thought you didn’t like it in the ass,” he said.

“Well … I’ve kinda gotten used to it,” I told him.  Scott was fucking me regularly in the ass now.  Once a week, at least.   And he was huge. 

It took me a while to get used to it.  But I like it now.  I knew it was hard for Mike to accept. 

He was right, I didn’t use to like it.  In fact, he’s never been in my ass.  He tried once but I told him I didn’t like it.  Because he’s such a nice guy, and cares about me so much, he never tried again.  He never pressured me, ever.  He’s always treated me like his goddess, even during those years he didn’t call me his “goddess.”

But Scott never asked my permission.  He didn’t listen or care when I protested.  He just did it. 

Now he’s got me used to it.  And now I like it.

So yeah … when Brian pushed his cock into my ass, I liked it. 

 

Mike was silent for a few moments.  Then he asked, “Did you cum?”

I nodded.  “I came so hard,” I told him.  “Then Vince and Steve took turns with my mouth.  It was … so freaking crazy.”

“How many times did you cum?”

“Honestly Mike I don’t know,” I admitted with a helpless smile. 

“But a lot?”

“Yes.”

“Would you do it again?”

“Well, it would’ve been nice if it wasn’t people I work with,” I said with a half laugh.

“But you got off on that,” Mike said knowingly.  “It was humiliating when Vince and Steve made you cum.  And fucked you, and came on your face.”

“Yeah …,” I admitted.  “I don’t know how I’m going to face them Monday.”

“But you said they’re cool guys.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.  I was leaning into Mike as we spoke, his arm around me.  I reached into his pants and took out his cock.  His cock was soft in the cage.  Well, maybe a little stiff.  His penis was pressing somewhat against the hard clear plastic.  But definitely not hard.  It wasn’t possible for him to get hard.  The cage was actually smaller than his cock when it was hard.

“Are you turned on?” I asked.

“I’m out of my mind turned on,” Mike said with a laugh.  It wasn’t a ha-ha laugh.  “This thing won’t let me get hard.”

“I don’t want another ruined orgasm,” he said with a helpless grin. “But I really want you right now.”  He was caressing my back and ass, and breathing hard.  I could tell he was really horny.

“Mike, Scotty has both keys,” I told him honestly.  I couldn’t free his cock even if I wanted to.

“Not like you need my cock anyway, right?” he said sourly. 

I was still looking at his cock in the rigid plastic cage.  It looked so small, especially compared to what I got last night.  “Mike baby, I just want to snuggle,” I said, snuggling into his arm.

“Answer my question,” Mike pressed.  “At this moment, you have no desire for my cock.  You’re not horny at all.”

Our rule was “always the truth, and no sugar coating it.”  So, I said “At this moment, no.”

“But if Scott was here, you’d fuck him,” he said.  “You’d want to fuck him, right?”

“Yes,” I told my husband honestly.  I kissed his cheek.  “I’m sorry. That’s just how I’m feeling now.”

“It’s okay,” Mike said.  Despite looking sad, he hugged me tighter. “Thanks for telling me the truth.”

With my head pressed against his chest, I could hear his heart pounding.  He was clearly turned on.  Yet, his cock wasn’t erect.  It was stiff somewhat and pressing against the plastic of the cage, but definitely not hard.

Seeing me looking at his caged cock, Mike asked “Were those guys bigger than me?”

Mike’s question didn’t surprise me.  He’s obsessed with comparing himself to other men.  “Yes, they’re bigger,” I told him.  “Scotty told me, if you’re caged a long time, you might get smaller.  The spongy part might lose elasticity.  Did you know that?”

Mike looked at me for long moments.  Then he nodded.  “I’ve read that,” he said.  “I guess you’ll really need other men then to get off.”

Mike was in major game playing mode now, so there was excitement instead of anger or bitterness in his words.

“I guess so,” I told him as I stared into his eyes.

Mike moaned at my answer.  “I really need you Jen,” he said, breathing hard.  He was rubbing my thigh.  He looked desperate for sex. “Please,” he begged.

I felt sorry for him.  But I liked when he begged.  It meant I was his everything.  I liked that.

“I don’t have the key,” I told him again.  “Anyways, you have to ask Scott.” 

At that moment my phone rang.  I picked it up.  It was Scott.

I gave Mike a tight smile.  Then I pulled away from his arm and moved a few steps away.  I brushed my hair behind my ear and said, “Hey shithead.”

“Shithead?”

“You heard me,” I said tersely.

“Where are you?” Scott asked.

“Not with you,” I said.  He didn’t answer.  I could tell he was getting mad.

I didn’t want to argue.  So, I said, “I was major hung over, and I had a migraine. You were still passed out when I left.  Mike helped me feel better.” I smiled gratefully at my husband.

“Okay, well, then thank Mike for taking care of my girl,” Scott said with a smile in his voice.

“Okay, yeah, I’ll definitely do that,” I said sarcastically. 

“Last night was epic,” Scott said.

“That’s one word for it,” I said with a frown.

“So, I’ll be over at 6 tonight?” he said, referring to our standard Saturday night date.

“I don’t think I want to see you,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Why the fuck do you think Scott?” I snapped.

I sensed Scott getting angry again.  He said, “I told you, your body belongs to me.  Last night I felt like gang banging you.  Don’t tell me you didn’t love it.  How many times did you cum?  You loved it.”

I was silent for long moments.  My breathing got heavier, and I felt tingling in my panties.  I whispered “It was Vince and Steve.  How am I going to face them Monday?  And they took video.  Pictures of me.”

“Don’t worry about them,” Scott said sounding unconcerned.  “I’ll take care of it.”

“How?”

“I’ll tell you when I see you.  I’ll be over at 6.  Okay?”

I hesitated a long moment.  Then I whispered, “Okay.”

“That’s my girl,” Scott said.  “We’ll stay in.  Take it easy.  Watch a movie.  I’ll bring carryout.”  After a moment, he added, “Hey Jenny … You know I only did last night because I knew you’d love it.  I care about you.  A lot.”

I hesitated for a moment, processing his words.  Then I remembered my husband.

I held my hand over the phone and said to Mike, “Do you want to ask Scott?”  When he hesitated, I said “Mike baby, you have to ask him now.  Or else he might not bring the key.”

Mike hesitated some more.  Then finally he reached for the phone. After more hesitation, he said “Scott this is Mike.”

I moved closer to hear Scott’s end of the call.  “Hey bro,” he said good naturedly.

“Scott …,” Mike began.  “Tonight – can you bring the key?”

I could practically hear Scott shaking his head disapprovingly. “Mike, if you want to ask me, you have to ask me,” he said with a frown in his voice.

Mike took a deep breath.  He clenched his eyes shut.  It was like he was in physical pain.  Finally though, he said in a voice so low it was barely a whisper “Can you let me out tonight?  So I can have sex with my wife?”

“See bro, was that so hard?” Scott said cheerfully.  “Sure Mike, I’ll bring the key.”

After we hung up, I rubbed Mike’s back consolingly.  I was pretty sure I knew what he was thinking.  Trying to make him feel better, I said “It’s just a game Mike.  It doesn’t make you less of a man.”

“It feels that way,” he said.

“You’re my man Mike,” I assured him.  “You’re the same man I married.”

“But you have no desire for me,” he said.

I wasn’t going to lie to him.  “Mike baby that’s different,” I said rubbing his back.  “What matters is how I feel, right?  And I love you.”

 

Mike watched me get ready for my date with Scott.  Actually, there wasn’t much to see.  I showered and did my hair and makeup.  Mike intently watched me as I crisscrossed the hair next to my face into a single braid, the way Scott liked it.  He watched as I took out Scott’s diamond earrings from my ears, washed them in solution, and put them back in.  I washed my wedding and engagement rings – Mike’s rings – the same way.  I slipped them back onto the ring finger of my left hand.

I wore black leggings and an oversized sweater.  No bra of course. Nothing under the leggings.  And socks.  I was casual because we were just Hulu-ing it.  Still, the leggings showed off my ass and legs, my best features. And the oversized sweater gave Scott a lot of room underneath to roam around. 

I melted into Scott when he arrived.  I was surprised how much I missed him since we’d been apart less than 12 hours.  I guess there was still a lot of NRE there.  I’d already forgiven him for last night.  He was right.  I had loved it.  I had cum a lot.  I trusted him about Steve and Vince, and the videos and pictures.

We kissed and fondled.  From the way he acted, it was clear Scotty missed me too, which made me feel good.  I forced myself to pull away and looked at Mike.  God he looked so horny.  Desperate even.  “Give me the key Scott,” I whispered into his ear.  “I need to take care of Mike before he explodes.”

Scott chuckled.  He gave me the key and then whispered back “Just your hand.  And after he goes back in the cage.”  I nodded.

I took Mike’s hand and led him to our bedroom.  I closed the door to give us privacy.  We got on the bed, and I pulled down his pants and boxers. I showed him the gold key.  “I’m only allowed to use my hand,” I told him. “And after I have to put the cage back on.”

Mike looked bothered but by that point he was so desperate he was willing to agree to anything.  When he nodded I unlocked the cage and took it off.  I expected his cock to get hard immediately but it stayed soft.  I wondered if maybe he was already starting to get smaller.  But when I touched him he got hard.  “Go slow, I don’t want to cum too fast,” he said.  I nodded and stroked him slow.

“Take off your sweater,” he said.

“Okay, but tell me when you cum, I don’t want to get it in my hair,” I said as I pulled off the sweater.  “Sorry, it’s just ---.”

“It’s okay, I get it,” he said.  He was breathing hard as I stroked him. 

“It feels so good,” he moaned.  His eyes were heavy lidded with lust.  He was looking at my tits.  He reached out and cupped me, and then stroked the 55 tat under my left breast with his fingertip. 

“Are you going to make it permanent?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.  “Scott wants me to.”

Mike moaned at my words.  “That’s what he said?”

“Yeah.  Last night.”

“What would you tell people when they see it?” he asked.

“Well, I’m not planning to go topless around people,” I joked.

“They might see it when you’re wearing a bikini,” he pointed out.

I thought about it.  I remembered reading something.  I said “There’s a thing call Angel Numbers.  It’s a spiritual thing.  55 is supposed to be extra powerful, because it’s two 5s.  So I’d say that.  It’s a positive energy thing.”

“But if you inked yourself for real, Scott would know you did it for him,” Mike said.

“That’s because I would be doing it for him,” I said.  “Is that what you want?”

“You inked yourself for Colin,” he said.

“So, you want me to get a little tattoo for each of my lovers?  If we keep playing the game I might end up with a lot of tats.”  I smiled to let him know I was joking.

Mike’s answer surprised me.  He said “Just the ones you fall in love with.”

I stared at him. 

“I’m going to cum,” he said breathlessly. 

I nodded.  I firmed up my grip and stroked him faster. 

“Let me cum in your mouth,” he said pleadingly.

“You know I can’t do that,” I told him.  “Scotty said only my hand.”

I stroked him faster.  Then I pointed his cock to the side so he wouldn’t cum on me.  I knew Scott wouldn’t like that.  Moments later Mike grunted loudly and came.




CHAPTER 6 – MONTH 2

 

I gave the key to Scott.  He took it and put his arm around me. Hugging me to him, he grinned at Mike and said, “See buddy, life’s good now, right?”

I knew Scott was just dicking with Mike.   So I smiled at my husband and reached out and squeezed his hand, hoping to make him feel better. Mike squeezed my hand back, but his eyes were on Scott’s arm around me.

I gently pulled away from Scott.  I said “Scott, about last night.  Vince and Steve –.”

“Jenny, I’ve got it covered,” Scott assured me.  “I took care of it.  You don’t have anything to worry about.  And they deleted the pictures and videos too.”

“So, the only ones left are the ones on your phone,” Mike said.

“That’s right bro.  And you want copies, right?  Here you go,” Scott said good-naturedly.  He handed his iPhone to Mike.  Mike frowned, I think because he was surprised (or maybe disappointed) that Scott was being so agreeable.  Mike airdropped the videos and pictures to his phone.

I wanted to say, “See Mike, Scott’s really nice, this’ll all work out.” But I knew he hated when I said nice things about Scott.  So I didn’t say anything.

Mike asked “Why’d you insist they get Jen’s face in the videos?”

“Because porn’s not hot if you can’t see the chick’s face,” Scott said with that agreeable voice again.  “And I knew you’d especially want to see Jenny’s face in the videos.”

Now Mike looked really surprised.  Scott was being really nice to him.  Again though I didn’t say anything.  Although, I did squeeze Scott’s hand, to let him know I was grateful he was being so nice to Mike.

After eating the Chinese carryout Scott brought, we settle in to watch a movie.  We found a romantic comedy.  It was an old movie, “About Last Night” with Rob Lowe and Demi Moore.  I sat between Scott and Mike on the sofa.  Scott had his arm me and I was snuggled into him, which I thought was fair since this was our date night.  But I also held Mike’s hand on and off, so he knew I wasn’t ignoring him.

As we watched Scotty caressed the back of my neck, turning me on.  I moved my hand to his thigh and softly rubbed back and forth.  He was hard. His erection went halfway down his thigh.  I wondered how he was able to fit it all in his Levi’s.

There’s a scene in the movie where Rob is making out with Demi.  He pulls off her top and bra and for a few moments you can see her breasts.  “I thought Demi had big tits,” Scott said.

“I think she got a boob job,” I said.

“Shit Jen, Demi’s as flat as you,” Scott said as he watched the Demi / Rob sex scene. 

“Jen’s perfect,” Mike said.  “Demi looked a lot better before she got bigger breasts.”

I smiled at Mike.  He was the nicest, most considerate person I knew, and he always gave me 100% unconditional love and support.  Scott, on the other hand, was an ass, even though sometimes he was a nice ass.  Still, at that moment I had my hand over Scott’s erection.  I thought about it.  Asshole with huge cock, versus really nice guy with a little dick.  The thought made me giggle inside.  I knew what I wanted.  I squeezed Scott’s hard-on and looked up at him.  He took my invitation.  He leaned down and kissed me. We didn’t make it to the end of the movie.

Instead we went to the bedroom.  I told Scott I was really sore from last night and he was gentle.  He was on top, moving in me.  But he was slow and gentle, and he didn’t try to push in too much, just maybe half his shaft. Still it was a lot and I felt full.  That feeling of fullness, combined with seeing the huge part of his cock outside me, really emphasized how big Scott was. He truly had a freaking amazing cock.

I noticed Mike walk into the room.  Scott did too.  He said to me “Maybe Mike wants to get into the game.”

I looked at Scott.  Was he going to include Mike, like a threesome?  I didn’t know how Mike would feel about that.  His fantasy was to watch, not participate.  But that always left him feeling neglected and left out.  Maybe Scott was offering him an olive branch. 

