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I write sexy romances.  I used to publish under xleglover and Flash of Stocking on various sites.

My stories are romances, so they explore the feelings, emotions and relationships of the characters.  My stories are also erotica, so the sex scenes are explicit.  Often very explicit.  

My stories have an emotional edge to them.  The characters have thrilling adventures, but there’s pain there too, at least for some of them.  

I try to write stories that seem like real life.  Yes, the situations are extreme, but I hope you come away thinking, “Yes, I can see how that might happened.”

My wife is my muse, the love of my life.  She is the Jennifer in my stories, the Sarahs, the Zoeys, the Jess’s.

You can find my books wherever e-books are sold.  If you’d like to join my mailing list or would like to send me a question or feedback, please email me at peteandrews1701@gmail.com.  
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THIS BOOK 10 BEGINS immediately after the end of book 9
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JEN’S HOOKUP WITH CAM that weekend seemed to open up her relationship with him.  It firmly turned the switch in her head – I thought of it as the Jenny switch – to ON.  After that, any reluctance she had hooking up with him seemed to disappear.  

With Anna in pre-school, Jen had a big block of time every day when she was free.  Each day from mid-morning (when she dropped Anna off at school) to early afternoon (when she picked her up).  Jen began seeing Cam two or three times a week.  Usually, they hooked up after working out at the gym, but sometimes they skipped the gym and went straight to his apartment.

I felt anxious with my wife spending so much time with another man.  From what Jen said, I knew they were doing more than fucking.  They talked politics a lot, since Cam was a political blogger.  They also talked sports, since they were both athletes, and they also talked about having fun times, since Cam was a bartender and Jen liked partying.  In other words, they had more in common than just sex, and that both scared and thrilled me.

Jen never pushed it though.  She was always home when I got home, playing with Anna or making dinner.  Looking at her, you couldn’t tell she’d been with her lover earlier.  Jen always showered before picking up Anna, because she obviously didn’t want the teachers and other moms smelling sex on her.  And by the time I got home, she was back in her typically “mom” clothes, often jeans or yoga pants with a simple loose top.

But I could always tell when she’d been with Cam.  She might look the same, but she smelled different after showering in his apartment, since she was left to use his masculine toiletries like his Axe soap and body lotion.  And there was always a glow about her after being with Cam.  Maybe it was NRE, or post orgasmic bliss.  Probably both.  Either way there was always an extra bounce in her step after being with Cam.

And I could always tell later that night, when we were in bed and making love.  Because her pussy was always red and swollen after being with Cam.  Loose too.  Being inside her when she was that loose always drove me crazy with lust!

It was a few weeks after our camping trip.  Jen had been with Cam earlier that day.  It was the third day in a row that week.  Their affair was now in its second month, and I still had not watched them have sex.  I did want to see them together of course, but it was difficult to arrange since Cam didn’t know I knew.  I was okay with it though because I knew we’d set something up eventually.  For now, I was content with the pillow talk after.  I actually was more concerned with how much Jen was seeing Cam.  3 days in a row was a lot.  

We were on our sides.  Jen was looking into my face.  “You’re upset,” she said.

“Not upset,” I told her.  After a moment’s hesitation, I said, “You’re seeing a lot of Cam.”  

“You’re upset I’m seeing him so much?”

“I’m not upset,” I said again.  “I’m just making an observation.”

“Well ... actually I don’t see him that much,” Jen said.  

“Today was 3 times this week,” I pointed out.

“Yes but, we work out first, and I shower after, so really it’s just a couple hours each time,” Jen said.

“Okay ...,” I said.  This logic was what I called Jen Math. My stomach was still churning because 2 hours each day was still a lot of time, and on top of that they worked out together.  It was more alone time we got usually, since we had Anna.  “Does Cam shower with you?” I asked.

“No,” Jen said.  “He wants to, but I won’t let him.”

“Why?”

“It’s a line I don’t want to cross,” she explained.

I stared at my wife.  Was I hearing right?  She had to draw lines in the sand, or else risk falling in love with Cam?  

My throat was suddenly dry, and my cock was stirring back to life.  “So, you’re afraid to shower with him, because it’s too intimate, and you don’t want to fall in love?” I asked.

Jen laughed.  It wasn’t a ha-ha or mocking laugh, it was more like a “you’re so crazy” laugh.  “You’re so the king of mixed signals,” she said with a grin at me. “You’re upset at how much time I spend with him, but then you get hot because I’m trying to keep my distance.”

My erection was poking against her thigh.  She reached down and wrapped her hand around my hard shaft.  “Right?” she asked, grinning at me as she slowly stroked me up and down.

“Yes, okay, you’re right,” I admitted.

Jen smiled at me, then softly kissed me.  “No, I’m not worried about falling in love with Cam,” she said.  “I only love you.  Just you.  Okay?  But yes, I am keeping my distance.  Because eventually this’ll end, and I don’t want Cam to be hurt, and I don’t want to be hurt.  Do you understand Mike?”

“So, you have feelings for him?” I asked.

“Yes baby.  Of course I do.  It’s never just about sex.  There’s always feelings involved,” Jen said.  She gave me a kiss to reassure me.  “But there are all kinds of feelings.  I’m crushing on Cam, I admit that.  He’s exciting, I like being with him, he’s awesome in bed.  But I’ve learned some things, so I know what’s like, and what’s love.  I know the difference.  I like Cam.  I love you.  See?  Big difference.”  She kissed me again and said “Okay?”

“Okay,” I told her.  I felt reassured.  But I also felt disappointed.  Part of the game was risk.  Because Jen was holding back, she was taking away a lot of the risk.  It was like someone telling you the ending of a movie.  If you know ahead of time the heroes are gonna survive, it takes away a lot of the fun of the movie.  

“If you know the difference between like and love, then why the no shower rule?” I asked.  “And why do you refused to call him your boyfriend?”  A few times I’d referred to Cam as her boyfriend.  Each time Jen quickly said he was not her boyfriend.  

“Because boyfriend means something,” Jen explained.  “It means there’s a possibility of something more.  But there’s no possibility Mike.”

“But people throw around boyfriend and girlfriend all the time, and it doesn’t mean anything,” I said.  “And it gets me hot calling him your boyfriend.”

“Okay, whatever, we’ll call him my boyfriend,” Jen said with a laugh.

I looked into Jen’s eyes and said, “And it gets me hot thinking about Cam showering with you.  Washing your hair.  Looking into your eyes as he rubs soap on your body.  You washing his body.  Don’t you want that?  I know you do.”

Jen looked back into my eyes, but she wasn’t looking at me.  Instead she was picturing herself being so intimate with Cam.  To her, that’s what showering together was.  Intimacy.  It might lead to sex, it might involve sex, but it wasn’t about sex.  It was about intimacy.  That’s what we did all the time.  We showered together.  She loved when I washed her hair, she loved washing each other, because it was about love for her.  It meant we loved each other. She used to shower with Scott because she thought she loved him.  Now I was telling her it was okay to shower with Cam, to play things out and see where things led.

Jen shuddered, then shook her head.  “God Mike you really push things,” she said in a soft voice.

“I just want things to be real,” I said.

“You want things to be dangerous,” Jen said.  “And I told you.  You have to trust me.  Both with what I do, and what I don’t do.”  With a half laugh, she added “Don’t worry.  There’ll be enough hurt for you with all the other stuff I’m doing.”

I got a taste of that hurt the next day.  I think Jen did it to make a point.  

Even though my commute to the City was long (over an hour each way), it was predictable.  I always caught the same train going and coming.  If I had to stay late I let Jen know.  So she always knew about when I’d be home.  

When I got home, I was surprised that Jen’s car wasn’t in the driveway.  We usually parked in the driveway because our garage was so cluttered.  Lately though, Jen had started parking in the garage after her dates with Cam, so the neighbors had no chance of seeing her do the walk of shame.  But that didn’t make sense really, because even if she hooked up with Cam earlier, she would’ve showered before picking up Anna.  So, there would’ve been no reason to park in the garage as she wouldn’t have looked “just fucked.”  Jen sometimes did things I didn’t understand.  It was like Jen Math.