“Come here baby,” I said reaching out for my husband.  Mike came over to the bed and took my hand.  Then his hand went to my breast and he fondled me.  He looked down at my pussy.  Scotty was continuing to move in and out of me, slowly, with just half his shaft.  Probably this was the closest Mike had ever been with Scott fucking me.  His eyes were just a couple feet from my pussy.  He seemed mesmerized by Scott’s cock pushing in and out of me.

“Jenny, take out Mike’s cock,” Scott said as he continued to slowly fuck me. 

I looked at Mike.  He had a neutral expression on his face.  I wasn’t wired like him, so it was hard sometimes to figure out what turned him on. But I knew it got him hot when I compared his cock to Scott’s.  So I undid Mike’s belt and zipper.  He helped by pushing his pants and boxers down. Mike’s cock was out now.  He wasn’t in the cage, so he was hard again.

“Take off your shirt baby,” I told him, because he looked silly standing there in just his shirt with nothing else below.  Mike took off his shirt.  Now we were all naked.

“Watch this Mike,” Scott said.  With his next push in, Scott didn’t stop halfway.  Instead he slowly pushed all the way into me, until his balls were pressing against my ass.  I clenched my teeth at the fullness, and the way it stretched me.  It hurt a little, but that was mostly because of last night. It wasn’t too bad, and I actually liked the feeling of fullness, and the stretching.  I always did with Scotty.

Scott stayed buried inside me.  “Feel her stomach bro,” he told Mike. He took Mike’s wrist and put his palm on my stomach.  “That’s my cock you’re feeling.” 

“Pretty sick right?” Scott said grinning at Mike.  “My cock’s hit a wall.  It’s got a door though.  That’s what it feels like.  Know what that is?”

“Jen’s cervix,” Mike said.

“That’s right,” Scott said, still grinning at Mike.  “I can actually push inside.”  Scott grabbed my thighs and put my legs over his shoulders.  That allowed him to get deeper inside me.  “I have to push hard,” he said.   He dug his toes in the mattress for leverage, and his brow was creased with exertion. “It’s tight,” he gasped.  “But yeah.”  Smashing Jen’s thighs against his chest, he pushed harder.  “Yeah.  There.  I think I’m inside.”

Mike looked at me.  I knew what he was thinking.  Scott’s cockhead was inside my cervix.  If he came now, he’d shoot millions of his sperm directly into my womb, splashing inside me, greatly increasing the chance of pregnancy.  I was on the pill.  But still ….

“Not so much baby,” I gently told Scott.  “I’m still sore.”  I was sore too.  But also, I was close to ovulating.  I should have made Scott wear a condom.  I would have too, if I’d known he was going to do this.

Scott smiled at me and nodded.  He slowly pulled out.  Mike’s eyes were on Scott’s cock.  He slowly pulled out, inch by inch.  His thick veiny shaft glistened with our combined juices. 

My pussy was stretched so tight around Scott’s shaft that my inner lips stretched out as he pulled out.  That suction touched a lot of nerve endings and it felt incredibly good.  I was breathing hard and moaned as he pulled out.  So did Scott.

It was just freaking amazing what Scotty could do to me with his beautiful cock.  It wasn’t just the ultimate pleasure of an orgasm.  He was so long he reached places inside me no other man had every touched.  And he was so thick he caressed so many of my pleasure spots, places I didn’t even know existed before.  Penetration sex with Scott was an exciting smorgasbord of delicious and delightful sensations capped with ultimate mind-blowing orgasmic pleasure.

Then my eyes drifted to Mike’s cock.  I had not put the cage back on. He was hard again.  His pale cock was four inches maybe.  And thin.

When I looked at Scott on top of me -- his handsome face, the stiff cords in his neck, his pecs, muscular arms, six pack, his super sexy V, and his long thick cock halfway inside me – god he was such a man! 

Then I looked at Mike.  My sweet Mike.  Thin.  Not out of shape, but soft where Scott was hard and defined.  And his cock.  Four inches and thin. And normally in a cock cage.  Mike was so different from the man who was inside me.   

I told Mike before, being caged didn’t make him less of a man. Having a small penis didn’t make him less of a man. But with both Mike and Scott right there, next to each other, it was impossible not to compare them. With Scott’s big cock inside me, and Mike’s little hard cock.  Yes, my husband was a man.  But he wasn’t a man like Scott.

Scott began moving inside me again.  Back and forth, back and forth. He pushed in farther, not all the way, but farther.  He reached up and cupped my tits.  He fondled me and pinched my nipples.  I winced even as pleasure shot through me.  Scotty was an awesome good lover and he was really getting to know my body.

Scotty leaned forward so now my thighs were smashed against my tits and his chest.  He kissed me, even as he began ramming me really hard and fast.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him back, open mouth with a lot of tongue. 

He was going to make me cum.  I was almost there.  I was moaning into his mouth.  He reached under me.  He rammed a finger into my ass. That sent me over the edge.  I screamed as my body exploded.  It was a freaking incredible orgasm.  I saw stars.  I freaking saw stars in my eyes. After the wildness of last night I expected our sex to be laid back, but this was maybe the best orgasm of my life.

Scott tenderly kissed me as I panted and recovered from my orgasm. “I love you Jenny,” he said to me softly. 

“I love you too Scotty,” I said, still panting.  At that moment, I really did love him.  At least, that’s how it felt.  When someone gives you that much pleasure, you can’t help but love him.

I was still panting when Scotty leaned back up.  “I’m about to cum,” he said to Mike.  I looked over.  Mike was still there.  I’d forgotten about him.  I know that sounds horrible, but I’d been so in the moment with Scotty, it just happened.

“Mike, record this,” Scotty said.  He handed Mike his iPhone. “Something for our collection,” he said with a grin at Mike. 

Mike took Scott’s iPhone and began recording.  He was still naked.

“Make sure to get Jen’s face in the picture,” Scott said as he moved back and forth inside me.  His face looked labored.  I knew he was about to cum.

Mike moved a little behind Scott and to the side, so now my body and face were in the picture.  Scott released my legs from his shoulders, so now Mike had a clearer view of my pussy too. 

Scott continued to move in and out of me.  He was moving slow. Mike was taking close ups of my pussy getting fucked, and then wider angles of my face and Scotty fucking me.

“Okay, here we go,” Scott said breathlessly.  “Point it at Jen’s pussy and my cock.”  Scott pushed in, and then he slowly – slowly – pulled all the way out, except for his cockhead and maybe an inch of his shaft.  “Oh god!” he cried as he came.  He was still only an inch inside me, so you could see his glistening shaft and his balls tighten and release as he ejaculated inside me. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Scott cried with each shot of his sperm into me, with each bolt of pleasure through his muscular body.

Finally he was done.  He was breathing hard, supporting his hard body with his arms on either side of me.  His cock was still hard, and he still had just his cockhead and an inch of shaft inside me. 

“Are you still recording?” Scott asked Mike.  When Mike nodded, he said “Focus on Jenny’s pussy again.  Are you ready?”

When Mike nodded again, Scott slowly pulled out.  My pussy lips held onto him again, especially his fat cockhead.  When my lips finally released him there was an audible pop.  And then there was a flood of his sperm flowing out of my pussy, down between my ass cheeks  and then onto the bed.

“That’s a good one,” Scott said smiling at Mike.  “I’ll be watching that again.  How about you buddy?”

Mike barely nodded.  He had a frown on his face. 

The after-sex part was always awkward, with my body still tangled with Scott’s, and Mike watching.  Also – and I think every girl will understand this – after the intimacy of intercourse, you inevitably have immense feelings for your lover at that moment, especially if you’re with a guy you already have feelings for, so you want to spend a little snuggle time with him.  So I was happy when Mike offered to make us drinks.  I promised him we’d be out in a few minutes.

“That was awesome Scott,” I whispered after Mike was gone.  “I mean, god ….”

“Me too,” Scott gushed, smiling at me.  “I don’t think I’ve been so sexually in sync with anyone before.”

“Yeah,” I said softly, looking down and smiling.  I hesitantly said “We still have to talk about yesterday.”

“You’re on a journey and I’m trying to explore things with you,” Scott said simply.

“Yeah but … a gang bang?  Double penetration?  I’ve never done that before,” I said with a helpless smile.

“More like triple penetration,” he joked.  He said “I thought about – what would you call it?  Quad penetration?”

“Um, exactly how would that work?” I said with a skeptical look.

“Me in your ass,” Scott said with an evil grin at me.  “Brian in your mouth.  Vince and Steve in your pussy.”

“Two guys in my pussy?” I said incredulously.  “Are you freaking out of your mind?”

Four cocks?  Two in my pussy?  Was he crazy?  Still, the thought made me shiver.

Scott laughed.  I smiled.  I liked to hear him laugh.

“I guess I was surprised you wanted to share me,” I said hesitantly.  “I mean, I knew we’ve talked about it.  But ….”

“I’m not like Mike,” Scott assured me.  “I don’t get off on sharing you.  I want you to experience new things.  I get off on your pleasure.”

I smiled at that.  What girl wouldn’t smile at that?  I said “Well, I think Mike would say he gets off on my pleasure too.”

“Really?  You think we’re the same?”

I hesitated, then said “No, I know you’re not the same.” 

After a few moments Scott said “You know President’s Day is coming up?  It’s a long weekend.”

“Yeah?”

“Remember we talked about visiting my land in Lake Michigan? How about it?  A long weekend hiking and skiing.  Being outdoors.”

“That sounds awesome!” I gushed.  “Let me ask Mike.”

Scott put his hand on mine.  “No, I mean just you.  Just you and me,” he said looking into my eyes.  “I want to introduce you to my parents.”

“Oh,” I said, my heart suddenly beating wildly.  “Your mom and dad?”

“Yeah.  You’ll like them,” Scott said.  “And I know they’ll like you. A lot.”

“Um, well, hmmm,” I said, stalling for time.  “Let me think about it. Anyways, I think maybe you should go.  Mike is still getting his head around being caged.  You get that right?”

“Yeah, sure, okay,” Scott said.  He was frowning at my abrupt dismissal.  He got dressed and I put on a robe.

“So think about President’s Day,” he told me.

“I will,” I promised.  “Um, Scott … about the cage … can you give me one of the keys?  So that way you don’t always have to be here.”

“The rule is he has to ask me,” Scott reminded me.

“I know but he did ask you,” I said.  “I’ll put the cage back on after.”

“Alright, fine,” Scott said, handing the key to me.  “But just your mouth, or hand.  Not your pussy.  This is mine for 3 months.”  As he said this he grinned and reached into my robe and cupped my pussy.

“Scott, come on,” I said, giggling as I pushed his hand away.  “Mike’s my freaking husband.”

“That’s the point,” Scott said. “You’re mine for another 2 months. He’s just a dude with his dick in a plastic tube.”

“Scott, come on,” I said rolling my eyes at him.

“Okay, whatever,” Scott said with a laugh, relenting.  “But just once, then he goes back in the cage.”  Then he got serious and said “But think about President’s day Jenny.  I really want you to meet my parents.  It’s important to me.”

“Okay, I will Scott, I said I would,” I said.  I forced a smile, but inside my feelings were churning.




CHAPTER 7 – MONTH 2

 

I walked Scott to the door.  I kissed him to stop him from saying “I love you.”  Then, as gently as possible, I ushered him out the door.

I went to Mike and squeezed his hand.  “I’ll take a shower,” I said. But when I tried to move away, he wouldn’t let my hand go. 

I smiled at him.  “Guess who’s cock isn’t in the cage,” I said teasingly.

Mike was all over me.  He was a madman.  He clearly didn’t want me to shower before taking me.  “You’re so wet,” he said cupping my pussy with his hand as he kissed me. 

“Scott always cums a lot,” I told him.

“When he pulled out, his cum flooded out of you,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said.  I felt it flow down between my ass cheeks.  And then of course I felt it laying in the wet spot.  “I hope I’m not pregnant.”

Mike moaned at my words.

Mike laid me on my back and got between my legs.  “I’m going to cum really fast,” he said.  It was like a warning.

“Baby that’s okay,” I said.

Mike hovered there, his cock at my pussy lips, not pushing in.  I knew what he was thinking.  “It’s okay Mike,” I assured him.  “I don’t compare you to Scott.” 

“Yes you do,” he said looking into my eyes.  With the way he was looking at me, I couldn’t lie to him. 

“Okay I do,” I admitted.  “But you’re just two different people.  Like when we were watching the movie.  What you said about Demi.  You were really nice and he was an ass.”

Mike pushed into me.  He went right in, there was no resistance.  Did I feel him?  Yes, of course.  Did I feel any stretching? No.  Did I feel full? No.  Did I feel any pleasure?

I might have.  Mike was hard.  If he angled himself, he’d rub against my clit so of course I felt pleasure.  You didn’t have to have a big dick to get a girl off.  But Mike came fast.  After a few strokes.  Less than 30 seconds. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, panting after collapsing on top of me.

“Mike baby it’s okay,” I said hugging him.

Still panting, Mike watched me as I washed his cock with a warm towel.  Then I pressed ice against it. When he was completely soft, I kissed the tip and put his cock back in the cage.

 

The next day, Sunday, was difficult for me.  Mike wanted, and needed, my attention.  So much had happened in just the last 2 days – a gangbang with 4 men (2 were my employees no less), double and triple penetration, and then last night with Scott.  There were lots of pictures and videos.  Mike was beyond excited.  But he was up and down about it.  All he wanted to do was talk about it, and hold me, and cuddle me.

I tried to give Mike the attention he wanted but I was so distracted by my last conversation with Scott.  He wanted me to go to Michigan with him … to meet his parents!  What he said kept replaying in my head: “I really want you to meet my parents.  It’s important to me.”

I checked my phone constantly during the day.  I wanted Scotty to text or call me, but I didn’t want it too.  I tried not to let Mike see how distracted I was. 

That evening in bed, Mike watched the video of the gangbang. Again.  It got him so hot, me being banged with dicks in my pussy, ass and mouth.  It got me hot too, especially the humiliation of being taken by Vince and Steve.  It was beyond humiliating, so way over the top.  I still couldn’t believe it happened.  Honestly I was mortified by it all.  I couldn’t believe how slutty I’d become. 

My thoughts, though, were dominated by Scott wanting me to meet his parents.  So much was happening so fast, my head was spinning.  Wow. Scott wanted me to meet his parents.  That was big.  When a boy introduces you to his parents, that’s a big thing.  I felt … flattered.  And excited.  And scared.  It was a game, but at that moment it felt so real.  I was really Scott Stafford’s girlfriend.  He was really my boyfriend.  And he wanted me to meet his parents. 

Mike begged me to let him out of the cage.  I finally let him out, but I said he had to take care of himself.   He agreed.  He stroked himself as he watched the movie again.  He asked me to take off my top.  I took off my top, and then my bra.  When he saw the 55 under my left breast he came.