After parking my car in the driveway, I looked into the garage through a window in the garage door.  There were 2 cars in the garage.  Jen’s, and another one I didn’t recognize.  It was an old beat up Buick.

I suddenly felt dread and excitement.  Was it Cam’s car?  Was he here?  But surely Jen wouldn’t bring him to our house, not with Anna here?

I opened our front door as silently as possible.  Immediately I heard moans.  Jen’s moans!  I couldn’t believe it!  She was fucking Cam with Anna here!

“Yes, right there, like that,” I heard Jen say.  Her voice was close.  They were in our family room, not the bedroom.  Where was Anna?

“You like it here?  This feel good?” I heard a man say.  It was the first time I’d heard Cam’s voice.  He had a deep masculine voice, gravelly and hard, the commanding voice a Game of Thrones’ warrior would have leading his soldiers into battle. 

“Yes, right there,” Jen said.  “Yeah Cammy, just like that.”

It was intoxicating to listen to them.  Hearing Jen call him “Cammy” sent a thrilling chill down my spine.  But I was angry too.  How dare she bring him into our house?  And where was Anna?

I stormed into the family room.  But then I stopped at what I saw.  Jen was on her back.  She was in casual clothes, skinny jeans and a peasant top.  Cam was kneeling on the floor.  One of her legs was raised with her calf resting on his shoulder.  He was rubbing the back of her thigh through the jeans, but his touch wasn’t sexual, it looked to be more therapeutic.

“You got a major knot here babe,” Cam said as he rubbed her thigh with his thumbs.  “I almost got it.”

A few moments later, Cam released Jen’s leg from his shoulder.  They both stood up.  “That feel better?” he asked.

Jen smiled at him and gushed, “It feels awesome!  You’ve got the magic touch!” She hugged him.  That’s when she saw me standing there in the foyer.

“Oh Mike, you’re home,” Jen said.  She quickly stepped away from Cam.  She said, “This is Cam.  You know, I told you about him, from the gym.”

“Yes,” I said tersely to my wife.  Then I looked at her lover.  Her boyfriend.  “Hello,” I said coldly.

Cam handled our greeting better than me.  Maybe because he had experience meeting the husbands of wives he fucked?  

“Hey man, nice to finally meet you,” he said cheerily.  “Mike, right?  I’m Cam.”  He offered his hand, and I shook it.  

Cam was a mountain of a man, even bigger in person.  He was probably 6’5” – I had to look up to talk to him.  And his body was so thick he literally blocked the sun coming in the windows.  

As Cam shook my hand, he looked into my face.  As he released my hand, he gave me a quick up and down look.  I felt like he was sizing me up.

I turned to Jen.  “Where’s Anna?” I asked.

“She’s at Steph’s,” Jen told me.  “I hurt my leg working out.  Cam came over to look at it.  Remember, I told you he’s a physical therapist?”

“Yes.  And a bartender and political blogger,” I said, turning back to Cam.  “A man of many talents,” I said to him.

“Just trying to find my place in the world,” Cam said with a big grin.  The grin seemed to hide a laugh behind it.  “Well T, I better head out,” he said to my wife.  

For a moment I didn’t know who he was talking to.  Who was T?  But then Jen said, “Wait a sec, I’ll show you out.”  She looked at me and said “Mike, can you go fetch Anna?  I’ve got dinner in the oven and I don’t want it to burn.”

I nodded slowly.  I said goodbye to Cam and walked to Blake’s house to get Anna.  As I walked, I wondered why Cam called my wife T.
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ONCE MIKE WAS GONE, I looked at Cam and he looked at me.  “I thought you said he was working late,” Cam said to me.

“That’s what I thought,” I said.

“Are you okay?” Cam said, stepping towards me and looking concerned.  “I don’t think he saw anything.”

“Except a strange man alone with his wife in his house,” I said with pursed lips.  “This wasn’t a good idea Cam.”

“No, it wasn’t,” Cam agreed, looking regretful.  “I’m sorry.  We’ll be more careful next time.”

I couldn’t help smiling at him.  In bed, he was so physical and dominate.  At the gym too.  But once you got to know him, he was sweet, and easy going.  I found that combination really charming and attractive.  

“Come on, you better go before he gets back,” I said, taking his hand and leading him to the garage.

Next to his car, Cam pulled me into his arms and kissed me.  

“Cam, Mike will be right back!” I objected, trying to pull away.  But he pulled me to him again.  This time when he kissed me, I kissed him back.  He moved his hands over my body.  I was already wet, and my knees buckled when he reached under my shirt.  “Are you freaking crazy?” I said, pulling away.  We were both panting.  Cam’s pants were tented with his erection, just like my nipples were hard and my pussy wet.  

“You need to go,” I told him.  But Cam reached for me again.  I giggled as I evaded his hands.  I could see he was hungry for me and that made me happy.  He got his arms around my waist and pulled me to him.

“You’ve told Mike about me?” he asked.

“Yes, a little.”

“You think he suspects anything?”

“Maybe,” I said with a shrug.  “Don’t worry.  I’ll handle him.”

“No offense, but I wouldn’t have pegged you with him,” Cam said.

“People always say that,” I told him.  “But it’s true, opposites attract.”

“I guess,” Cam said with another shrug.  He pulled me closer and kissed me.  “Let’s skip the gym tomorrow,” he said between kisses.  “Come straight to my apartment.  Right after you drop off Anna.”

“Tomorrow’s Saturday, you goof,” I said with a grin at him.

“I can’t wait until Monday!” Cam screamed with desperation, reaching for me again.  I laughed.

“I need to see you this weekend,” he urgently said.  He was practically begging me.

I hesitated only a moment.  “Okay,” I said.  “I’ll work something out.  I’ll text you.”  We kissed again.  A long lingering kiss.  A kiss that had me tingling from my toes to my fingertips.  A kiss that left us both panting again, and wanting more. 
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WHEN I GOT HOME WITH Anna, Jen was finishing dinner.  She looked normal, just a typical Friday night, no biggie that only moments ago she’d been alone with her lover in our house.  In my house.  In the house we were raising Anna.

I wanted to talk to her but it was impossible.  Anna was being Anna and jumping off the walls.  I had to devote all my attention to our very active and precocious pre-schooler.

But once we got Anna to bed, I confronted Jen.  “What happened?!” I demanded, grabbing her arms.

“Mike calm down,” Jen said with a soothing palm to my chest.  

“Did you do it to punish me?” I asked.  “To teach me a lesson because I pushed you too hard last night?”

“No,” Jen said.  Then after a moment, she grinned and said, “Well, maybe, a little.”

Jen’s smile and confession enraged me.  But they disarmed me too.  “Just tell me what happened,” I said to her.

So, we sat down on the sofa in the family room and Jen explained.  After dropping Anna off at school, she went to the gym.  She did yoga, and then lifted and stretched with Cam.  While stretching, she tweaked a muscle in the back of her thigh.  She decided to go home and ice her leg, rather than go with Cam to his apartment.  Cam called later that afternoon to check on her.  Jen said her leg still hurt, and he insisted on coming to our house to give her some PT.  

“What’d you do when he got here?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Jen said.  “We kissed some but that’s all.”

“You kissed him with Anna here?” I said incredulously.

“Do you think I’m crazy?” she said.  “Anna was at Steph’s.  I took her over after talking to Cam.  Don’t worry.  He parked in the garage.  No one saw him.”

“But you were alone, in my house, with another man,” I said, my words coming out like an accusation.

“I thought this was my house too, Michael,” Jen said.  She often called me Michael when she disliked something I said or did.  Then she gave me a teasing grin and said, “And Cam’s not just ‘another man.’  He’s my boyfriend, right?  So, Cam’s more than just another man.  He has rights over me.”

I frowned, knowing she was dicking with me about last night, when I cajoled her to call Cam her boyfriend.  “Why does he call you T?” I asked her.

“You know – my text name,” Jen said, referring to Tiny Dancer.  

“I gave you that name!” I snapped.  

“I know,” Jen said.

“So, why’s he using it?” I asked crossly. 