Once again I cleaned Mike’s cock with a warm towel.  I kissed the tip.  And then I put his cock back in the cock cage. 

 

The next morning I was nervous about seeing Vince and Steve.  We needed to have a come to Jesus talk.  Yeah, okay, they fucked me.  But that was then and this was now, and I needed to know 2 things.  First, will they keep their mouths shut?  Second, will they still follow my orders?  Because I was still their boss and we had work to do. 

I looked for them first thing, as soon as I got to work.  I was shocked to find out they both resigned that morning.

“What happened to Vince and Steve?” I said running into Scott’s office.

“I told you I took care of it,” Scott said casually, a grin on his face.

“You fired them?” I said, my eyes going wide in shock.

“No, of course not,” Scott said.  “I convinced them it was in their best interests to resign.  Don’t worry about them.  I got them jobs at the Finley firm.  I’ve got a buddy there.  They both got raises.  Big raises. Everything’s good.”

“Scott, everything’s not good,” I said looking incredulously at him. “Vince and Steve were my guys.  Two of my main guys. They’re important parts of my team.  You had no right.  Not without talking to me.”

Scott hooked a finger in the front of my skirt and pulled me to him. “Jenny come on,” he said.  “They fucked your pussy.  They fucked your ass. They came on your face.  Do you really think you could still work with them?  Whenever they saw you, they’d be thinking about fucking you again. And eventually they’d talk.  This was the right move.  Trust me on this Jen. I’m just looking out for you.”

I was staring at Scott.  This was all happening so fast.  My head was spinning.

“What’d you do yesterday?” Scott asked, changing the subject.  His arms were around me and he was stroking my ass.

“You know … hung with Mike,” I said.  I felt like we needed to talk about Steve and Vince more, but for Scott the issue was decided and over. He was taking control, and I was letting him.  He was my boss after all, I really had no choice.  But also, he was my boyfriend and I was letting him take the lead, make decisions for both of us.

“I bet he enjoyed being out of the cave,” Scott said with a grin.  I shrugged.

“Did you put him back in the cage?” he asked. 

“Yes,” I nodded.

“Did Mike make you cum yesterday?”

I hesitated.  In fact, Mike could have made me cum with his tongue. And he tried to go down on me, more than once.  But for some reason I didn’t let him.  I wasn’t mean about it.  But I didn’t let him.  “No,” I told Scott.

He smiled.  “I’m glad,” he said appreciatively.  “I missed you.”

“I missed you too,” I said honestly.

Then we were kissing.  He hurriedly tugged off my skirt.  I yanked down his pants.  He mounted me.  He fucked me bent over his desk.  Our love making was wild and passionate.  I came on his cock.  He came inside me.

Afterwards I was snuggling in his arms.  “Have you thought about President’s day?” he asked as he stroked my hair.

“I haven’t talked to Mike yet.”

Scott frowned.  “Do you need to talk to him?” he asked, disapproval in his voice.

“Yes Scott,” I sighed.  “I do.”

“So talk tonight.”

“Scott … don’t push so hard,” I said warily.

“Fine, whatever,” he said disgustedly, pushing me off his lap.  “I’ve got work to do,” he said and got dressed.  I dressed too.

“We’re going to lunch today?” I asked him as I fixed my clothes.  We had a standing lunch date on Monday and Wednesday.  Sometimes we went with others, sometimes alone.  We had to be discreet about it when we went with others obviously, but we still enjoyed being with each other.

“I’m busy,” Scott said dismissively.

I gawked at him.  “So now you’re giving me the silent treatment?”

“I just … would like some consideration,” he sputtered, as if trying to find the right words.

“What do you think we just did?” I asked him incredulously, my hand waving at his desk where he bent me over and fucked me.

“I want to spend the weekend with you,” Scott said.  “Why is that such a big decision?”

“I’m married Scott,” I reminded him.  “Married people usually spend national holidays with each other.”

“You know Jenny, it’s not all about you,” Scott scoffed.

I stared at him.  “What the fuck Scott,” I said.

“Yeah, whatever,” he said dismissively.  I stared at him another moment.  Then I left.  I managed not to slam his door.




CHAPTER 8 – MONTH 2

 

Mike stayed in the cage all week.  I noticed he was agitated at first, and then he calmed down.  Like, his body adjusted to not being able to cum. He was still aroused.  Constantly aroused, I could tell.  But he seemed at peace.  Or maybe, he just accepted it. 

Anyways, I was happy to not have Mike all over me.  I know that sounds terrible.  But I was so distracted by Scott.  He was giving me the major brush off and it was really bothering me.

Thursday I finally sat down with Mike.  “Scott wants me to go to Michigan with him,” I said.  “Next weekend.  It’s a long weekend.”

“I guess I’m not invited,” Mike said.  He made it sound like a joke.  I gave him a weak smile.

Mike was silent for a few moments.  “Well, we don’t have plans,” he finally said.

“No,” I agreed.  It was true, we didn’t have plans.

“Well, he’s your boyfriend,” Mike said with a grin, as if that explained it all, and giving me his blessing to go. 

Then I dropped the bombshell.  I said, “He wants me to meet his parents.”

“Oh,” Mike said.

Yeah, oh.  Mike got it.  This was getting really real. 

We were silent for long moments.  Then Mike asked, “You think Scott’s getting serious?”

Jen shrugged.  “He obviously knows I’m married.  He knows about you,” she said.  “I don’t know.  It might be nothing.  Maybe his parents nag and he just wants to show them he has a girlfriend.”

Mike reached out and touched the braid in my hair.  He knew I braided my hair for Scott, just like I wore his diamond earrings.  “How do you feel about it?” he asked.

“It feels real,” I said honestly.

“I thought that was the point,” Mike said.

“Yeah ….”

Mike looked at me intently.  “Do you love him?” he asked.

“I guess I feel the same as before,” I said honestly.  “A lot happened this weekend.  Maybe that’s why I feel more attached to him right now.” With a laugh I joked “Like the prisoner’s syndrome.”

But Mike was serious.  He said, “It sounds dangerous.”

“The whole game’s dangerous,” I said with another laugh.  “But, he did something that was really shitty.”  I told Mike about Vince and Steve.

“He fired them?” he said incredulously.

“Practically,” I said.  “He got them new jobs, but it’s not like he gave them a choice.”

“I’d never do that,” Mike said.

“I know baby, that’s what I’m saying,” I said.  “That’s why I love you.  And why whatever I’m feeling for Scott, it’s not love.  I don’t think it is.  He’s just exciting.  Like a big tidal wave.  I’m just having fun riding it. But eventually it’ll end.”

“So you want to go?” Mike asked.

“Yes,” I said honestly.  “But I want you to be okay with it.  You can veto it and I won’t be mad.  I’ll be disappointed but not mad.”

Mike thought about it.  “Will you call and text me?” he asked.

“Yes, definitely,” I assured him.

“All the time,” he said, wanting to make sure I understood the ground rules.

“Yes baby, constantly,” I promised.

“Well, okay then,” he said hesitantly. 

I told Scott the news the next day.  Just like that, the wall between us disappeared.  He was all smiles.  Within moments we were fucking on his desk.

I was relieved, and happy, we were past this.  I guess it was our first argument.  I didn’t like that wall between us.  It felt good to be connected again. 

I knew it was crazy.  To have a husband and a boyfriend.  But other people made it work.  People post on ourhotwives and other sites and it sounds real.  For the most part everyone’s happy.  They’re making it work. So why not us too?

On Saturday I went along on Jen and Scott’s date.  Jen would be with him all next weekend, so I guess I just wanted to be around her (even though I wouldn’t be with her). 

I was getting used to being in the cage.  In a way it was a relief.  It took the pressure off about performing in bed with Jen.  I was always able to get her off with my tongue, no problem.  Now, with the cage on, I didn’t have to worry about trying to get her off with my cock.  I didn’t have to worry about my performance compared to Scott.  It wasn’t even an option, so I didn’t stress about it.     

Did I miss orgasms?  Well, yeah, of course.  But it’s like, you lose one thing but gain another.  It was like tantric sex, where an orgasm isn’t the objective.  You’re trying to prolong the act to increase the sexual energy and intimacy with your partner.  That probably sounds like bullshit, but I felt like Jen and I were closer and more intimate than ever before.  We held hands and snuggled, and we talked about everything, often late into the night.  True we didn’t have sex.  But still, we were soul mates.

I watched Jen with Scott from across the room.  They were talking with some of his basketball friends.  For some reason Jen was spending a lot of time fiddling with Scott’s shirt sleeve.  Curious, I walked over.  “Hey, what’s going on?” I asked.

“Oh, hey Mike,” Jen said to me.  We were surrounded by people, so we were back to roleplaying being old college friends.  “I was showing Scott his shirt’s convertible.”

“What?” I asked.

“His sleeve,” Jen said, touching the cuff of Scott’s shirt again.  “It buttons, but you can use cufflinks too.”

“Oh, okay,” I said.  As she spoke Jen ran her hands along Scott’s arm, like she was smoothing out his shirt sleeve.  Then she fiddled with the cuff of his shirt again.  She went on and on about Scott’s shirt, until, frankly, people got bored and started to drift away.  But it was such a girlfriend thing to do. The way she was focusing on the most minute detail about Scott.  The way she cared.  It was how a girlfriend would care about her boyfriend.  I found myself breathing harder.  It aroused me.  But of course I knew I was soft in the cage. 

Jen went with Scott to get a smoke.  I watched as they walked away. Scott’s arm was around her waist, and she was leaning into him.  He hooked his thumb into the back pocket of her jeans, and she leaned into him more. That’s when it really hit me.  This wasn’t a game anymore.  Jen and Scott really were girlfriend and boyfriend.  And next week he was taking her to meet his parents.

I sensed someone beside me.  I turned.  It was Bitsy.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” Bitsy said with a knowing grin at me.

“No …,” I stammered.

“Yes, you have,” Bitsy said.  She was still smiling, but it was a melancholy smile.  She looked at my left hand.  At my wedding ring. “How’s your wife?  Have you seen her?”

“Yes,” I said honestly.

“Are you having sex with her?” Bitsy asked.  I thought she was being really forward, but then maybe she had a right to be.  She at least had that much right to ask the question.

I thought about my cock in the cage.  I honestly said “No, not really.”

Bitsy nodded slowly, as if trying to figure out what “not really” meant.  Then she moved closer and whispered “I get it’s complicated for you.  I think you’re a great lover.  We both have needs.  We can be special friends.  I won’t guilt you after.  No strings, I promise.”

I stared at Bitsy.  I’d been with Jen for 10 years, so I’d been out of the dating scene for a decade.  This was all new to me.  Was this how you asked someone to be your fuck buddy in today’s world?

Later I was able to get a private moment with Jen.  “I saw you talking to Bitsy,” she whispered, grinning at me.  “Y’know she can’t stop talking about you.  She says you’re freaking awesome in bed.”

“I wish my wife thought I was freaking awesome in bed,” I deadpanned.

“Mike, come on,” Jen said still smiling at me.  She playfully elbowed me.  “I do think you’re awesome.  I’m just crushing on Scotty right now.”

I nodded slowly.  I found it amazing the conversations we had.  Did other married couples in the “lifestyle” talk like this?  I said “Well, I doubt Bitsy will think I’m good in bed if she saw me without my pants.”

Jen knew I was talking about the cage.  “I’ll take it off, if you want to be with her tonight,” she said.

What she said hurt me.  It pained my heart.  “I’m not playing the game to have sex with other girls,” I told her with a frown.  “And to be honest it bothers me how flippant you are about it.”

Jen’s smile disappeared.  She looked around.  When she was sure no one was looking, she reached down and squeezed my hand.  “It does bother me, Mike.  It really bothers me,” she told me.  “That’s part of the reason I want you to wear it.  A big part.  But I go back to what’s fair.  And if I know it’s just Bitsy … I mean, you’re not going to bars and picking up girls … I can deal with it then.”

Jen words made me feel better.  Not completely better, but better.  But still I was hurt.  So I said, “And it doesn’t hurt you’re not threatened by her.”

Jen shrugged.  She managed to grin and joked, “Is this you saying you want in Allie’s pants again?”

“I never said that,” I insisted. 

She grinned again and said, “I’m just joking.”

“So … what do you want to do?” Jen whispered.  “I have the key.”

“I don’t have to ask Scott?” I said bitterly.

“Mike,” Jen said squeezing my hand again.  “If it’s to be with someone else ….”

I got it.  Scott wanted me caged to prevent me from having sex with Jen.  He didn’t care if I fucked Bitsy.  In fact he wanted me to fuck other girls.  He was trying to throw a wedge in our marriage.

“You’re sleeping over at Scott’s?” I asked.  Jen nodded.  With a lopsided grin I asked “So will I get any tomorrow?”

“Mike … Scotty’s introducing me to his parents,” Jen said gently.  “I think I should be exclusive until then. You know?  To stay in the mood?”

I did understand.  It was fucking crazy – the whole game was fucking crazy – but I understood.  Jen was in major girlfriend mode right now.  She didn’t want to break that spell by having sex with me.  Not until after President’s day weekend.

I thought about Bitsy.  I seriously needed pussy.  And she was willing and available.  “Okay, let me have the key.”

Jen handed the key to me.  “I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said.

“You’re already leaving?” I asked.

“Scotty wants to go shopping,” she said.  With a grin she said “He wants to buy me special lingerie for next weekend.  Bras and panties --.”

“I thought you always went braless with him,” I said.  I looked at her chest.  She was braless now.  I could just make out little dents in her blouse made by her nipples.

“Well yeah, but I can’t go braless around his parents,” Jen said.

“But, you have lots of bras,” I said.

“He’s just really into it,” Jen said, her eyes big and sparkling.  She sounded so excited.  I got it.  There was still major NRE.  And now her new boyfriend was taking her lingerie shopping for the first time.  First times are exciting. 

“Remember our rule,” I told her.  “You tell me if you feel like you’re really falling in love.”

“Well, you too,” Jen told me back.  “And use condoms with Bitsy. No little Mikes running around.”

I smiled at her joke.  “You’re ovulating next weekend?” I asked.

Jen nodded.  “I’ll have to be careful,” she said.

“Will you be careful?” I asked.

“Mike baby, of course I will,” she promised.

 

Later that night, I was anxious when Bitsy pulled down my pants. Was my cock smaller from being in the cage?  But Bitsy didn’t notice any difference.  At least she didn’t say anything. 

It took a while for me to get hard though.  I mean, I’d get hard and then soft.  The condom didn’t help.  I wondered if that was an after-effect of being caged. 

I closed my eyes and pretended I was watching the video of Jen getting gang banged.  I immediately got rock hard.  And then, feeling lustful, I flipped Bitsy onto her hands and knees and fucked her ass.  I’d never been so aggressive with Jen.  But this was Bitsy, not my Goddess Jen.  So I fucked her ass. 