“I don’t know.  He just started calling me that,” Jen said with a shrug.  “And he’s not exactly using it.”

“He calls you T!” I pointed out to her.

“But that’s not Tiny Dancer.”

“But it comes from Tiny Dancer!”

“Mike, god ... does this really bother you?” Jen said with exasperation.

It DID bother me!  When we got remarried, we decided to get new phones with new telephone numbers, to wipe out all the painful text history.  We let each other name our phones.  Jen called me Hunka because I was her “hunka hunka burning love.”  I called her Tiny Dancer.  It was from the Elton John song:

Ballerina, you must have seen her dancing in the sand,

And now she's in me, always with me, Tiny Dancer in my hand ....

Jen was MY Tiny Dancer!  Mine!  And now Cam was trying to take the name for his own! 

“Mike baby, come on, it’s nothing,” Jen said, leaning into me and rubbing my back.  “He can call me T but that doesn’t mean I’m his Tiny Dancer.  I’m your Tiny Dancer.”

She kissed me on the cheek, to reassure me.  I turned my head, so our lips touched.  We kissed, and I hungrily pushed my tongue into her mouth.  “So, all you did was kiss?” I asked her in a low, throaty voice.

“Mostly just kiss,” she said as she kissed me again.

I pulled away to look at her.  “What else?” I demanded.

“Well, I guess you’d say we made out.”

“Like we’re doing?” I asked as I pressed my lips against hers.

“Yes,” Jen said.  “In fact, right here, where we’re sitting.  Except, Cam had my blouse and bra off.  And he was working on my jeans.”

I pulled back and looked at my wife.  Although we’d been kissing, she was still fully dressed.  I hadn’t tried to undress her.  I felt like she was comparing me to Cam, and that bothered me. It made me feel insecure and inadequate.  

I remembered Cam sizing me up.  He was over a half foot taller and probably 100 pounds heavier, all muscle.  And on top of that, he was aggressive with my wife, disposing of her blouse and bra whenever he felt like it.  I was more patient and loving, making my moves with Jen only when I sensed she was ready, never pushing her, never forcing her, always treating her as my equal partner in sex, just like in life.  

“Are you trying to say I’m not demanding enough with you?” I asked.  “That I should’ve undressed you by now?”

“No Mike,” Jen said.  “I’m your wife.  You can undress me now or later, whenever you want.” 

“I’m gonna fuck you tonight,” I told her.

With a grin, she said “Is that a threat or a promise, mister?”

“I’m just saying, you’re my wife, I can undress you whenever I want,” I said.

“Mike baby ...,” Jen said gently.  “That’s what I just said.”  She gave me a concerned look.  “Are you okay?”

I looked away, feeling like an idiot.  Sometimes I felt like I was going crazy when we played the game.  I got fixated on things, the smallest things set me off, I got obsessed with my wife and scrutinized everything she said and did.  I took a deep breath and took a moment to calm down. “So, he was working on your jeans?” I finally said, prompting her to continue her story.

“Yes.”

“And?”

“He got them unbuttoned,” Jen said.  “I wouldn’t let him take them off.  But he got them off my hips.  He put his hand in my panties.”

“Were you wet?”

“Yes.”

“Did he make you cum?”

“Yes,” Jen said.  “With his hand.”

I looked into my wife’s eyes and asked, “Then what did you do?”

“I made Cam cum,” Jen said, looking back into my eyes.  “With my mouth.  Right where you’re sitting.”  Then with a sly smile, she asked, “Do you taste him when you kiss me?”

I lurched and came.  Just like that.  I still had my pants on and Jen wasn’t touching me.  But I came, shooting off into my boxers.

Afterwards I felt embarrassed.  I couldn’t remember the last time I came like that, spontaneously ejaculating like a teenage boy.  Jen hugged my arm and cuddled against me.  Feeling her against me, feeling her love, it made me feel better.  “So, you did this to get back at me?” I eventually asked her.

“Not to get back at you,” Jen said.  “To show you what might happen if you push too hard.  Cam’s wanted to come over before.  I always told him no.  This time I let him.  I lied and said you were working late.  I wanted you to see us together.  How did you feel when you saw him?”

“Bothered.  But excited too,” I said.  With a sheepish grin, I said, “It got me hot.  So, I’m not sure how good a lesson this was.”

“But what if it happened all the time?” Jen asked.  “What if you got home and I wasn’t here?  Or I was upstairs with Cam?  Or if I spent overnights with him?  Or weekends?  How would you like that?”

“What about Anna?”

“I can always get a babysitter, Mike,” Jen pointed out.  “Is that what you want?  For me to get a sitter – maybe a live in nanny—so I can be with Cam more?”

“No,” I told her immediately.  

“You have to stop pushing,” Jen told me.  “Some things are okay.  But when you push me to fall in love with Cam, that’s not okay.”

“Like showering with him,” I said.

“Yes,” Jen said.  “That’s something I only do with you.  Like washing my hair.  I know it sounds stupid, but that’s really special to me.  It’s really intimate to me.  And only you do that.  It’s important to have things only you do.  Otherwise, the lines get blurry.”  

“Yeah, I get that,” I said.  “I understand better now.”

Jen gave me a long look.  She heard the disappointment in my voice.  And I was disappointed, to a certain extent.  It’s like what I said before.  A big part of the thrill was the risk.  If you diminish the risk, you also diminish the thrill.

“Mike ...,” Jen said with a laugh.  “Don’t be like that.  I’m going to make you so jealous, and hurt you so much, and get you so hot, your dick is gonna scream for me to make you cum.  Okay?”

“Okay,” I said grinning back at her.

Jen smiled at me.  Then she shifted on the sofa, so she was sideways.  She raised one long leg and pressed her pretty painted toes against my lips.  “Now do your job,” she said with a grin still on her pretty face.  “Prove to me you’re better at eating pussy than my boyfriend.  Then after you make me cum, you can fuck me.” 

My eyes opened wide at how demanding she was being.  She was smiling so I knew she was partly joking, but she was serious too.  I was her cuck and it was my job to give her pleasure.  And this way I got to reclaim her after being with her lover – her boyfriend.  All this got me hot.  My head swirled with cuckold lust.  

I hurriedly pulled down her jeans, and lowered my head to her pussy.  I began eating her out, using all my tricks and magic to prove to her that, at least with my tongue, I was better than Cam.
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I finally got to see Jen with Cam 2 days later, on Sunday.  We did it after church.

Jen wanted to see Cam and I was all for it.  She had an idea for me to watch too.  But like most weekends we were busy.  And we needed a babysitter for Anna.  Despite what Jen said, it wasn’t easy getting a sitter.  But church offered the opportunity because they always had Sunday school after the service.  We’d have almost 2 hours.  

But where?  Two hours wasn’t enough time for a roundtrip to Cam’s apartment.  Then Jen had an idea.  The mall.

Actually, the mall’s underground parking lot.  It was rarely used because most people preferred to park above ground.  Also it was kind of out of the way relative to the mall, and on a Sunday, we knew it would be empty.

Jen texted Cam and told him to meet in the mall’s underground parking lot.  We got there early in our SUV, the car Jen drove.  We went there right after church.  Because of that, Jen was in one of her church dresses.  The dress showed off her slim figure, but it showed no skin and went down to her knees.  She looked so innocent and pure in her church dress, which made what she was doing so much more wicked and naughty.  

As we expected, the lot was empty.  I got out and hid in a dark corner behind a big concrete column.  I had a perfect view of the SUV but the column shielded me from view.

A few minutes later Cam arrived in his old Buick.  He parked next to Jen’s SUV.  “Cammy, come here,” Jen whispered.  She was in the back seat.  She’d moved Anna’s car seat to the back.  Cam joined her.

“God you look hot!” Cam said as he pulled Jen to him.  He smashed his mouth against hers, thrusting in his tongue.  Jen tongued him back.  

Cam pulled away for a moment to look Jen up and down.  “You seriously look hot!  I’ve never seen you dressed this way!  You just got out of church, right?  You think God’s looking at us?  He’s probably got a hard on looking at you!”