I reached under Bitsy and pinched her tiny tits and rubbed her clit as I fucked her.  I think she came.  Honestly though I didn’t care.  I think I was taking out all my frustrations, hurt and anger about Jen on Bitsy. 

After we were done Bitsy said “What got into you?”

As I panted and recovered from my orgasm, I started feeling bad for using Bitsy that way.  I was about to apologize when she grinned and gushed “God Mike you’re such an animal.  You’re so shy and quiet around people, but in bed you’re something else.”

I was mystified when Bitsy curled herself into my arm.  She stroked my chest with her fingertips.  She shyly said “I like it in the ass.  How did you know?  God you made me cum so hard.”

So maybe that was how it worked.  If you abuse girls they think you’re a great lover.  If you’re kind and gentle they think you’re a loser. 

Bitsy was disappointed when I got up to go home.  But I didn’t want her to become attached to me.   I didn’t want the intimacy of sleeping together.  We were friends with benefits, that’s all.  I didn’t want to lead her on.

I was surprised to find Jen at home.  She was with Scott of course.  I heard sounds of sex coming from our bedroom. 

There were shopping bags on the sofa.  Expensive lingerie boutiques

like Agent Provocateur and La Petite Coquette.  I looked in the bags.  So many bras, panties, garter belts and stockings.  Even a bustier.  All satin or silk, and heavily laced.  I looked at the price tags and my eyes went wide. Scott had gone all out.  No expense spared to make my wife’s body even more fuckable for him, I thought bitterly. 

There were clothes in the bags too.  A white off-the-shoulder sweater.  And a long blue velvet dress with a gold zipper in the back.

But my attention was drawn to a bikini in one of the bags.  A bikini, in Michigan in the winter?  The bikini was all black and mostly strings, with just a few tiny triangles, and the bottom was a thong.  What the fuck?  Jen couldn’t wear this in public.  It would barely hide her nipples and pussy, and her ass would be completely exposed (except for the string running between her cheeks). 

“That’s for Jen, not you bro,” Scott joked.  Jen was next to him.  I didn’t hear them come into the room.  I immediately dropped the bikini back in the bag.

“So you smashed Bitsy?” Scott said grinning at me.  “I hear you’re making her squeal like a horny pig.  Way to go bro.”  Scott was naked.  His cock glistened with their combined juices.  Even though he was softening, his cock still snaked down his thigh like a thick python.

“Scott shut up,” Jen said with a laugh.  She came to me.  She was naked too, except for high heels.  Jen had been wearing jeans.  So she had taken off the heels to strip out of the skinny jeans, and then put the heels back on.  To be more fuckable for Scott.  I was so hard it hurt.

“Come here Mike,” Jen said, taking my arm and leading me into the guest bedroom.  “You’re home early,” she said when we were alone.  “Have fun?”

I knew she was asking if I had sex with Bitsy.  “Yeah, sure,” I said.

My erection was apparent in my pants.  Jen took out my cock.  For a moment my heart leaped, thinking she was going to let me inside her.  Maybe she wanted to reclaim me after my sex with Bitsy.  But instead she washed my cock with a warm towel.  And she pressed ice against my cock and balls until I was soft.  “You have it?” she asked.

I nodded, motioning to my jacket.  Jen found the cage in the pocket. She put my soft cock in the cage and locked it.

Jen saw my disappointment.  She gave me a playful smile.  “It’s your fault mister.  You could have stayed at Bitsy’s.”

“Jen what do you think when you see me in this?” I asked.  There was desperation in my voice.  I had to know.

“Mike baby,” she said gently.  “Don’t compare yourself to Scott. You’re different people.”

“You mean he’s a man, and I’m a cuck,” I said.

“Mike you’re doing it again,” Jen said.  “Don’t torture yourself. That’s what this is for.”  She wiggled the cock cage.  “To keep you balanced.”

“I thought it was to keep your pussy fresh for Scott,” I said bitterly.

“Mike baby …,” Jen sighed.  She got on my lap, straddling my legs. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her forehead against mine.  “Stop torturing yourself,” she said again.

I knew I was being an idiot.  “Sorry,” I said.  “I guess I’m just feeling insecure with everything happening.  It’s hard not to be part of your sex life anymore.”

“Of course you are Mike,” she said, hugging me tight.  “There’s more to sex than intercourse.”  She opened my shirt, so now her naked tits were pressing against my chest.  “What do you think this is?” she said, kissing me.

But even though my cock was pressing against her pussy, I was in a cage, and I was soft anyway.  So I was useless as a man to her.

“Let me make you cum,” I said, pushing her off my lap and onto her back. 

“Mike, Scott just came in me,” Jen said squeezing her thighs shut.

“I don’t care,” I told her, opening up her legs.  I wasn’t into creampies but at that moment I didn’t care.  I was desperate to give her an orgasm, to show her I was still able to give her body pleasure.

“Mike, no,” Jen said firmly, squeezing her legs shut again.  “Not until after next week.”

“Oh I forgot,” I said sarcastically, bitterness in my voice.  “You’re all Scott’s right now.”

“Mike, come on,” Jen said in a pleading voice.  “We talked about this.”

Jen hugged me for long moments, giving me a chance to calm down. Then she moved to go.  “I better get back to Scotty.”

But I held her wrist.  “Jen, the other day.  You said it hurt that I never tried to veto anything.  Should I veto next weekend?”

Jen gave me a tight smile.  “We’re kind of past that,” she said gently, but firmly.  “And Mike … if you have to ask, it doesn’t work.”  She rubbed my arm, to take the sting out of her words.  Then she went back to Scott.




CHAPTER 9 – MONTH 2

 

I frantically moved up and down on Scott’s cock.  It was the second time we fucked today.  Earlier we fucked in my office.  Now we were fucking in his.  He was in his big leather chair and I was on top of him, riding his cock.  The weekend was still a few days away, and I was more in heat for Scott than ever.  I think the prospect of going away for the weekend was making me extra horny for him.

Scott seemed just a horny for me too.  “I’m gonna fucking cum,” he groaned.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and rocked hard on his dick. “I’m cumming too,” I told him as I kissed him.  “Cum with me baby.”

Since he was a partner, Scott had a private bathroom off his office. That was good because he always came so much, and our bodies were sweaty from sex.  I went into his bathroom and cleaned up (especially my inner thighs where he was running out of me), then put my bra and panties back on (yes, I did wear a bra at work, although I took it off after work if we went out).  In just my lingerie (including stockings and high heels), I sat on the sofa with him, snuggling into his arm.  “I’ve got the Kellogg meeting soon,” I said, talking about my team meeting.  Kellogg was my biggest client.

“I know,” Scott said as he played with the braid in my hair.  He loved playing with the braid, twisting it with his fingers.  “I heard from Vince and Steve.”

I got up on my elbow and looked at him.  “And?”

Scott grinned and said “They’re having another party.  We’re invited.”

“Oh, I bet we are,” I said with a laugh.  “Why didn’t they call me?”

“I think they know it’s up to me,” Scott said simply.

I stared at Scott.  He was saying, whether Steve and Vince got to fuck me again was up to him.  And those boys knew it.

“Right?” Scott said, a grin on his face.

I hesitated and then softly said “Right.”  Even though we just had sex, and I just had an incredible orgasm, my pussy was tingling again.  “So are you going to share me again?” I asked.

“Not with Steve and Vince,” Scott said with a chuckle.  “When you were their boss it was hot.  Now they’re just losers.”

“You’re real nice Scott,” I said frowning at him.

Scott moved his hand to my left breast.  He tugged the bra up slightly, revealing the 55 tat.  He lightly brushed it with his finger.  “Believe me, they think changing jobs was worth it to fuck their sexy boss,” he told me with a grin.  “And don’t give me that innocent bullshit.  You got off on it.”

Yes, I did get off on it.  The afternoon before the gangbang, I’d been in a meeting with Vince and Steve, giving them direction about the Kelloggs account.  I actually gave them a mild talking-to because they both needed to step up their game.  To their credit they took the reprimand like men, but no one likes being dressed down by their boss.  Then, just hours later, the tables were turned.  I was on my back completely naked, and they were taking turns with my mouth, ass and pussy, and coming all over my face.  I’d gone from their powerful boss to a submissive cum slut …

I shivered at the memory.  Scott laughed.  Yes, the dickhead knew I got off on it.

“I just want to know if gangbangs will be a regular thing in my future,” I said to him.

Scott shrugged.  “I’m a seat-of-the-pants guy Jenny, you know that.  I didn’t plan Steve and Vince, it just happened.  Live for the moment.  Right? It keeps life fun.  That’s why you like being with me.”

“God Scott,” I said with a laugh.  But he was right.  Being with him was always exciting and fun.  Life with Scott was like a thrill ride at an amusement park.

Scott was still brushing his fingers over the 55.  He pushed my bra up and began thumbing my nipples. 

“Scott, god, again?” I said with a helpless smile.  I looked down. God, he was getting hard again.

“Yeah, I’ll share you again,” he told me with a grin. “I like controlling your body.  I like watching you cum.”

It amazed me.  Both Mike and Scott wanted to share me with other men.  For opposite reasons though.  With Mike it was his cuckold fantasies. When Mike shared me with another man, he was submitting to that man, as much as me.  But with Scott it was a power trip.  He was in control, of both me and the other man fucking me. 

Scott lifted me onto his lap.  With a powerful tug he ripped off my panties, making me yelped.  Then he pushed himself inside me again.  “Scott I’ve got my Kelloggs meeting,” I reminded him with alarm.

“Yes,” he agreed, thrusting in and out of me. Fucking me. “And you’ll be at that meeting with your pussy full of my cum.”




CHAPTER 10 – MONTH 2

 

I watched Jen pack and re-pack.  She’d been doing it all week. “I can’t decide what to bring,” she explained.

“Why don’t you bring a bigger suitcase?” I suggested.

“Scotty told me to travel light,” Jen replied.  Once again there was that familiar tug of my heartstrings.  I hated hearing how much influence he had over her.  She was my wife, but she deferred to Scott more than me.  I tried to chalk that up to NRE.  I didn’t want to hit Jen with drama, not since she was leaving with Scott in just a couple hours.

I watched as Jen tried again to pack.  All the new lingerie Scott bought her was there.  So were the blue dress and white sweater, and the black bikini.  High heels.  Short skirts.  Heavy cotton tights since it was cold in Lake Michigan.

“Don’t forget this,” I told her.  I had bought 2 boxes of condoms. That was a lot of condoms for a long weekend, but this was them.  I put them in the suitcase.

“Thanks baby,” she said with a quick squeeze of my hand.  She was barely listening to me though as she tried to decide between black or pink high heels.  In the end she stuffed both in the suitcase.

“Can you at least try to pretend not to be so excited?” I said with exasperation.

“It’s not I’m excited,” Jen replied distractedly as she continued to work on her suitcase.  “I’m just nervous to meet his parents.”

I pulled her into my arms.  “Can you stop for a minute,” I said hugging her.  “You’re going to be gone 3 days.”

Finally, she focused her attention on me.  She hugged me back and said “It’s only a weekend.  I’ll be home Monday night.  You’re away longer on your business trips.”

“That’s completely different,” Mike said.  “I don’t go with another girl.”

“Baby, come on …,” Jen said.  She was right and I knew it.  This was the nature of our game.

Jen felt the cock cage instead of my penis poking against her.  “Oh … let me give you the key.  Are you going to see Bitsy?” she asked.

“Yeah, I guess,” I told her.  We didn’t have anything set up, but I had her number of course.  Jen handed me the key.  Then she went back to packing.

 

Scott bought us first class tickets.  Lie flats.  It was really something to settle into those big leather seats.  The cubicles were almost like little personal apartments.  We lowered the divider so our cubicles were joined.

“So we have to get our story straight,” I told him as I leaned into his arm.

“Our story?” he asked.

“Your parents are gonna ask.  Especially your mom,” I said.  “Like, what’s our first date?”

“I thought it was the bike ride,” Scott said. 

“So, we’re going with that?” I asked.  “A bike ride in the city and then we went to a bar to watch Penn State.”

“Sure, why not?” Scott said, not understanding the significance of my questions.

“Scott, we talked half the time about Mike, and you ended up touching my pussy over my holely jeans,” I reminded him in a low voice so the people around us couldn’t hear. “Not exactly a romantic first date.”

“Speak for yourself,” he joked with a grin. 

“Okay, whatever,” I said ignoring his stupid joke.  “If your mom asks, we didn’t kiss.”

Scott looked thoughtful, as if trying to remember.  “I don’t think we kissed,” he said.

“I know, we didn’t,” I said.  “If your mom asks, tell the truth.  I don’t want her to think I’m easy.”

“Okay,” Scott said with a laugh.  He looked me up and down.  “You look fucking hot.”

I smiled.  I was wearing a clingy turtleneck, short skirt, black tights and zip up ankle boots.  I was going for the sexy but cute look.  It was nice to hear Scott’s compliment.  I wanted to look fuckable for him, but I obviously couldn’t wear anything over the top since our first stop was his parent’s house.  “You in the Mile High club?” he asked with a grin.

“No,” I told him with a laugh.  “But I guess you are.”

He grimaced at the memory.  “The bathroom’s too small to get good leverage,” he lamented.

“Oh, how sad for you,” I said with another laugh.

“No reason you can’t go down on me,” he suggested with a grin.

“Ah, no,” I told him.  “I’m not meeting your parents with cum breath.”

“There’s a thing called toothpaste,” he said.

“Not happening Scott,” I told him.

Scott smiled into my eyes.  Then he got serious.  “So, can you do something for me?”

“What?”

Scott tapped my wedding and engagement rings.  “Don’t wear this around my parents,” he said.

I stared at Scott.  “I can’t take off my rings Scott,” I said.  “I promised Mike.”

“Just don’t wear them around my parents,” Scott pressed.  “They know you’re married.  I told them you’re separated.  But they’re old-fashioned.  They’re good people, but simple.  They won’t understand why you’re wearing a wedding ring when you’re dating me.”

“Scott,” I sighed.  “You’re putting me in a bad spot.”

“Just don’t wear them around my parents,” Scott pressed again. “How bad is that?”

I stared at Scott for long moments.  “Okay,” I finally said.  I took off my wedding and engagement rings and put them in a zippered pouch of my purse. 

“Thank you,” Scott said appreciatively.  He pulled my left hand to his lips and kissed it.

“You don’t have to be so dramatic,” I said with a laugh, pulling my hand away from him.

“You’re right,” he said with a grin and shrug.  “They’re just rings.”

Yeah, just rings, I thought.  The ring Mike put on my finger when he asked me to marry him.  And the other ring he put on my finger at our wedding.

Just rings.

Scott’s car was parked at the airport.  He kept it in the long-term parking lot to make it easy when he visited home.  It was a Ford pickup from the 80s.  It was old but in immaculate condition.  There was barely a scratch on the outside, and it looked brand new inside.  Clearly Scott worked hard to keep his stuff in perfect condition.

As soon as we were inside, Scott pulled me into his arms and kissed me.  “We’ve never done it in a car,” he said reaching under my turtleneck to fondle my breasts.

I pushed his hands away.  “Not now Scott,” I told him.  “I’m too nervous about meeting your parents.”

“Seriously?” he said.  It was the first time I’d turned him away since we started doing it.

“Yeah Scott,” I told him.  WTF?  He wanted me to look freshly fucked when I met his mom?  His dad?

“Okay fine, I’ll get you later,” Scott said with a grin.  He gave my black tights-covered thigh a squeeze. “Actually, I’m glad you’re nervous.  It means you care.”

Scott was right.  I did care.  As I felt where my wedding and engagement rings used to be, I wondered if I cared too much.

 

The meeting with Scotty’s parents went great.  They were really nice. They had lunch ready and we talked as we ate.  They of course asked a lot of questions about me.  I told them the truth.  I told them about growing up in Belmont and going to school at Penn State.  I told them I married my college sweetheart Mike, but we were separated (that was the only lie).  I didn’t go into details about the separation.  I could tell they wanted more information, especially Scott’s mom.  I was dating their son after all.  Was I available or not?  Did I see their son as just a rebound boyfriend, or was I serious about him?  But they could tell I didn’t want to talk about it and they were discreet enough not to press.

After lunch Scotty drove me to his land on Lake Michigan.  There was snow on the ground and Lake Michigan was a shiny sparkle of ice. People were ice skating!  As we approached, I could see the snowcapped evergreens of Manistee National Forest not too far away.  It was beautiful.  It looked like a freaking postcard!

We got to Scott’s land, and I was surprised to see construction there. I thought he was building his house in the future, but actually he was building it now.  It looked like he was working on the foundation.  He also had a camper, one of those silvery Airstream trailers.  Scott told me it was old, from the 70s.  But it was polished so it looked new from the outside.  Inside, Scotty had refurbished it with rustic wood paneling and thick carpets.  It kinda felt like a log cabin inside. It was awesome!

It was toasty warm inside the trailer.  Scotty said one of his buddies – Johnny – came around yesterday and turned on the heat and water.  We were making love within minutes of being in his trailer.  It felt different being with Scott in his hometown, on his land, inside his little Airstream trailer.  It was so different from New York City.  My husband was half a continent away.  I felt like I was in Scott’s world now.  More than ever, I felt like Scotty’s girlfriend. 

As Scott fucked me on the bed (which was bigger than you’d think in the trailer) I glanced at my suitcase on the floor.  I remembered the condoms inside, the ones Mike put there.  Fuck!  I forgot to tell Scott to put on a condom and our passion was too far along to stop now.  “Scotty you can’t cum inside me,” I told him.

“Really?” he panted.  He looked disappointed.  He liked cumming inside me.  He liked cumming in my mouth too, and on my face, but mostly he liked cumming inside me.  I think all men are like that.

“Yeah, you can’t,” I told him.  I was ovulating.  This was the most fertile time of my cycle.  I was on the pill, but it was still dangerous.

Scotty made me cum.  Like always he made me cum hard and I practically screamed.  I wondered how insulated his trailer was cause otherwise ice skaters on Lake Michigan might have heard me.  Then Scott came.  At the last moment he pulled out and shot his cum onto my tits and stomach.  As we both panted and recovered from our orgasms, I played with his sperm.  I grinned at him and swallowed a dollop on my fingertip.  He smiled back at me. 

“Is this all weekend?” he asked.

“Yes, I brought condoms,” I said.  “I’m ovulating Scott.”

“But you’re on the pill.”

“You know how I feel about that Scott.”

Scott frowned and looked disappointed but he didn’t argue about it.

Afterwards we bundled up to go cross-country skiing.  Scott went to college at Vermont on a skiing scholarship.  So, he was an awesome skier (both downhill and cross-country).  He was a way better skier than me, but he was teaching me and I was getting better.  Scott pushed me athletically, not just in skiing but everything we did, and I really liked that.  He didn’t take the attitude “you’re a girl so I’ll just go slower.”  Instead, he went his normal speed and he encouraged me to keep up with him.  I really liked that about him. 

I was all bundled up – including gloves – when I remembered my wedding rings.  They were still in my purse.  It felt weird without them on, since they’d been on my ring finger on my left hand for years.  But I decided it would be too much trouble to put them on, now that I was all bundled up. I’d put the rings back on later after we got back. 

We skied for close to 3 hours.  It was a workout!  And also so beautiful.  We skied along the banks of Lake Michigan and then into Manistee National Forest.  There were people around us as we skied, but inside Manistee there are so many trails it felt like we were the only people in the world.  We took a selfie, and Scott grinned and asked “Should we text it to Mike?”

I have to admit that, at that moment, I’d forgotten all about Mike.  I know that sounds terrible, but being outdoors, with the fun of skiing and all the beauty around us, New York City seemed so far away.  I looked at the picture.  We were both bundled up in stocking caps and scarfs.  We were smiling into the camera, our heads close together, and my nose and cheeks were flushed from the exertion and the cold.  I knew Mike would like the picture.  I wrote “Having a great time with Scotty.  ILY” and sent him the picture.

We were exhausted when we got back to the trailer.  Still, we fucked again.  We were both still insatiable for each other. 

I was exhausted from skiing, our non-stop sex and the nervousness of meeting Scott’s parents.  So after our sex, I pulled on my black tights as I was chilly, and a tight t-shirt (it was like a crop top).  Then I snuggled into Scott’s chest.  As he held me, he said “My buddy Johnny is coming over later.”

“Okay,” I said sleepily, barely hearing him.  Then I drifted off into a nap in his arms.

I woke to voices.  I slowly opened my eyes.  I was still in the trailer’s small bed.  Scott was sitting with a man I didn’t know, right next to the bed, just a few feet from me.  In the crop top, my belly was showing.  And I wasn’t wearing a bra.  On top of that, my black tights were like dark pantyhose.  They weren’t like jeans.

What the fuck?  Scott let a man into the trailer while I was sleeping, while I was barely dressed?  And he didn’t even pull the blanket to cover me?

“Hey Jenny,” Scott said to me as I woke up.  He was smiling at me. “This is my buddy Johnny.” 

Scott and Johnny were drinking beers.  Johnny was looking at me.  He was getting a good look at my bare stomach, and my braless breasts in the tight crop top.  And at my ass and legs in the black tights. 

“Hi Johnny,” I said awkwardly, pulling the blanket to cover me.  “Um Scott?  Privacy?  I need to get dressed.”

“Sure, babe.  Come on Johnny let’s look at the foundation,” Scott said with a chuckle.  As he walked past me, he leaned over and kissed me.  He even freaking reached down and cupped and squeezed my breast.  

Johnny was watching all this.  He grinned at me and said, “Nice to meet you Jenny.”  He offered me his hand.

“Um, nice to meet you too,” I said with more awkwardness, and shook his hand.  I was shaking his hand as Scott still had his hand on my breast! 

As they walked outside, Johnny gushed “Fuck Scott, your new girlfriend’s smoking hot!”

I couldn’t help smiling.  What girl didn’t like being called hot?  I jumped in the shower.  The shower was tiny but the water was hot.  I took a quick shower.  I did my hair and makeup.  I braided the side of my hair the way Scott liked it.  Then I put on the new white top Scott had bought me.  It was long sleeved but off the shoulder, and clingy.  And it barely reached my belly button.

I went braless.  With the clingy material, it was pretty obvious I was braless.  But that’s how Scotty liked me.  We weren’t seeing his parents tonight, and Scott clearly didn’t mind his friend Johnny looking at me.  I wore skinny jeans and UGGs on my feet.  Under the jeans I had on the black tights.  I went without panties, but then, I usually didn’t wear panties with tights and pantyhose.

Then I remembered.  My wedding and engagement rings.  I got them from my purse and put them back on.  Thinking of Mike, I took a selfie.  I made sure the rings were in the picture. I texted the picture to Mike with the message:  “Going to dinner with Scotty and his friend Johnny.  ILY”

“You guys can come back in,” I said out the door.  A moment later, Scott and Johnny joined me in the trailer.

Both men gave me long up and down looks.  Their eyes focused on my braless tits.  And the flash of my stomach between my top and jeans.  I was pretty sure they liked what they saw.

We went to dinner at a local pub.  Scott knew everyone.  He went to high school with a lot of them.  Scott introduced me around.  I was really popular with the boys.  At one point Scott whispered into my ear “all my friends want to bend you over and fuck your brains out.”  It was a compliment the way he said it, and I was flattered.  Scott was proud I was on his arm, and that made me feel really good.  He stood next to me the entire night, either holding my hand or with his arm around me.  More than once he told me “I’m not letting these mother fuckers get close to you.”

Scott and Johnny got pitchers of beer and kept refilling my mug.  I started getting tipsy.  At one point Scott made me turn around in the booth, so my back was to Johnny.  Scott tugged down my top.  “What do you think? Sexy right?” he said to his friend.  I knew they were talking about my moon and sun tat. 

“Yeah,” Johnny said.  I felt his fingers on my back, touching the tat. His hands were calloused.  Scott’s were too, but Johnny more so.  “She got any more ink?” he asked.

“She’s got a couple more,” Scott told him.

It was weird, being talked about with me right there.  It made me feel like an object.  A piece of meat.  It got me hot.

“Let’s go home,” I whispered to Scott a little later.  I was drunk and horny, I wanted to fuck. 

“We’re going to Johnny’s,” Scott told me.  “He’s got a hot tub.  Don’t worry, I brought your bikini.”

I sat between Scott and Johnny on the bench seat of Scott’s pickup as we drove to Johnny’s.  I was leaning against Scotty, but it was close quarters, so my leg was against Johnny’s.

At Johnny’s place, I went into the bathroom and changed into the new black bikini that Scott bought me.  The bikini was mostly strings.  It left little to the imagination.

We all got in the hot tub.  It was outside on Johnny’s porch.  Scott and Johnny sat on either side of me, and our view was the huge Lake Michigan at night.  It was completely dark except for the stars.  The view was incredible.

It was crowded in the hot tub with me and the 2 men.  Johnny was a big man, bigger than Scott even.  They both wrestled in high school (again making me think about Joey).  Scott told me he wrestled at 195 pounds, and Johnny at 220.  Scott was probably still around 195 – he was all well-defined muscle.  Johnny wasn’t as chiseled at Scott.  He gained weight since high school.  He was still fit though.  He was probably 250 pounds now, with super powerful arms and legs, but he didn’t have a six pack or a V like Scott. 

Johnny was super cute.  Really good looking, just like Scott.  They talked about their exploits in high school.  They were borderline juvenile delinquents, and their stories were hilarious.  I got the impression they bedded their share of pretty girls.  That didn’t surprise me.  Both were really hunky, and they had the personality to charm a girl’s pants off.

We drank more beer, and Johnny lit up a joint.  We passed it around. I felt like Scott was intentionally getting me messed up.  I wondered if this was a prelude to sharing me with Johnny. 

I couldn’t believe how much I had changed.  Not too long ago I’d been a completely faithful wife.  Mike had been the only man in my life (and bed) for 10 years.  Then Joey happened.  Then Scott.  Now I was sitting in a hot tub with 2 men (neither my husband), and if Scott gave permission to Johnny to fuck me, I’d let him.  I didn’t recognize myself.  But I was having the most exciting and fun time of my life.

I fingered my wedding and engagement rings under the water.  I wondered if Mike was fucking Bitsy at that moment.  The thought bothered me, but then I had Scotty.

“You want to see Jen’s other tat?” Scott said to Johnny.  With a finger he tugged up the small black triangle hiding my left breast, revealing the bottom of my tit (but not so much to show my nipple).

“Is that 55, your number?” Johnny said, his eyes going wide.

“That’s right,” Scott said with a grin back.  “My initials too.”  Once again, they were talking about me like I wasn’t there.  It made my cheeks burn.

“It’s a henna,” I told Johnny. 

“So, you got a husband?” Johnny asked looking at the rings on my left hand.

“She’s separated,” Scott said answering for me.

Johnny slowly nodded as if processing that.  His best friend was dating a married girl, who was separated but still wore her wedding rings.  I could see why it might be confusing.  “Does he know you got tatted with Scott’s initials?” he asked.

“I told you, it’s not a real tattoo,” I said.  With a shrug I said “It was just something fun to do.  It’s not permanent.”

The conversation drifted to Johnny’s girlfriend, Cassandra.  Cassie was recently divorced.  Johnny had been dating her for about 6 months. Johnny, Cassie and Scott went to high school together.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Are you and Scott serious?” Johnny said with a grin at me.  Okay, he got me there.  I shut my mouth. 

We got out of the hot tub.  Scott got out first, and I followed.  The suction of the water pulled my top down.  For a brief moment, my nipples were exposed and Johnny was looking at my naked breasts.  I quickly fixed my top.  Johnny looked from my chest to my face and we stared at each other.  From the hips down I was still in the water.  I felt a hand on my leg.  It was Johnny’s hand. It moved up my thigh and then he was cupping my pussy over my bikini bottoms.  I continued to stare at Johnny’s face, breathing harder now.  It was for only a moment, as then I was out of the hot tub and back in the house with Scotty.

Scotty had to help me dress because I was so wasted.  He put me in one of Johnny’s big sweatshirts and took me home in the Ford pickup.  I was close to passing out by the time we were back in his Airstream trailer, but I came back to life when Scotty penetrated me with his big cock.  We had frantic sex.  Sex is always better when I’m high.  As he fucked me hard, Scott reached under and pushed a finger into my asshole.  I came hard.  Moments later Scott came.

Scott pulled out and fell onto his back beside me.  We were both panting.  I curled into him and pulled up the blankets.  Just as I passed out, I realized Scott didn’t use a condom and came inside me.




CHAPTER 11 - MONTH 2

 

When I woke up it was sunny outside.  And Scotty was fucking me again.  It’s kinda strange to wake up with a big cock inside of you.  And with your body all horny for sex and desiring an orgasm.  I wondered how long Scott had been working on me.  Well, long enough to get my body all fired up.

Scotty looked into my face as he fucked me slow.  “I love you,” he said as he looked into my eyes.

“I love you too Scotty,” I said back to him.  I did too.  At that moment that’s how I felt.

My orgasm hit.  It was a long orgasm that slowly washed through my body.  I arched my back and curled my toes as the pleasure washed through me.  As the pleasure peaked, I tightly hugged Scotty’s neck and rolled my head back in a long moan.