“Oh my god, you’re so bad!” Jen said with a laugh.  With a delighted sparkle in her eyes, she said, “It is wicked to do this right after church!  I was singing in the choir literally 15 minutes ago!”

“That’s.hot!” Cam said excitedly.  He moved his fingertip across Jen’s lips and said, “Makes me wanna stick my cock in these choir-girl lips!”

Jen laughed.  Then she got serious.  “We don’t have much time,” she said urgently, hurriedly working on the buttons of his shirt.

“Where is he?” Cam asked as he pulled down the zipper of Jen’s dress.

“Mike’s at Sunday school with Anna,” Jen said.  She was lying of course.  Anna was a Sunday school, but I was less than 10 feet away, seeing and hearing everything.  “He thinks I’m getting a quick coffee with a girlfriend.”

Cam laughed.  “He’s clueless,” he said as he pulled off Jen’s dress.  I knew she was wearing a matching bra and panty set, and thigh high stockings.  “Fuck you’re so hot,” he said, looking up and down my wife’s mostly naked body.  He thumbed the lace of her stocking tops.  “Mike see you walk out of the house wearing this?”

“Are you crazy?” Jen said with a shake of her pretty head.  “I never wear stockings.  If he saw me wear stockings he’d know something was up.”

“So, he’s clueless, right?” Cam said.  It was the second time he’d said it.  It was like, he wanted Jen to lose respect for me.  He wanted her to agree I was clueless.

“I put them on when I got here,” Jen said.

“For me?” Cam said, smiling into my wife’s eyes.

“Yeah.  For you,” Jen said, smiling back into his eyes.

They looked at each other that way for a long moment.  I felt like a knife was stabbing into my heart.

“You have it?” Jen asked.  Cam nodded and handed her a piece of paper.  Jen reached into her purse and handed him a piece of paper.  They were silent a moment as they read.  I furrowed my brow, not knowing what was going on.

“Okay then?” Cam asked her.

Jen looked at him.  She smiled into his eyes and said, “Definitely okay.”  Then Cam smiled too.  He pulled her to him and they kissed.  Passionately.  They felt each other as they made out.  Cam reached back and unsnapped Jen’s bra.  He pulled it off and attacked her breasts, and Jen moaned as he sucked a hard nipple into his mouth.  She was on her back now, and I could see one of her pretty feet.  Jen was wearing low heeled, patent leather shoes with pink bows at her toes, and seeing her pretty feet in such sweet church shoes as she was almost naked with her lover almost made me cum.

Cam pulled Jen’s panties down her long legs.  He carelessly flipped them away and I saw the delicate lace land on the dashboard.  Now she was naked except for her stockings and shoes.  Cam was naked too.  I knew he was about to fuck her.  I knew he was about penetrate my wife’s body with his big cock.

I waited for Jen to pause and remind Cam to get a condom.  That was one of our rules.  She had to use condoms.  I wasn’t worried about pregnancy as she was on the pill.  I worried about STDs.  Cam was clearly sexually active. I was certain Jen wasn’t his only lover.  No telling where his dick had been, so I wasn’t going to let him into my wife without a condom.  I knew Jen preferred skin-to-skin – who didn’t? – and I knew in the heat of the moment shit happened.  But she had promised me to always use a condom with Cam, and I trusted her.

But Jen didn’t tell Cam to put on a condom.  She didn’t mention it.  Instead she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down on top of her.  I didn’t have a clear view, but I assumed he was positioned between her open legs.  I heard kissing and moaning.  And then I heard Jen groaned.  I knew that sound, I’d heard it countless times.  Cam had just entered her.  He was inside my wife’s pussy with his naked cock.  Without a condom! His skin was against her skin, in the most intimate place possible.

“Oh my god T you feel good!” Cam moaned as he pushed his cock into my wife.

“Oh yeah Cammy you feel so good!” Jen moaned.  Then they were kissing again, Cam’s cock fully inside her, neither of them moving, both just enjoying the feeling of skin-to-skin intercourse.

Cam’s lips moved across Jen’s cheek to her neck.  He kissed up her neck to behind her ear.  It’s one of my wife’s most sensitive spots and she gasped.  He must have sucked too hard as she warned “No marks Cammy.”

“Yeah, sorry,” Cam said.  Breathing hard, he said “Your pussy just feels so fucking good.  We shoulda done this before.”

“We should have,” Jen agreed, smiling into his eyes.  “We’ll do it this way from now on.”

Jen’s words destroyed me.  I collapsed against the big concrete column, barely able to stand.  The sense of betrayal was debilitating.  Jen was fucking Cam bareback after I told her not to, after she promised she wouldn’t.  I had thought the lying was over.  I thought I could trust Jen.  Clearly I couldn’t.  And she was doing this knowing I was right here.  She was rubbing my face in it.  Completely and utterly betraying and disrespecting me.

Yet I couldn’t stop myself from watching.  I was like that moth, unable to resist the flame even though it meant death.  So I watched Cam fuck my wife.  I quickly understood why she said he was all physicality.  He relentlessly pounded her, smashing her thighs against her tits, planting the soles of his feet against the car door for leverage, and slamming into her like a jackhammer, over and over again.  He fucked her so hard the big SUV seemed to lurch and jump with each powerful thrust.  Jen gasped and moaned and wailed as he fucked her, and when Cam made her cum she screamed his name.  

Her moans and screams were loud and they seemed to echo in the big empty concrete garage.  Yes the garage was empty but there was still risk that someone might come in.  If someone did enter, they would hear Jen for sure.  And, since we were only a few miles from home, it was very possible we’d know that person.  But Jen was oblivious to the risk, or else she didn’t care.  All she cared about was Cam fucking her bareback and making her cum again.

“I’m gonna cum!” I heard Cam urgently yell.  “Where do you want it?”

“Cum inside me Cammy!” Jen cried out just as urgently.  “I want to feel you cum inside me!”

I listened to Cam grunting and groaning, I watched the car shake, and I knew he was cumming inside my wife.  He was flooding her pussy with his sperm.  It was more than just the STD risk.  Their hormones and DNAs were mixing.  They were becoming part of each other.  Jen didn’t want Cam to wash her hair.  Yet she allowed this?  She let him cum inside her?  She let him become part of her?  How could she not fall in love with him now?  

Again I felt destroyed.  Devastated.  I felt like crying.

But then I felt wetness.  In my pants.  For the second time that weekend I’d cum without touching myself.  

I heard their heavy breathing for long moments.  I heard kissing too, and soft whispers.  Then I heard the rustling of clothes.  “I have to get back,” Jen said.  “Help me with my zipper.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow?” Cam asked as he finished dressing.

“Yes,” Jen said, smiling up into his eyes.

“Let’s skip the gym,” he suggested.  “Come right over to my apartment.”

“I don’t think so,” Jen said.  “I wanna work out.”  With a grin she added “You want me to stay tight, right?”

“You’re staying tight for me?” Cam said with a grin.

“For both you and my husband,” Jen said with a laugh.  “Now you better go.  I’m already late.”

I watched as Cam drove away.  When he was gone, Jen called out “Mike?  Come here baby.”

I moved around the column and walked the 10 feet to our SUV.  Jen had the door open, inviting me in.  I got in the car and sat next to her.  She was dressed again although her hair was messed up and her makeup gone.  I also saw runs in her stockings.  

“So I’m clueless huh?” I said sourly.  I put my hand on her leg, where the nylon was laddered.  “And you never wear stockings for me?”

“Cam’s just a boy really.  And he’s competitive,” Jen explained.  “He likes to think he’s better than you.  I think that’s why he likes married girls.  Partly at least.  He likes to fuck other men’s wives.”  She gave me a knowing grin and added “Besides, I know talk like that gets you hot.”

“Only if it’s true,” I said.

“It is true, sorta,” Jen said with a shrug.  “In the game I’m cheating on you, so you are clueless.  In the game.  And I hardly wear hose anymore, and when I do it’s pantyhose or tights.  Stockings aren’t practical running after Anna.  I wore the stockings today for Cam.  So everything I said was true.”

“You sound like a fucking politician,” I spat out.

“And you sound upset,” Jen said.  She was smiling at me.  She fucking betrayed me, she destroyed me, and she was smiling at me!