Scotty pulled out mostly and stayed there, just his tip still inside me, giving me a chance to recover.  He leaned close and kissed all over my face as I panted and caught my breath.  I remembered last night, when he came inside me.  I was on the pill but I didn’t want to take chances, especially since I was ovulating.  I knew getting pregnant with Scott’s baby would be a disaster, and it wasn’t just because of Mike and my marriage.  Scott was the kind of man who would bolt if he got a girl pregnant.  Or, he would want me to get an abortion.  I supported choice but personally would never get an abortion.  So if that happened, where would I be?  Where would Mike and I be?

“You can’t cum inside me Scott,” I told him as he pushed back in and began to move inside me again.

Scott didn’t say anything for a long moment, he just stared into my face.  Then he said “I came inside you last night.  So why does it matter?”

“Do you want to get me a morning after pill?” I asked him.  I’d risk one time, but not twice.

Scott started at me.  Then he said, “I’ll cum in your mouth. And you’ll swallow it all.”

“I always swallow your cum, baby,” I said.  I was being truthful.  Or, more accurately, I always tried to swallow it all.  Sometimes he came so much it was impossible.

Moments later Scott straddled my face and pushed his dick into my mouth.  I had to open my mouth as wide as possible because he was so thick. He grabbed my hair and pulled me closer as he rolled his head back and came.  It felt like his cock was down my throat.  I couldn’t breathe, and I had to fight back gaggling.  My throat muscles worked overtime to swallow his big ejaculation.  Finally he pulled out and I gasped for air.

Afterwards we snuggled.  He had his arm around me and my head was on his chest.  I was relaxed, content.  I think Scott was too.  We were basking in the afterglow of incredible sex.  And also, of being with someone you really wanted to be with.

My thoughts drifted to Mike.  As I looked out the small window of the Airstream trailer, at the frozen, beautiful Lake Michigan, New York City seemed so far away.  Mike seemed so far away.  It wasn’t that being with Scott felt more right than with Mike.  It was more like … a camera.  When I pointed the camera at Mike, it was out of focus.  When pointed at Scott, the image was sharp and clear.  At least, that’s how it was here in Lake Michigan with my husband hundreds of miles away.

I thought about Mike with Bitsy.  That still bothered me.  But at that moment it felt abstract.   Mike and I hadn’t been sexually intimate in a long time.  Yes, we had intercourse the day after I was with Steve and Vince, but it was fast and part of the game.  It was Mike using me to get off, rather than making love.  Yes, we still held hands, we snuggled, we were affectionate and talked a lot.  But the lack of real sexual intimacy made a difference.  And his dick was in a cage.  Maybe it was getting smaller because of that, and Mike didn’t seem to mind that much.

All this was fucking with my head.  Mike felt more like my platonic best friend instead of my husband.  And Scotty felt like my real boyfriend. Yes, that was the purpose of the 3 months.  But I guess I never thought it would work so well.

“What are you thinking about?” Scott asked me.  He was twirling my hair braid in his finger.

I didn’t want to talk about Mike with Scott.  So I asked “What’s the story with Johnny?”

“He’s been my best friend forever,” Scott said.

I got on my elbow and looked at Scott.  “I thought you were going to share me last night,” I said.

Scott grinned.  “Johnny would’ve jumped at the chance to fuck you,” he said.

“What about Cassie?”

“I don’t know how serious they are,” Scott said.  “Cassie just got divorced.  I doubt she’s looking for a serious relationship this soon.  Probably they’re just fuck buddies.”

“Johnny talks about her like he loves her,” I said.

“Maybe he does,” Scott said with a shrug.  “Doesn’t mean Cass loves him back.”

 

We had to get up.  We were meeting Scott’s parents to go to church.  I wore the new velvet blue dress Scotty bought me.  It hugged my curves and tapered passed my knees like a pencil skirt, and it had a shiny gold zipper that went all the way down the back.  Since it was church and Scott’s parents, I pulled the zipper high up my back.  Still, the shiny gold zipper against the blue velvet material made a statement.  

I knew the dress was a little too much for church, but we were meeting Johnny and Cassie for a late lunch after and I wanted to look good.  I wanted to impress Scott’s friends.  Especially Cassie.  She knew Scott since high school so I wanted to make a good impression.  And as any girl will tell you, a girl dresses more for other girls than for boys.

As we were about to walk out of the trailer, Scott touched my left hand.  Oops, I forgot.  I took off my rings and put them in my purse.  “It would be nice if I didn’t have to remind you,” he told me, jokingly chastising me. 

“It would be nice if I didn’t have to ask you to pull out all the time,” I joked back.

Scott laughed.  “Okay, touché,” he said grinning.

 

Scott’s parents were members of one of those trendy non-denominational churches. It was called New Covenant Church of Lake Michigan. Mike and I go to a small Catholic church (Mike isn’t Catholic, or even religious really, but he always goes with me).  All the lights and music of New Covenant was kind of jarring.  It kinda reminded me of Joel Osteen, but on steroids.  Not that it was bad or anything.  It was just different.

“Jen you’re so beautiful,” Scott’s mom said to me after the service. Touching my velvet dress, she gushed “My goodness this is so beautiful.  Jen you look like a movie star, you really do.”

“Scotty bought the dress for me,” I said, smiling over at Scott.

“He’s such a good boy,” his mom said, smiling proudly at her son.

“He is,” I agreed.  “He bought me these earrings too.  For Christmas.”  I held back my hair so she could see better.

“Oh my goodness, they’re so beautiful,” his mom gushed as she inspected the earrings.  “You’re so beautiful Jen.  You and Scott make a lovely couple.”

“Thank you.”

His mom took my arm and led me away from Scott and his father.  “I can’t remember the last time Scott introduced us to a girl,” she said.  “You must be really special to him.”

“He’s special to me too,” I said.

“I’m so glad to hear you say that,” his mom said.  Then she hesitantly said “So … are you getting a divorce?  Do you see your husband?”

“It’s kinda complicated,” I said with a nervous laugh.  “Scotty’s helping me through it.  He’s being a really good friend.”

“But he’s more than a friend, right?” his mom said.  “Scott told me he loves you.”

 

“You freaking told your mom you love me?” I said to Scott as we drove in his Ford pickup to lunch. 

“I do love you,” Scott said.  “You know that.”

“Yeah, but Scott …,” I said with exasperation.  I took my engagement and wedding rings from my purse and put them on.  “Have you forgotten about this?” I said in frustration, showing my left hand to him.  “We have to stop saying the L word.  This is fun Scott but it’s going to end.  You know that right?”

Scott didn’t answer.  Instead, he pulled into a parking lot, behind an old deserted warehouse.

“Let’s go,” he angrily said, pulling me onto his lap.  He pushed the bench seat back all the way to make more room.  Then he tugged up my dress to my waist and ripped off my panties.

“Scotty, no, we’re meeting Johnny and Cassie,” I protested.

“That’s right!” he growled.  “And when you meet them you’ll be full of my cum!”

Scott fucked me hard.  I mean, really hard.  It was like he was punishing me.  I came and he kept fucking me.  I came again.  He kept fucking me.  Finally he came.  There was no talk of pulling out.  Scott came inside me.  And yeah, he filled my pussy up with his cum.

After he was done, he drove on to the restaurant.  As we approached I saw a Marriott.  “Scott, stop there,” I told him.

“We’re already late,” he snapped. 

“Scott, I cannot meet Cassie looking like this!” I told him sternly.

Scott glared at me.  I glared back.  Then he relented and pulled into the Marriott.

Scott waited in the car while I rushed inside to the bathroom. Thankfully it was empty.  I looked in the mirror.  God.  I looked so freshly fucked.  I took off my dress.  I wiped my pussy and inner thighs.  I sighed. Scott had cum so much and he was flooding out of me.  So much for being careful.  I realized we hadn’t used even one of the condoms Mike gave me. So far this weekend, every time we fucked, Scott had been inside me bareback, and he came inside me – what?  Twice?  Three times?  I couldn’t even remember.  Was I freaking crazy?  If I got pregnant, Scott would dump me, and Mike would dump me too with another man’s baby in my stomach.  I didn’t believe in abortion.  I was pro-choice, but for me, growing up Catholic, I would never get an abortion.  So what would I do if I got pregnant?

After wiping my pussy, I patted my body with damp towels.  Then I spritzed on perfume, more than I normally used.  I put my dress back on.  I went braless and left the zipper open halfway down my back, so the sun and moon tattoo was visible.  I thought that might put Scott in a better mood. Then I fixed my hair and makeup.  I looked in the mirror.  Okay, this was better.  I didn’t look so much like a cheap slut who just got her brains fucked out in a pickup truck.

I got back into the pickup.  Scott looked at me.  He was still glaring at me. 

“Okay, look,” I said gently, in a soft, conciliatory voice.  “This is complicated.  It’s confusing for all 3 of us.”

“You mean the 2 of us,” Scott said.  “You and me.”

“Mike too,” I said.  “Come on Scott.  Mike too.”

We silently agreed to disagree.  Scott drove to the restaurant.  He still wasn’t talking to me, but at least he wasn’t glaring at me anymore.

Johnny and Cassie were already there, waiting for us.  They welcomed us with mimosas.  My eyes opened wide at the sparkling drink. God I needed a drink.  I drained mine down, and didn’t try to stop the waiter when he offered to refill my glass.

“Party girl,” Cassie said with a crooked grin at me.  “I’m all for that. Let’s let wasted.”  Cassie clinked my glass and then downed her mimosa.  I drained mine too – my second one.  The waiter came around again with the pitcher of mimosa. 

“Can we switch to just champagne?” I asked.  I needed the alcohol, and didn’t want it diluted with fruit.

Cassie laughed.  “Scott I love your new girlfriend,” she said grinning at me.  She took my arm and led me to the table.  I was beginning to like Cassie.




CHAPTER 12 – MONTH 2

 

Cassie reminded me of Allie.  She was tall, beautiful and a brunette with long wavy dark hair.  She was curvy and had a huge chest, bigger than Allie’s.  She was Scott’s age 37 (I was 29, turning 30 in a couple months).  I was grateful she was wearing a dress and high heels so I didn’t feel overdressed. 

We got along really well.  I liked her and I think she liked me too. After about an hour of drinking champagne I had to pee.  So did Cassie.  We went to the bathroom arm in arm, both of us feeling tipsy and giggling.

“Garter belt?” Cassie asked me as I pulled down my dress after peeing.  Thigh highs (instead of pantyhose) were becoming more common, but garter belts were still somewhat rare, even for girls in New York City. 

“Scotty bought it for me,” I explained.  “This is our first trip together.”

Cassie slowly nodded.  We both fixed our makeup and hair.  “You smoke?” she asked me. 

“God I’d love one,” I gushed.  We walked outside.  It was cold but bearable.  Cassie lit a cigarette for me, then for her. 

“So you’re having a bad day,” Cassie observed.  “Meeting Scott’s parents, right?  I get that.  They can’t stand me.”

I was curious why, but from her expression, it seemed she didn’t want to get into it.  “They’re okay,” I said with a shrug.  “It’s Scott.”

“What’s up?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

I’d just met Cassie, but she was really nice, and it felt good to talk about it.  So, I said “Well, I’m married.”

“I can see that,” Cassie said with a laugh, looking at the rings on my left hand.  “Johnny says you’re separated?”

I nodded.  I said, “Mike and I needed some time apart.  But we’re getting back together, eventually.  We’ve been together 10 years.  You don’t just throw that away.”  I was telling Cassie the story we agreed on, but it felt like I was mixing truth along with the fiction.

“I get that,” Cassie said understandingly.

“I’ve been honest with Scott,” I said, continuing.  “And he was okay with it.  Until this weekend.”

Cassie looked at me for long moments, like she was reading into my soul.  Then she said “Let me guess.  You’ve both said the L word.”

I looked at her, surprised.  Then I nodded.

“Well honey, what did you think would happen?” Cassie said gently.

“I don’t know,” I said helplessly.  “There’s a different though, right? I mean you can feel love for someone.  But not be in love.”

“Oh honey,” Cassie said.  “I get what you’re saying.  But you know that’s bullshit right?”

 

We went to Johnny’s place after brunch.  Scott turned on college basketball while Johnny made drinks.  We shifted from champagne to vodka cocktails.  I was getting drunk, but so was Scott, and that was good because at least we weren’t arguing anymore. 

My iPhone pinged.  It was a text from Mike.  I realized guiltily I hadn’t texted or called him since dinner last night.  Scott looked over my shoulder as I opened the text.  It said “At a Knicks game with Bitsy.”  There was a picture of Mike and Bitsy.  He had his arm around her and they were smiling into the camera.

“They look happy,” Scott said to me.  “I bet Mike’s been smashing Bitsy non-stop.”

“Scott stop,” I said staring at the picture.  I hated the picture but I couldn’t stop looking at it.

“Mike’s with Bitsy,” Scott said.  “You’re with me.  You said it’s complicated.  It’s not complicated.  It’s simple.”

“Scott, just stop,” I said.  I was whispering, because I didn’t want Johnny and Cassie to hear in the kitchen.  “I don’t want to freaking talk about this here.”

As the sun went down Johnny made a fire next to the hot tub.  He grilled steaks and we ate outside by the big fire.  I picked at my food, barely eating anything, as I still thought about the picture of Mike with Bitsy.

After dinner we changed into our bathing suits and got in the hot bubbling water of the hot tub.  Once again Johnny lit a joint and passed it around.  I took a long drag.  And I drank more vodka.  I wanted to get wasted. 

“Jen, show Cassie your tat,” Johnny said grinning at me.

“I’ve already seen it,” Cassie said.

“Not the one on her back,” Johnny said.  “The one on her tit.”

Johnny and Scott were both grinning at me.  Cassie had a curious, slight smile on her beautiful face.

I felt drunk, borderline room spinning.  Slurring my words, I said “It’s not on my tit.”  I tugged up my top just enough to expose the 55.

Cassie’s eyes rose.  She looked at Scott who grinned at her. Then she looked at me again.  “Scott’s initials?” she asked.

“No babe, it’s like, whatchamacall, a double entendre,” Johnny said, slurring his words like me.  “It’s Scott’s initials and his basketball number.”

“You mean homonym dumb shit,” Cassie said with a laugh.  She looked back at me and smiled.  She rubbed the 55 with her thumb.  “Maybe double entendre is right, with it here,” she said smiling at me.  Her finger moved from the 55 to the bottom of my breast.  Now she was rubbing me – caressing me – there.

Cassie moved close, so our faces almost touched.  “Have you ever kissed a girl?” she asked in a soft voice.

I nodded.  “Allie,” I said.  “She’s my best friend.”

“I can be your best friend,” Cassie said.  And then she pressed her lips against mine.

Cassie’s lips were soft.  She parted her lips and now she was kissing me open mouth.  She slipped her tongue into my mouth.  Her tongue was soft too.