“Did you make him wear a condom?” I hissed.

“No,” Jen said simply.

“So you admit it!  You promised to always use condoms!” I yelled at her.

“No I didn’t,” Jen calmly said.  “I promised to practice safe sex.”

“It’s the same thing!” I yelled.

“It’s not,” Jen said.  She was smiling at me again.  She handed me 2 pieces of paper.  I realized they were the papers she and Cam had exchanged earlier.  I quickly read them.  They were STD tests.  She and Cam had gotten tested and they were both clean.

“It’s the thing now,” she told me.  “People get tested regularly so they don’t have to use condoms.”

I stared at the papers for long moments.  Then I stared at my wife.  “Why didn’t you ask me?” I said in disbelief.  I was still stunned along with feeling angry, jealous and betrayed.

Jen frowned at me.  She said, “You wanna be a cuck, but you wanna control things too. You can’t have it both ways Mike. You said you’d trust me, remember?”

“Why’d you do it?” I asked her.

“Because Cam wanted it.  And I wanted it.  I wanted to feel him inside me, without anything between us.”

Her words tore at my heart.  “And you didn’t think about me before you did it?” I asked bitterly.

“Of course I thought about you,” Jen said.  “And I knew you’d love it.”

“I don’t love it,” I insisted.

“Then what’s this?” Jen asked, touching the wet spot in my pants. My cheeks flushed, embarrassed.  “Admit it Mike.  You loved it.  You freaking came in your pants.  Because you want me to be intimate with Cam.  The more intimate the better.  It gets you hot.  You’re the one who wants me to shower with him.”

“Showering and going bareback are completely different!” I yelled.

“I know how you feel about a man cumming in me,” Jen said.  “You think sperm is like love potion, so as soon as it gets inside me I fall in love.  But I’m not like that.  Maybe it means more to some girls, but not me.  For me it’s just part of sex.”

“So when I cum in you it doesn’t mean anything?” I spat out.

“No Mike, god,” Jen said with a half, humorless laugh.  “With you it’s different.  But we’re talking about Cam.  I’m just saying, for me, showering together is a way bigger thing than bareback.”

“You could’ve told me ahead of time,” I said stubbornly.

“I could have,” Jen agreed.  “But it was hotter this way.  For you.  Because part of your fantasy is, you want me to cheat on you.  You want me to betray you.”

I stared at Jen.  Of course she was right.  We’d talked about it, so she knew my fantasies.  But still, hearing her say it, it left me speechless.

“We need to go, we’re late,” Jen said, raking her fingers through her hair and then pulling at the door handle.  

I grabbed her hand.  “What about me?” I said motioning to my lap.  My pants were tented with my rock hard cock.

“We’re late Mike,” Jen said with a laugh.  “You had your chance.  Now we have to pick up Anna.”

“When did I have a chance?” I asked with frustration.

Jen giggled at my reaction.  She said, “We could’ve fucked, and then talked, but you wanted to talk first.  So now you have to wait until later.”

“I can’t believe you’re leaving me like this!” I said.  I’d orgasmed spontaneously in my pants, but I’d gotten no pleasure or release from that.  I needed my wife.  And it was more than just pleasure.  I needed to reconnect with her.

Jen giggled again.  “Don’t worry,” she assured me.  “Right after lunch Anna’ll go down for a nap.  We’ll have time then.”  

––––––––
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IT TURNS OUT, JEN AND Cam had been talking about it for weeks.  That’s what she told me later.  They both preferred skin-to-skin.  But it involved getting tested.  As it turned out, Cam regularly got tested so it was no big deal to him.  For Jen though, she wanted to see first if she liked him enough to make the effort.

It bothered me she had these conversations with Cam without telling me.  But it thrilled me too, because Jen was right, cheating excited me.  

Jen had waited to have bareback sex with Cam for the first time, to when I could watch.  Because she wanted to give me that thrill, of her “cheating” on me.  It amazed me how well she understood me.  I wanted her to cheat on me again.  It was like a drug.  The more I got, the more I wanted.  And each hit had to be stronger than the last.  Sometimes I felt obsessed with my fantasy, and it scared me, because I had so much to lose.  But Jen told me to trust her, so I did.  In life, we were equals.  But when it came to sex, she was my top.  I was her bottom, her cuck.  I trusted her.  I had to trust her.

Jen continued to hook up with Cam a few times a week.  I sensed her getting closer to him, not just sexually but emotionally too.  I think it’s impossible not to.  When a man and woman are doing the most intimate thing possible, when they are giving each other so much physical pleasure, it was impossible not to make an emotional connection.  And I felt the fact that they were now having skin-to-skin sex contributed to that, no matter what Jen said.

Their growing relationship scared me and thrilled me, both at the same time, and it kept me constantly on edge.  But things were different this time.  Jen met with Cam only during weekdays, when Anna was in school.  So it didn’t cut into my time with her, and didn’t affect Anna at all.  And she didn’t push for or even seem to want any more time with Cam.  So, it wasn’t at all like Scott.
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CHAPTER 3
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Halloween is a big thing in our neighborhood, with all the kids.  Of course, trick and treating on Halloween night is the main event.  But the weekend before, Blake and Stephanie always throw a party.  They deck out their house and yard with spooky paraphrenia, and all the kids get to dress and play in their costumes too.  The parents dress up too, and even though I don’t like Blake, I have to admit the party’s a lot of fun.

Last year Jen dressed up like a witch.  She looked beautiful – my wife would look beautiful in a burlap sack – but not really sexy.  The black flowing gown she wore didn’t hug her body at all, and the long dress went down to her ankles so it completely hid her long shapely legs.  The witch outfit was similar to costumes she wore in the past since having Anna.  Conservative, “mom” costumes meant to delight children, with the goal of turning men’s heads barely even an after thought.

This year though, Jen dressed as Supergirl.  She was a perfect Supergirl!  A pretty, sweet face with long blonde hair.  A slim, athletic body.  And long beautiful legs.  

Jen’s costume was authentic, but there have been a lot of incarnations of Supergirl.  With this one, her top was long sleeved and blue with a big red S embossed across her breasts.  The top ended just below her breasts, so her sexy stomach was exposed.  The skirt was blue, matching the top, and pleated.  It was also really short, not even hitting her mid-thigh. Somewhere Jen had found above-the-knee red boots.  They were flat with less than a 1-inch heel, adding to the authenticity of the costume.

She looked so good!  So incredibly sexy!  At the party she turned every male head, and I couldn’t wait to get her home to fuck her!  

Of course, Blake quickly sidled up to my wife.  They began talking, and Jen was soon hanging on his every word and laughing at all his idiotic jokes.  It bothered to me to no end that she seemed to like him.  I really despised him.  He reminded me too much of Scott, or Colin her old boyfriend from college.  

I didn’t feel the same way about Cam.  He was just a kid looking for a good time with an attractive, married woman.  He probably wouldn’t win any awards in the Me Too movement, but he was harmless.  

Blake was different.  There was something about him.  It wasn’t just his arrogance.  Cam was an arrogant ass too; not only did he enjoyed fucking married women, he seemed to want to demean the husbands (like, the way he tried to get Jen to agree that I was clueless).  But Blake though was something else.  I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.  I just knew it was something.

“Jen looks so good as Supergirl,” I heard someone say.  I turned.  It was Stephanie, Blake’s wife.

“Yes, she does,” I agreed.  “You look good too.”  Stephanie was dressed up as slave Princess Leia, in a brown bikini and boots, and even a collar with a chain attached.  With her long brown hair and big boobs, she pulled it off decently well.

“Thanks – Blake likes to see me in chains,” she joked with a laugh.  I laughed too, but I was surprised at her double entendre since I saw Stephanie as being so sweet and straight-laced, to the point of being naive.  “Jen looks so incredible as Supergirl,” Stephanie gushed enthusiastically.  “She looks good in anything.  I wish I had her figure.”

“Um, well, I think you look great too Stephanie,” I said diplomatically.  It’s true, Jen was prettier and had a better body than Stephanie.  Not that Steph wasn’t attractive, but my wife blows passed most girls.  Still, I wasn’t used to a woman giving my wife such praise, especially since Steph seemed to be putting herself down in the process.

We both turned back to look at our spouses.  They were still talking together.  I focused on my wife.  She DID look good as Supergirl.  She looked so toned and firm and athletic, just as Supergirl should look.  And it was more than just her body.  It was the way she carried herself.  She was so incredibly confident.  And I think that was because of Cam and our game.  She knew she was superhot, she knew she was irresistible to men, she knew she could have any man she wanted.  That all translated to how she carried herself, and her confidence and poise were apparent to everyone, and they made her even more sexy.

My focus shifted to Blake.  He was dressed like a matador.  The sleek suit showed off his physique, and I had to admit he looked good.  He carried himself with a lot of self-assurance and confidence, just like Jen.  If you saw them together, like they were now, you’d think they were a couple, a girl and a guy who went well together, who were a good match.  Two of the Beautiful People.

It was almost like Steph was reading my thoughts as she said “They look good together, don’t they?”

“What?” I said, embarrassed to be caught staring at my wife talking with another man.

“Don’t worry Mike,” Stephanie said with an easy-going smile.  “It’s okay to look at Jen.  I look at Blake all the time.  We have very attractive spouses.  Nothing wrong with looking right?”

“Right,” I said, but warning bells were going off inside my head.  This was a strange conversation.

At that moment, Blake and Jen began walking down the hall.  I remembered there was a den back there but nothing else.  So why were they going there?

Again, Steph read my thoughts.  “We just bought a pool table,” she explained.  “Blake was a real shark in college.  He won his beer money playing pool.  Does Jen play?”

“No, I don’t think so,” I said as I watched my wife disappear down the hall with a man I hated.

“So, Blake’s probably going to teach her how to play,” Stephanie said. 

I frowned at that.  I didn’t like the idea of Blake teaching Jen how to play pool.  That would inevitably involve touching her, and in the skimpy Supergirl outfit, that meant touching skin.  I moved to follow but Steph stopped me.

“Mike, I’m sure Supergirl can take care of herself,” she joked.  With a giggle she added “She’s got superpowers right?”

“What?” I said.  I was so distracted by the prospect of Blake touching Jen’s bare skin that I barely heard what Steph said.

“What I’m asking is, can you help me downstairs with the kids?” Stephanie asked.  “The babysitters are down there but teenagers can get in as much trouble as pre-schoolers sometimes, so it’s good to have some adult supervision.”

There was no way I could refuse.  And once down in the basement, Steph put me in charge of the Play-Doh table.  So, for the next hour and a half I was helping 2- and 3-year-olds make Play-Doh food and Play-Doh animals.  It was fun because Anna made Play-Doh cakes and insisted on feeding them to me, but I was distracted by what was going on in the pool room.  Probably nothing, because no doubt Jen wasn’t alone with Blake.  But maybe they were.  After all, I didn’t know about their new pool table.  Maybe no one else did either.

Also, I felt like Stephanie was keeping me down in the basement on purpose.  There was no reason for me to be there.  There were 4 teenage babysitters there and they had things under control.  

As I pretended to eat Anna’s Play-Doh cakes, I imagined Jen bending over the pool table to make a shot.  In that position and in her short skirt, she’d be showing a lot of bare thigh.  I imagined Blake bending over to help her line up the cue.  With his body spooned over hers that way, it would be easy for him to cop a feel.  Of her breasts.  Her ass too.  It made me sick thinking about Blake with a hand inside her top or under her skirt.

When I finally escaped from the basement, I went in search of Jen.  But I couldn’t find her.  I didn’t see Blake either.  I’d been gone for 90 minutes.  A lot could happen in that time.  Where was my wife?

Then I saw Jen stealing though the kitchen door.  She looked both ways, checking if anyone was looking.  Luckily for her the kitchen was empty.  That’s when she saw me looking at her. 

“Where have you been?” Jen asked me.  

“What are you talking about?” I asked.  “Where have you been?”

“With Blake,” she whispered.

“With Blake?!” I hissed, glaring at her.  “You’ve been with Blake?!”

“Mike, quiet,” Jen warned, looking nervously around us.  “I thought you wanted me to.  You disappeared.”

“Stephanie dragged me downstairs to help with the kids,” I whispered.  Then her words registered with me – “I thought you wanted me to.”

“What did you do?!” I angrily demanded.

“Nothing ... mostly just talk,” she whispered.

“Mostly?!” I hissed.

Jen grabbed my arm, mostly as a warning to keep my voice low, but also to emphasize what she said next.  “Mike, Blake and Steph are swingers!” she excitedly told me.

“What?!”

“I’m not kidding!” 

I stared at my wife, trying to process everything.  “Let’s get out of here,” I said.

“Okay, let’s go,” Jen agreed.  We got Anna and made hurried goodbyes, then we rushed home.
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It took a while to get Anna to sleep, because she was on a sugar high from all the Halloween candy.  Once she was finally asleep, both Jen and I raced to our bedroom.  We were both worked up from the party.

We didn’t undress though.  I wanted to play with my wife in her Halloween costume.  Call me kinky if you want, but tonight I was going to fool around with Supergirl.

“So, Blake told me—,” Jen began, but I interrupted her.

“No, first tell me what you did with him,” I demanded.

“That’s what I’m doing,” she said.

“No – tell me what happened in the pool room,” I insisted.

“What?  They have a pool table?” Jen asked, not understanding.

I didn’t understand either.  “Where did you go?” I asked.

“We went to his garage,” Jen said.

I gawked at my wife.  Blake’s garage wasn’t like ours.  Our garage was attached to our house.  But Blake’s was standalone and detached from the house by their big driveway.  There was nothing in their garage except cars, tool and junk.  There was no reason to go to his garage.  Except ....

“Jen, there’s only one reason to go to his garage!” I angrily hissed.  “Tell me what you did!”

“That’s what I’m trying to do!” Jen said with exasperation.  “Blake told me they were swingers.  So obviously I wanted to know everything, but we couldn’t exactly talk in the middle of the party.  So, we went to the garage.”

“But you said you mostly just talked.  Mostly!  What else did you do?”

“Mike, will you freaking let me tell the story?!” 

“Okay then tell me!” 

“Oh my god,” Jen sighed.  She counted to 10 as if to calm down.  Then she said, “Okay, we’re at the party.  Blake says I look good as Supergirl, and he says I’d be really popular at a party they go to.  We start talking about the party.  There’s one every month, at different houses, mostly in the city.  You have to be on the list or know someone and get an invite.  Blake says they’re very exclusive, and very discreet.”

“Wife swapping parties?” I asked.

“Yes,” Jen said with a nod.  “But more than that.  Sex parties.  Singles – men—can get in too, but you have to be discreet, and you have to be attractive.  If a member invites an unattractive person, or someone with a big mouth, they get kicked off the list.  Blake says there’s a long wait list to get in.  Can you believe it Mike?  So many people do what we’re doing.  You just don’t hear about it because no one talks about it.”

“Wait a minute,” I said.  “You told Blake about us?”

“No of course not,” Jen quickly assured me.

“So, why’d he tell you?”

“I think ... maybe they saw something in me ... or you,” Jen said.

I nodded, processing her words.  Things were starting to add up.  Like, the way Stephanie looked at her husband when he flirted with other girls.  There was jealousy there for sure, but also excitement and intense interest.  It was probably the same way I looked at Jen when she flirted with other men.

“I think maybe Steph likes watching Blake with other girls,” I said.  “Today, she couldn’t stop talking about how good you looked as Supergirl.  And she said you and Blake looked good together.  She practically coerced me to stay in the basement, so Blake could be alone with you.”

“Holy shit,” Jen said, looking at me with astonishment.  “Does it work that way too?  A wife wanting to see her husband with other girls?”

“I’ve read about it,” I said.  “It’s not common.  They’re called unicorns.  Cuckqueans.”

“So, that’s how they knew,” Jen said.  “Steph’s like you.  So somehow she saw something in you, and it reminded her of herself.”