I wanted to push Cassie away.  But when I tried to move my hands, I realized Scott was holding my wrists.

Cassie wrapped her arms around my neck.  She ran her fingers through my hair as she kissed me.  I found myself kissing her back.  Around us, Scott and Johnny grinned excitedly at each other.  I realized then Scott didn’t want to share me with Johnny.  He wanted to share me with Cassie.

“Kiss her neck, behind her ear,” Scott told Cassie.  But Cassie didn’t need any help.  She was already expertly caressing my neck with her long fingernails.  I moaned into her mouth.

I felt someone tugging at the strings of my bikini at my neck. Someone else tugged the string at my back.  I didn’t know who.  Then I felt the tension of the strings give way.  Moments later my top was floating in the water.

“Move over Cassie,” Johnny said.  He moved in beside his girlfriend. He lowered his head and sucked one of my nipples into his mouth.  “Ugh god,” I moaned.

“No Johnny she’s mine,” Cassie said.  She pushed Johnny away. Then her mouth replaced Johnny’s at my tits.  

I looked over at Scott.  “No Scotty please,” I said reaching for him.  I looked desperately at him. I’d never been with a girl.  This was happening too fast.  I barely knew Cassie.  I wasn’t ready for this.

Scott looked disappointed.  But he pulled me from Cassie.  He said quick goodbyes as he bundled me up in towels.  Then he drove us home.

Scott threw me on the bed inside the trailer.  The towels flew everywhere, leaving me naked except for my bikini bottoms.  He ripped them off and got between my legs.  He mounted me, penetrating me with his cock. 

It was like in his pickup before.  He fucked me with anger and fury. He made me cum.  Then he came.  Like before there was no talk of a condom or pulling out.  Scott pushed deep inside me and stayed there, bottomed out inside me, as he splashed his seed against my womb. 

Afterwards Scott seemed regretful.  He tenderly kissed all over my face and said, “I’m sorry, I love you,” over and over again.  I was about to pass out from all the vodka and weed.  I curled up into his arms and said, “I love you too baby.”  Then I passed out.

 

When I opened my eyes, Scott was already awake.  He was looking at me.  The memories of last night came rushing back. 

“I’m sorry about Cassie,” I said.  It was true.  I was sorry I disappointed him.  He smiled at me.  Then he kissed me.  Then he made love to me.  To his credit, he pulled out when he came, and I didn’t have to ask him.

We dressed and went on a long hike through Manistee National Forest.  We held hands.  By silent agreement, we didn’t talk about the drama from yesterday.

We got back to Scott’s trailer, and we undressed each other.  He entered me, again without a condom.  We were on our sides, looking at each other, our legs tangled together with our bodies connected.  He fucked me slow.  We talked as he slowly moved in and out of me.

“You said you kissed Allie,” he said.

“In college.  Like, sometimes at parties we’d slow dance to get boys hot,” I explained.  “A couple times we kissed.   But it was just to get boys hot.  We never did it.”

“Cassie’s straight,” Scott said.  “But she likes fucking girls.  I suppose she’s bi-curious.”

I nodded.  I said, “I like Cassie.  She’s nice.”

“You’re not ready, I get that,” Scott said.

“Yeah but, it’s more than that,” I said.  I wanted to be truthful.  I knew of course girl-on-girl was a big fantasy for guys.  It was a big fantasy for Mike.  I said, “The first time I do it, if I do it, Mike has to be there.  It’s only right Scott.  He’s my husband.”

Scott stared at me.  He didn’t answer.

At least this time, he didn’t get angry.  He looked sad though.  We made slow love.  I came on his cock, as we kissed.  I moaned into his mouth as I climaxed.  Then he put me on my back and fucked me harder, more urgently, but not in anger like before.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him as he pounded me.  “I’m cumming,” he growled.

I didn’t say “pull out.”  I did the opposite.  I wrapped my arms tighter around his neck.  I wrapped my legs around him too.  I let him cum inside me.  I encouraged him to cum inside me.

We showered and dressed.  Then we drove to the airport.  Scott’s parents met us there, to say goodbye.  We had a little time before our flight, so we sat in a Starbucks for a coffee.  Scott pulled out the blueprints of his house to show me and his parents.  He was really proud of the plans, and it got him in a better mood.  Scotty was especially proud of the overlapping lofts and the ropes to “Tarzan” around (as he put it).

“Scott, honey, it’s not practical,” I gently told him.  “You need to add stairs.”

“I’ve got stairs,” Scott said defensively, pointing to the plans.

“That’s a spiral staircase honey,” I said as gently as possible.  “Think about when you have a family.  The spiral stairs won’t be safe for little kids. Or the ropes.  Think about little super active boys trying to Tarzan around before they’re old enough.”

Scott frowned, not liking my suggestions.  But Scott’s mom and dad smiled approvingly at me.

“My parents like you,” Scott said when we were seated in the plane. 

“I like them too,” I told him.  I did to.

Scott put his arm around me and kissed me.  “I wish we met a long time ago,” he said.  “Before you met Mike.”

“Scotty, I don’t want to go there,” I told him gently.  “I can’t go there.” 

As I spoke the diamond of my engagement ring sparkled from the sunlight shining in the little window next to us.  I’d put my wedding and engagement rings back on after saying goodbye to Scott’s parents. 

Scott didn’t say anything.  What could he say?  I leaned into his arm. Despite the drama I was exhausted.  From all the partying, the stress of meeting his parents, all the sex.  I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep.




CHAPTER 13 – MONTH 2 -

 

WHAT MIKE DID OVER

 

THE WEEKEND

 

After Jen left, I lasted about an hour.  Then I used the key to unlock the cage and jerked off watching the video from Jen’s gangbang.  I came twice.  The orgasms were intense, but the depression and despair that followed were worse in the opposite direction.

I wondered how I was going to make it through the weekend.  Then I thought of Bitsy.  She was my friend.  She was available.  While not beautiful, she wasn’t hard on the eyes either.  I called her up to ask her out. She sounded really happy to hear from me.  She offered to make me dinner, rather than go out. 

I knew she was offering more than dinner.  Honestly, at that moment, I wanted that.  I wanted to fuck Bitsy.  I was horny knowing Jen was going to spend the weekend with her boyfriend.  And I was pissed at Jen because she was going to spend the weekend with her boyfriend. I know that sounds crazy, but that’s the conflict I constantly felt playing the game.

As the evening approached, I showered and dressed for my date.  Just as I was about to go, I got a text from Jen.  It was a selfie.  They were in ski outfits and smiling into the camera, with tall evergreens and virgin snow in the background.  Jen’s pretty face was flushed from the cold.  Her nose and cheeks were red, and she had a big smile on her face.  She looked so beautiful.   And so happy.  I knew it had nothing to do with me.  She was happy because she was with Scott. 

I wondered how many times they had already fucked.  At least once. Maybe twice.  How many orgasms would Scott give my wife this weekend?

Jen’s text said “Having a great time with Scotty.  ILY.”  Her message sounded so transactional.  Like, “getting on the plane now” or “we’re ordering pizza for dinner.”  There was no emotion or affection there.  She didn’t say “I miss you” or “I wish you were here.”  She didn’t spell out “love” or include a heart emoji or even write “xoxoxo.”  It felt like she sent the text out of a sense of obligation, rather than any love for me.

I got hard looking at the picture.  I was tempted to beat off.  But I decided to save it for Bitsy.  A pussy – even if it wasn’t Jen’s pussy -- was better than my hand.  Also, it was my way of saying f-you to Jen.   The picture of Jen and Scott got me hard, and I was going to use that erection to pleasure another girl.  That gave me some sadistic satisfaction.

Bitsy greeted me with a kiss and a glass of wine.  She was wearing a clingy sweater and slacks.  I don’t know why, but I said “You should wear skirts more.”

“Oh … really?” she hesitantly asked.  My abrupt – and rude – comment caught her off guard.

“Yeah, you have nice legs,” I told her.

“Oh …,” she said, a slight smile coming to her face.  “I’ll be right back.”  She went into her bedroom.

At that moment I wasn’t sure who I was.  In my entire life, I never said to a girl “you should wear shirts more,” especially someone like Bitsy who I didn’t really know well and had no claim to.  But rather than being offended by my crass remark, she seemed pleased.  Was this the secret to being a successful player?  Treat girls like shit, order them around, and don’t give them respect?

“Better?” Bitsy asked a moment later.  She still wore the sweater, but now she was wearing a short skirt that ended a couple inches above her knees.  Underneath she wore black tights.

I nodded and took a sip of my wine.  Bitsy smiled at me and went back into the kitchen.  “I hope you like chicken casserole,” she said.

I followed Bitsy into the kitchen.  I looked at her as she cooked.  Her sweater clung to her breasts and emphasized how flat she was.  Her skirt was tight, and even though Bitsy wasn’t curvy – her slim hips and skinny ass were almost like a boy’s -- she looked good in it.  Her tights were opaque black and she had shapely calves.  Looking at her, I came to realize that Bitsy could pretty easily pickup men if she wanted.  She wasn’t a beauty or super hot, but she was definitely fuckable, especially if you were into thin, flat chested girls (like me). 

“When were you fucked last?” I asked her.

“What?” Bitsy said with an uncertain laugh.  She looked at me uncertainly, as if wondering if I was going to go off into a jealous tantrum.

I moved closer.  I raised my hand and traced my finger over her lips. “When were you fucked last?” I asked again.

Bitsy was silent for a long moment.  Then she said “Tuesday.”

“Who?”

She shrugged but didn’t answer.

I moved my hand down.  I fondled her breasts as I looked into her eyes.  Then I moved my hand lower.  I moved my hand under her skirt.  I fingered her pussy.  Her tights were damp.  I continued to look into her eyes as I fingered her.  “Mike, if you’re going to do that, at least kiss me,” Bitsy said breathlessly.

I threw Bitsy onto her bed and fucked her.  We never ate the casserole; it burned in the over. 

Afterwards, in a soft voice, Bitsy said, “Don’t take this the wrong way.  But you’re so angry in bed.”  She quickly added “You’re a super nice guy all the other times.  And I like it, you’re a great lover.  But it seems like you’re so angry during sex.”

I was silent for long moments.  Then I said “My wife’s dating a guy from her work.  Her boss actually.  He’s a real player.”

“Is that why you separated?” Bitsy gently asked.

Again I paused.  Finally I nodded.

“What do you mean he’s a player?” she asked.

“Y’know, he looks like he stepped out of the cover of GQ,” I said with a shrug.  I thought it was ironic I was describing a person Bitsy knew. “He’s hung like a horse.”

“You’re really cute Mike,” Bitsy said reassuringly.  “And you’re got a nice body.”

I laughed, but it was without any humor.  She was being nice and I appreciated it.  But by this point I knew Bitsy was sexually experienced. She’d been with her share of men.  So she knew – and I knew she knew – that my cock was smaller than average.  Also, saying someone has a “nice” body is the same as saying “he’s got a good personality.”  I wasn’t offended though. I was to Scott what Bitsy was to Jen.   

As if reading my thoughts, she squeezed my hand and said “Size doesn’t matter.  It’s what you do with it that counts.  I think you’re a great lover Mike.”

I gave Bitsy a tight smile.  I appreciated she was trying, but really her words weren’t helping.  After a few moments she said “So, your wife’s having a fling with her boss.  She promises it’s a temporary thing, and eventually she’ll come back to you?”

I stared at Bitsy.  “Something like that,” I said.  Again I was amazed at a woman’s intuition.  But then, maybe it wasn’t that hard to figure out.

“And you’ll take her back?”

I shrugged.  “You probably think that’s pathetic,” I said.

Bitsy shrugged back but didn’t say anything.  If anything she looked disappointed.  I think she realized at that moment there truly wasn’t any future for us.  She was just temporary, until my wife returned to me.  I felt guilty, like I was using her, even though I was being honest with her.

Bitsy snuggled in my arms.  “Would you mind staying tonight?” she asked.  She sounded sad and lonely.  I felt like it was the least I could do. And honestly, she felt good in my arms.  I hugged her closer to me and we drifted off to sleep.

I woke up early the next morning.  Bitsy was still asleep.  I didn’t want to do the breakfast thing.  I didn’t want us to become a couple.  I silently dressed, scribbled down a quick note, then left. 

I checked my phone.  Jen had sent a few texts and pictures.  Her and Scott.  Both posed and candids. 

I went to the office and tried to work.  I didn’t have anything else to do, even though it was President’s day weekend.

But I couldn’t concentrate.  I locked my office door then took out my phone.  I jerked off to the pictures of Jen and Scott.  After cumming I immediately got depressed.  I resisted masturbating again because I didn’t want to deal with that intense depression and distraught, not with still 48 hours to go until Jen was with me again.

Later that afternoon I started thinking about what I was going to do that night.  If alone I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist jerking off, and that would just lead to depression.

I abruptly realized that I didn’t get depressed when I was with Bitsy. Even after sex, even if I fantasized about Jen and Scott while cumming, I didn’t get depressed.  Bitsy liked me.  I liked her.  Why was I so worried about leading her on?  After all, we were both adults and I was being open with her.

I called Bitsy up and she immediately agreed to go out with me.  We went to a bookstore in Chelsea.  We spent a couple hours browsing the shelves of books.  It sounds boring but the time flew.  Bitsy knew a ton about books and she was so into it.  I got caught up in her excitement and it was fun.  Then we sat down with others for a poetry reading.  I’m not into poetry – I don’t know much about it really – but it was fun listening to the various authors as they dramatically read from their books.  Afterwards you could buy their books and have them autograph them.  I think Bitsy bought a book from each of the authors.  She’s really into getting signed autographed books.

As Bitsy waited in line for an autograph, I thought about Jen.  We’d never gone to a poetry reading, or spent time in bookstores.  I was glad to be doing different things.  Because it helped not to miss Jen so much, or think about her all the time. 

But it was sad too.  Married couples are supposed to have shared experiences.  Their entire life together is supposed to be a shared experience.

But now Jen was having experiences without me, and I was having experiences without her.  We were like that show on Amazon Prime, the Peripheral.  Jen and I were stubs.  We were creating branches from our shared timeline.

As I waited for Bitsy, I got a text.  My heart leaped when I saw it was from Jen.  The text said “Going to dinner with Scotty and his friend Johnny. ILY”

There was a picture, a selfie.  God Jen looked amazing.  So incredibly hot.  She was wearing a white top.  I remembered Scott bought it for her.  It was long sleeved but off the shoulder, and clingy.  She was clearly braless. She was wearing skinny jeans.  God, her ass and legs looked so good in those jeans.

I stared at the picture.  Then I stared at her message, especially the “ILY.”  I wished she wrote it out – “I love you.”  Maybe she was just in a hurry. 