“Maybe,” I said.  “Or maybe you.  You have a free pass, and it affects how you act.  I bet Blake has a free pass too.  So, he saw something in you.  Probably it’s both true.  They saw something in both of us.”

“Yes, I think you’re right,” Jen agreed.

“So, what did Blake say?” I asked.  “What have they done?”

“He didn’t get too specific,” Jen said.  “But I got the impression he’s been with other girls.  I couldn’t tell about Steph.”

“But that would make sense, right?” I said.  “If Steph likes to watch ....”

“Just like you,” Jen said.

“Yes.”

We stared at each other.  “Holy fuck,” I finally said.

“Yeah,” Jen said back.  We both laughed.

“So that’s it?” I asked.  “He told you this?  He didn’t make a pass at you?”

“I kept my distance from him in the garage,” Jen said.  “Or else I think he would’ve tried something.  He did say something ....”

“What?”

“He talked about when we first met,” Jen said.  “Remember? I was pregnant with Anna.  He said I was really hot, even though I was pregnant.  He said I’m one of those girls you can only tell I’m pregnant looking at me sideways.  He asked me if we had sex when I was pregnant.”

“Of course we had sex,” I said indignantly.

“No we didn’t Mike,” Jen reminded me.  “Not in my third trimester.  Remember?  You were afraid you’d hurt me or the baby.”

“Well, I was really nervous then,” I said.  It was our first baby after all.

“I know, and you were really sweet,” Jen said, affectionately brushing her hand across my cheek.  “I’m just saying, we didn’t have sex for over 3 months.  And remember?  The last 2 months, I got so horny.  My hormones were out of control.”

“You told Blake all this?” I said with alarm.

“Well ... yes,” Jen admitted.  “I mean, he asked ... and he told me about their swinging.  So ....”

“What did he say?” I asked.

“He said it was too bad he didn’t know me better then,” Jen said.  “He said if you weren’t up for the job, then he would’ve taken care of me.  He would’ve given me what I needed.”

I gawked at Jen.  My stomach was churning, and my cock was rock hard.  “What’d you say then?” I asked.  It was hard to speak because my throat was so dry.

“Well, he said it like a joke, so we laughed,” Jen said.

“You laughed, even though he just disrespected me?” I said.  “Even though you know I hate him?”

“Mike, it was just a joke.”

“Was it really a joke?” I said with my anxieties spiking.  “Is that what you what? For him to take care of you?”

Jen didn’t answer for a long moment.  I felt on edge as I waited for her to speak.  Then a smile crept into the corners of her mouth.  She said, “Well, maybe when I’m pregnant next time, you should take care of me so you won’t have to find out.”

I groaned with a moan.  Jen smiled.  She reached under her blue Supergirl skirt and pulled down her thong.  “See how wet Blake got me?” she said, pressing the silky material under my nose.  The blue thong was soaking.  The smell of her pussy made my head spin.

Jen pushed me down onto my back.  Then she moved up my body and straddled my face.  She grabbed my hair with both hands to control my movements and lowered her pussy onto my mouth.  “Make Supergirl cum,” she ordered me.  

I immediately began licking her.  Gripping my hair, she adjusted the position of my mouth to give her the most pleasure.  As she got close to cumming, she locked my head between her toned calves, and the feel of her red leather boots on my cheeks sent a thrilling submissive cuckold shudder through me.

Jen grinded her pussy on my face, fucking my tongue like a cock.  Then she was cumming, and as the pleasure shot through her body, she pulled my face into her pussy so I could barely breathe.  When she was done, she collapsed onto the bed next to me, panting.  Locks of her blonde hair fell over her beautiful face and trailed down her chest, partially covering the big S over her little bust.  She looked so fucking sexy.

I grabbed the sheet to wipe her juices from my face.  Then I hurriedly kicked off my pants.  I got on top of Jen, moving between her legs.  She was still in the Supergirl outfit, and she looked like Supergirl, a way hotter Supergirl than Melissa Benoist, Laura Vandervoort and Helen Slater combined.  I pushed into her.  I fucked her hard.  As I did, Jen seemed to be in another place, thinking about something else.  Someone else.  About another man.  Cam?  Or Blake?  I didn’t know.  But I was sure it wasn’t me.  That thought pushed me over the edge, and I came.
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A few days later, Joey called.  I hadn’t talked to him since the camping trip.  He wanted to talk.  We agreed to meet later that day, while Anna was at school.  I was so distracted fretting over the upcoming meeting that even Cam noticed while we were working out, and asked me if something was wrong.  

I met Joey at a Starbucks near NYU, where he was a grad student.  It was awkward.  The last time I saw him, during the camping trip, he said if I needed a lover, then I should let him be my lover.  A crazy thing for Joey to say, since he was practically Mike’s brother.  I freaking helped raise him! 

But then, I guess it wasn’t a crazy thing to say, given my history with Joey.  

We talked about Anna and Mike, just catching up.  He was still getting regularly tested to make sure his cancer wasn’t coming back.  His last test just last week came back clean, so that was great news.

Finally, the conversation turned to the elephant in the room.  Joey said, “So, have you considered what I said?”

“Joey you’re freaking crazy,” I told him.

“Is that Mike talking?” he said with an annoyed voice.

“That’s me and Mike talking,” I told him.  I angrily added, “How do you get off having an attitude with Mike, after what you did?”

“You mean, what WE did?” Joey shot back.

“Okay, what we did,” I conceded.  “But you’re the one with the attitude.”

We glared at each other for a few moments.  Then Joey gave in and softened.  “Look, I’m sorry, okay?” he said.  “I just can’t stand the thought of you with someone else.  I don’t mean you with Mike.  I mean you with other men.  I just want you and Mike to be happy.  I love Mike but I think he’s crazy.”

“We are happy Joey,” I assured him.  “And really this is none of your business.  It’s between me and Mike.”

“So, who is he?  Your new lover.  The guy you met at the campsite,” Joey asked.  “Can you at least tell me that?”

I hesitated, then decided it didn’t matter if I answered.  “His name’s Cam,” I said.  “We go to the same gym.  We work out together.”

“Older? Younger?”

“Younger,” I said.  “Cam’s 25.”

Joey raised an eyebrow at that.  He was 23, and he knew I was 33.  “I assume he’s good looking?” he asked.

I gave a half laugh and shook my head, telling him I’d answered enough of his questions.

“I just don’t get it,” Joey said.  “Mike really gets off seeing you with other men?”

“Joey, I told you, this is none of your business,” I told him firmly.

With a shrug, he said “At least with me, we’d keep it in the family.”  Joey considered Mike his brother, and his parents his adopted parents – and at some level I guess he considered me his sister – so we were family.

I couldn’t help laughing.  I said, “Oh my god, is this your way of trying to get into my pants?” 

“I’ve been in your pants,” Joey said with a grin at me.

“Joey, god ...,” I sighed, but there was still a laugh in my voice.

“So, did it suck?  What we did – did it suck?” he asked, the grin still on his face.  He was teasing me, cause he knew that was an expression I used sometimes.

“No Joey it didn’t suck,” I said with a laugh.  I found myself blushing and looked away from him.

“I think you have a thing for boys,” he teased.  “I guess it’s a cougar thing.”

I laughed again.  But my cheeks got even redder.  “I don’t think Cam’s a boy,” I said.  “I don’t know.  Maybe I do have a thing for younger men.  But they’re not all younger.”  I thought about Scott.  He was older than me.  And I thought about Blake.  He clearly wanted me, and his open relationship with Steph was intriguing.

The thing was, I liked men.  I liked men looking at me.  I liked men chasing after me.  I suddenly realized I was enjoying this conversation.  Because Joey was doing a lot of looking, and he was definitely chasing after me.  And the times we’d been together, the times we had sex, they definitely did not suck.  Joey hadn’t been a virgin when we did it the first time.  But he’d been inexperienced and naïve.  That had been part of the excitement for me, the taboo of doing it with someone so young.  I realized that was part of my attraction to Cam.  Cam was only 25, and in many ways, he was still a boy.  Just like Joey.

“I’m not a boy either Jen,” Joey told me.