My cock was hard and my heart was aching.  What a combination.  I texted back “I’m glad you’re having fun.  I love you.”

I wrote it out – I love you – because I felt one of us had to say it.  To stay connected.  But did it work, if only one wrote it?  I told myself I was being stupid.  Jen did say it. ILY and I Love You were the same thing.  I just wished she had written it out.

After the bookstore we went to Bitsy’s apartment.  We ate pizza and watched a movie on her TV.  Jen liked romantic comedies.  Bitsy liked all movies, especially ones based on books she’d read.  We watched Lincoln Lawyer.

Bitsy told me the book was written by Michael Connelly.  I admitted to her I didn’t read a lot, although I think I had heard of Michael Connelly. She frowned, like she was determined to get me to read more.  She went to her stacks of books and pulled down 3 books, all by Connelly.  Lincoln Lawyer, Brass Verdict and The Reversal. She explained all had the same main character, Mickey Haller.  Bitsy made me promise to read them.  I grinned and told her I would.  The movie was actually really good so it would be fun to read more stories with Mickey Haller.

Afterwards we fucked.  I wanted to call it fucking because I didn’t want to call it making love.  I slept over again.  This time she didn’t have to ask me.  It just kind of happened.  I realized I was enjoying being with Bitsy. It made me feel guilty though, because I felt like I was betraying Jen.

I went home early the next morning.  I made a decision to stop seeing Bitsy.  I didn’t want to like her too much.  I didn’t want to develop feelings for her.  In a little over a month Jen would be mine again.  I knew it would take work to reconnect and get back to the way we were, and I didn’t want Bitsy to complicate things.  It would be complicated enough dealing with Scott.

I waited by my phone all day, hoping for a call or text from Jen.  As the day went on I got more agitated.  And frankly, I got pissed as time passed and she didn’t call or text me. 

In the early afternoon my phone rang and I practically leaped for it. But I was crestfallen when I saw it was Bitsy, not Jen.  She said she had 2 tickets to the Knicks game that night, and invited me to go with her.  I hesitated.  I wanted to cool things with Bitsy, but I didn’t have any other plans, and this was the Knicks after all.  Also, I was irritated with Jen.  So, as much to spite Jen as to be with Bitsy (and see the Knicks), I agreed to go.

When we were at the game, I put my arm around Bitsy and pulled her close.  We smiled into the camera as I took a selfie.  When Bitsy wasn’t looking, I texted the picture to Jen with the message: “At a Knicks game with Bitsy.”  I purposefully didn’t add “I love you” or even ILY.  I sent the text and tried not to think about Jen.




CHAPTER 14

 

Mike was there when I got home.  “I missed you,” he said as he hugged me.   “I missed you too,” I said, hugging him back.

It was awkward being together again.  I think the game had moved to another level over the weekend, for both of us.  I knew it had for me. 

We didn’t talk about the game, or Scott, or Bitsy.  We avoided talking about it.  We went to dinner at the French bistro we liked.  As we ate, I looked out the window.  I could see the building with the loft apartment a few blocks away.  I compared that loft apartment, here in New York City, with the house Scott was building on the shores of Lake Michigan.  Then I forced those thoughts away.  They were too confusing to think about.

“So …,” Mike said later when we were in bed.

“So …,” I said back, turning on my side to face him.

“How was it?” he asked.

“It was really something,” I said.

“You met his parents?” he asked.

“Yes, they’re really nice,” I gushed.  After a moment I hesitantly added “I took my wedding rings off around them.  They know I’m married. They’re nice but simple people.  They wouldn’t understand.”

Mike was silent as he processed that information.  When he didn’t answer, I said “I just don’t want to keep anything from you.  I put them back on right after.”

Mike nodded but still he didn’t say anything.  Finally, he said “You told them we’re separated?”

I nodded.  “You’re telling Bitsy the same thing?” I asked.

Mike nodded.  He was silent again.  Then he said “Sometimes it feels like we’re really separated.  It felt that way this weekend, sometimes.”  After a moment’s hesitation, he said “I don’t like that feeling.”

“But we’re not really separated Mike,” I assured him.  “And it’s supposed to feel real.  We want that right?  It makes the game more exciting.”  I looked down.  He was hard in his boxers. 

He saw me looking.  He said, “Just because I’m hard doesn’t mean I’m happy.  Things need to change Jen.  We can’t go on like this.”

“I think things need to change too,” I said softly.

Mike’s eyes went wide.  “How?” he asked.  There was anxiety in his voice.

I reached down and put my hand against his erection.  “Well, I don’t think this needs to be caged anymore.”

“That’s an improvement,” Mike said with a grin. I think it was the first time he smiled that day.  “Why?”

I hesitated, steeling myself for what I was about to say.  But I had to say it.  I had to tell him.  Otherwise, it wouldn’t be fair.

I reached out and took Mike’s hand in mine, and said “The cage was about helping me feel like Scott’s girlfriend.  For real.  I don’t need anything to feel that way anymore.”

I watched as Mike’s smile disappeared.  “So what does that mean?” he asked. 

“Well, it means I don’t want to play the 3-month game anymore,” I told him.  I smiled and squeezed his erection over his boxers.  This time he didn’t smile or say “that’s an improvement.”

“And?” he prompted, knowing there was more.

Once again, I steeled myself.  Then I said “I guess I want to talk about when things have to end.  With Scott.  We’ve never really talked about that. He’s my boyfriend.  We like each other.  We get along.  Why does it have to end?”

“I don’t get what you’re saying,” Mike said.  “Scott’s a player. Eventually he’ll move to another girl.  Or girls.” 

“Why?  Do you think you’ll ever get tired of me?”

“Of course not Jen.”

“Then why do you think Scott will?” I asked.  I was feeling indignant.  “I know how to keep him happy.”

“What about me?” Mike asked.

“Mike baby, I know how to keep you happy too,” I assured him.

“I don’t get what you’re saying,” Mike said, shaking his head.  He was frustrated, and agitated.  “What?  You want 2 husbands?”

“I don’t want 2 husbands.  You’re the only husband I want,” I assured Mike, squeezing his hands.  “I just don’t want an artificial deadline on my relationship with Scott.  I want to be able to tell him we can be together as long as we want to be together.  If he does get tired of me, or I get tired of him, well, that’s when it will end.”

I said, “I’m not saying it’ll never end.  It probably will end eventually.  I just don’t want to put an artificial deadline on it.”

Mike stared at me.  I could tell all this got him hot, but scared too. “So what happens when Scott makes you choose between him and me?” he asked.

“That won’t happen Mike.”

“It already is happening!  We don’t have sex anymore Jen!  Because of Scott!”

“That was just part of the game,” I said, squeezing his hands, trying to reassure him.  “Mike baby, admit it, you got off on it.  Come on, you did. And anyways, it doesn’t matter, I told you, we’re not doing that anymore.”

“Because you don’t need that to feel like his girlfriend,” Mike spat out bitterly.

I squeezed Mike’s hands again.  “Mike, that's what you wanted all along,” I said, trying to reason with him.  “You didn’t want me to just fuck Scott.  You wanted me to date him.  You wanted me to feel like his girlfriend.  You still do, right?  So, if you really think about it, what I’m saying is exactly what you wanted to happen.”

Mike stared at me, trying to process everything.  “So, if we’re not playing that game anymore, I can do this,” he said, reaching out and squeezing my breasts.  I could tell he felt bitter, and hurt, and scared.

“You can do anything you want,” I assured him, making no move to stop him.  “I’m yours again.”

“Mine,” he said with a sarcastic laugh.  “That’s bullshit.  You’re not mine.  You’re Scott’s.  That’s what we’re talking about.”

“Mike baby, now you’re not being honest,” I said in a soft, gentle voice.  “I’m your wife.  I live with you.  Sometimes I’m with Scott. Sometimes.  But we both want that.  You still get hot seeing me with Scotty. Right?”

Before he could answer, I said “You even love it when I call him Scotty.  You hate it.  But you love it too.  Just like the 55 tattoo.  It gets you hot.”

Mike stared at me.  I knew my husband better than anyone.  I knew how he was wired.  I might not understand it sometimes, but I knew.

He unbuttoned my blouse and pulled it off my shoulders.  He looked at my breasts.  “Do I look the same?” I asked.

He didn’t answer.  He stared at the 55 tattoo under my left breast for long moments.

“Can you take this out?” he asked, touching the braid in my hair. “And these?” He added, touching Scott’s diamond earrings.

“Yes, of course,” I said immediately.  I took off Scott’s earrings and unbraided my hair. 

His eyes went back to the 55 tattoo.

“Do you like it?” I asked him.  I gave him a grin and playfully teased, “Do you like your wife’s breast branded with another man’s initials?”

Mike moaned and his body tensed up. I smiled inside.  I knew how to push my husband’s buttons.

“So, I can do this then,” he said as he took off my clothes.  He finished undressing me and himself. 

Mike opened my legs. He stared at my pussy.  I knew what he saw because I’d looked at myself earlier. 

I knew Mike loved the way my pussy looked.  The way it used to look.  Like a teenager’s.  With slim lips tightly pressed together.  That wasn’t how my pussy looked now. After a long weekend of getting fucked by Scott, my pussy lips were still red and puffy, and gaped apart.

This evidence of Scott’s big dick fucking me seemed to inflamed Mike.  He lowered his tongue and worked his magic.  It took me a while to cum because my body was satiated after the weekend with Scott.  But Mike had a very talented tongue.  Eventually I was moaning and arching my back as I came.

“I’m glad I can still get you off,” he said a moment later as he pulled me into his arms.

“Of course you can Mike.  You’ve got a freaking awesome tongue,” I said honestly, smiling at him and touching his lips with my fingertip.

“When did he fuck you last?” he asked me.

“This morning,” I said.

He nodded slowly.  “You let him cum inside you,” he said.  It was a statement, not a question.  I’d showered but I guess I still tasted different. 

“It just kinda happened,” I admitted sheepishly.  He looked worried.  I said, “I’m anal now about taking the pill.”

“But you’re ovulating,” he said.

“I’m sure I’m okay.”

“How many times did he cum inside you?” he pressed.

I hesitated, then admitted “A lot.”

He stared at me.  He was breathing hard.

“I’m sure I’m not pregnant,” I said again. 

“What if you are?” he asked.  He knew I was pro-choice, but personally I’d never get an abortion.  I mean, if I had to I would, but I’d feel really shitty about it.  It would really hurt me.

“I’m not so let’s not think about it,” I said.  I tried to sound confident, but honestly I wasn’t sure so my words were a prayer to God.

Then Mike blurted out, “If you’re pregnant I’ll take care of the baby. I’ll take care of you and the baby.”

My eyes went wide with surprise.  I knew with certainty that Scott would never raise another man’s child.  But Mike just said he would. 

That’s why I married Mike.  That’s why I loved him.  He was such a good man.

I rolled Mike onto his back and got on top of him.  I reached between our bodies and guided his cock to me. 

“You’re so freaking hard,” I whispered huskily.

I positioned his cock between my pussy lips.  I lowered myself onto him.  There was no resistance.  He slid in balls deep without any effort. 

He looked thoughtful as he looked up at me.  I sensed he was comparing me to Bitsy.

I asked, “Am I as tight as Bitsy?”

“No,” he told me, looking into my eyes.  It was just one word.  One syllable.  But it came out harshly.  It made me wince.

“Don’t hate me Mike,” I said pleadingly.  My voice trembled and my eyes teared up.  “We both started this.  I can’t help how I feel.”

Mike softened and said, “You still feel good.  You feel better than Bitsy.” 

I smiled at my husband.  His words made me feel better, but honestly we both were still on edge.  Our marriage was strained.  How could it not be with another man in the mix?  But I wasn’t ready to end things with Scott. And I was pretty sure that, if Mike was being honest with himself, he wasn’t ready either.

We both still wanted to play our game.

Mike wrapped his arms around my neck and we kissed.  I slowly moved up and down on his shaft.  We both wanted it to last.  We needed the intimacy, the connection.  We softly kissed as we made love.

Mike came.   He came inside me, adding his sperm to Scott’s from the weekend.

We hugged for long moments.  Then I rolled onto my side.  Mike wrapped his arm around me, and I snuggled into it. 

“Sooo …,” I began in a soft voice.   I was caressing his chest.  I said, “I don’t want you to see Bitsy anymore.”

Mike got up on an elbow and looked at me.

“Okay,” he agreed without any protest.

“Okay,” I said back, sealing our agreement.  I’d keep seeing Scott. But he wouldn’t see Bitsy or any other girl.

I snuggled back into his arm. We snuggled that way for a long time.

 

“Can we talk?” I asked walking into Scott’s office.   When he nodded, I closed and locked his door.  I moved to his side of the desk, leaning against the edge.  Since he was sitting in his big leather chair, our legs were almost touching. 

“This weekend was fun,” I told him, smiling at him.  “I’d like more weekends like that.”

Scott smiled at me.  He put his hand behind my knee.  “I’d like that too,” he said.  He began to softly caress the back of my knee.  That part of my body is incredibly sensitive.  If you don’t touch me right it actually hurts, like tickling the bottom of your foot.  But Scott knew how to touch me.  His caresses made me shiver and I felt myself getting wet.

“I want us to go steady,” I announced.  I giggled.  I couldn’t help it.  It was such a high school thing to say.

“What?” he said with a laugh.

“You heard me,” I said with a grin back. 

“So, you gonna wear my high school ring?” he joked with a laugh.

“If you want,” I said with a laugh back.

Scott looked at me, his face getting serious.  He knew I was talking about taking our relationship to another level.  To a more serious level.

“What about Mike?” he asked.  “Are you divorcing him?”

“Of course not.”

“Then how can we go steady?” Scott scoffed.

“Mike’s my husband, you’re my boyfriend.  My real boyfriend,” I said.  “Mike is willing to share.”

“What if I’m not willing to share?” he said. 

“This weekend was fun.  We’ll have more weekends like that.  Let’s focus on that,” I said.

Scott stood up and pushed me onto my back on his desk.  He pushed up my skirt.  He unzipped his pants and took out his cock, then he pulled my panties to the side.  I grunted as he pushed into me.  Even though I was used to him know he still felt super big, especially at the beginning. 

Scott leaned over and looked into my face as he fucked me.  “I don’t share Jen,” he hissed as he fucked me.

“You freaking gang banged me,” I reminded him.  “You wanted me to fuck Johnny, and Cassie.”

“You know that’s different,” he said as he pounded me.  I knew what he meant of course.  Mike was my husband.  I wore his rings on my left hand.  I had a life with him.

“I can’t be yours with Mike,” I told him.  “But I’ll be yours with everyone but Mike.  Isn’t that enough?”

Scott didn’t answer.  He just kept fucking me.   He fucked me hard. He made me cum.  Then he came too.  Like Mike last night, he came inside me.
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