“You’ll always be that skinny kid I met when Mike introduced me to your parents,” I said with a grin at him.

“Well, there are parts of me that aren’t skinny anymore,” Joey said with a grin at me.

“Oh my god.  Did you really just say that?” I said with a laugh.  He laughed too.

“So, what’d you do with that other guy?” Joey asked.

At first I didn’t know who he was talking about.  But then I realized he must be talking about the camping trip.  “You mean Alan,” I said.  Joey nodded.  “It’s none of your business.  Besides, you don’t want to know.”

“I do want to know,” Joey said, pressing.  “Come on, you at least owe me that.”

I didn’t owe Joey anything.  But like I said, I was enjoying this conversation.  So I shrugged and said “I went down on him.”

Joey stared at me, not saying anything for long moments.  “That guy was such a pompous ass,” he finally spat out.

I shrugged and said, “Sometimes that’s a turn on.”

“Like how?” Joey asked.

“Like, when Alan pushed me to my knees,” I said.

Joey’s eyes got big with shock.  “If you were my girl and a guy did that to you, I’d end him!” he said angrily.

“Well, I’m not your freaking girl Joey!” I angrily hissed back.  I counted to 10 to calm down.  Then I added in a more normal voice, “Mike was there, he saw everything.”

“And he didn’t do anything?” Joey asked incredulously.

“Of course he didn’t do anything,” I said back.  “He knows I like it that way.”

Joey stared at me for long moments, like he was trying to process what I said.  Finally I got up.

“I better go.  I’ve gotta pick up Anna from school,” I told him.  I kissed him on the cheek.  As I did I peeked at his crotch.  He had a massive hard-on.  Then I turned and left.
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“HE REALLY SAID THAT?” I asked as Jen told me about her meeting with Joe.  “There are parts of him not skinny anymore?”

“He did,” Jen said.  We were naked in bed and she was stroking my cock.  I noticed she was able to easily hold me with just one hand, and her thumb overlapped with her fingers.

“I guess Joey kept growing while I stopped,” I said.  I said it like a joke, but it wasn’t a joke.

Jen had her head on my chest and was looking at my cock as she stroked me.  My penis was about 4 inches when fully hard, and as I just alluded to, not very thick. She could easily hold and stroke me with just one hand. “Yes, this part of you definitely stopped growing, baby,” she said with a grin at me as she gently squeezed my hard shaft.

“I guess back then you liked he kept growing,” I said excitedly, referring back to when they were sleeping together.

Jen laughed.  “It didn’t suck,” she said.  She laughed again when she remembered Joey using that expression this morning.  

“So, Joey’s a better lover than me?” I asked.

“No, you’re better,” Jen said.

“Don’t lie Jen.  You said his cock’s so thick, he made you feel like a virgin every time you did it,” I reminded her.  “The rule is, you always tell me the truth.”

“I know what the rules are Mike.  And it’s not like that,” Jen said.  “It’s not all black and white like that.  Yes, sometimes Joey gave me more pleasure than you.  But you know me better, we’ve done it more, we love each other, so of course you’re better.”  She eyed me for a moment, like she was studying me.  Then she said, “I know what you want.  You want me to do something with Joey.  It’s not a good idea, Mike.”

“His birthday’s coming up,” I said with a grin.  The last time she was with Joe, it was on his 20th birthday, almost 4 years ago.

Jen laughed and shook her head no.  “Not a good idea Mike,” she said.  Then after a moment she said, “I told Joey about Alan.  You remember, that guy at Plattekill?  He got mad when I told him Alan pushed me down to my knees, and you didn’t do anything about it.”

“Why would you tell him that?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said.  “It just kinda came out as we were talking.”

“What’d Joe say?” I asked.

Jen shrugged.  “He doesn’t understand us,” she said.  “Let’s talk about something else.  I talked to Steph today.”

“You’ve had a busy day,” I said.

“I have,” Jen said with a grin.  

“Was it awkward?”

“Well yeah,” she said with a laugh.  “After all her husband just told me they were swingers.”

“Was she pissed?” I asked.

“Actually no, she didn’t seem to be,” Jen said thoughtfully.  “She brought it up.  She wanted to see if I had any questions.”

“So did you?”

“Tons!” Jen said with another laugh.  “This is major scoop Mike!  It’d be like people finding out what we do!”

“So, what’d she tell you?” I asked, intrigued.

“Actually, she was cagey about it,” Jen said.  “I think Blake’s definitely been with other girls.  But I’m not sure about her.”

“So, you think she just watches?” 

“No ... I got the impression she’s more involved than that.  I’m just not sure how.  And how much.”

“So, you really didn’t learn anything new,” I said, disappointed.

“I learned a lot,” Jen said.  “First, they definitely swing.  Second, they’ve been doing it off-and-on their entire relationship, even before they got married.  They met in college, just like us.  Third, Steph is completely and absolutely in love with Blake.  She thinks he walks on water.”

“They kinda sound like us,” I said.

“They do,” Jen agreed.  “See?  Maybe Blake isn’t as bad as you think.”

I frowned at Jen’s comment.  I still didn’t like Blake.  It was a visceral reaction with me.  I just didn’t like the man.  “Did you ask if anyone else in the neighborhood swings?” I asked.

Jen nodded.  She said, “I asked if they played with anyone in the neighborhood.  She was cagey about it.  But she mentioned Alicia.”

My eyes went wide.  “John and Alicia?” I said, shocked.  We’d just been at their house for a birthday party not too long ago.  They seemed so strait-laced.  I couldn’t believe they were in the lifestyle.  But then, people looking at us would probably think the same thing.

“Steph just said they’ve been friends with John and Alicia a long time,” Jen said.  “They moved to the neighborhood about the same time.”

“Wow,” I said, astonished.  My head was spinning as all this sunk in.

“There’s more,” Jen whispered to me.

“What?” I whispered back.  “And why are we whispering?”  We both laughed.  

“It’s just, this next part’s wild,” Jen said, using her normal voice again.  “Have you noticed; Steph has a tattoo on her ring finger?  It’s a little black dot.”

I shook my head.  I hadn’t noticed. 

“It’s covered by her wedding ring usually,” Jen said.  “I see it sometimes when we’re cooking together, because she takes off her rings when she cooks.  Here’s the thing ... Alicia has one too.  I saw it at the pool, when she took off her rings to rub suntan lotion on her kids.”

“So, is that a thing, a black dot tattoo?  Maybe like a sorority thing?” I asked.  I didn’t understand where Jen was going with this.

“It’s something Scott said once,” Jen said, whispering again.  “We were talking about tats.  He said he wanted me to get a black dot on my ring finger.  For him.”

I practically jumped out of the bed.  “The black dot’s a mark of ownership?” I asked.  “Blake got Alicia to mark herself for him?”

“And Steph too,” Jen pointed out.

I shook my head.  “Steph doesn’t matter,” I said dismissively.  “She’s Blake’s wife; she already belongs to him.  But if Alicia inked herself for Blake ... Jen, that’s huge!”

“How do you know it was for Blake?” Jen asked.  “Maybe Alicia and Steph did it for John.”  John was Alicia’s husband.

I thought about it but quickly dismissed the idea.  “No, John’s too laid back,” I said.  “He’d never ask his wife Alicia to get a tat for him, much less another woman like Steph.”

“I think you’re right,” Jen said with a nod, agreeing with me.

“Wow,” I said, as the impact of all this hit me.  John and Alicia swing with Blake and Steph.  Blake fucks Alicia.  And she’s so under Blake’s spell that she lets him ink a small dot on her ring finger.  

Her ring finger!  And John let it happen!  He let another man brand his wife!

“God Mike you’re so freaking hard,” Jen said as she continued to slowly stroke me.  “This turns you on so much.”

“It’s just a theory,” I said.  “We don’t know it’s true.”  But I wanted it to be true.  Jen was right, it did turn me on!

“Can I ask you something?” Jen said.  “You’ve never asked me to remove the 55 tattoo, even though you know I got it for Scott.”

“It’s angel numbers,” I said.

“Mike, you know that’s bullshit,” Jen said.  “That’s what I tell people.  But I got it for Scott.  You know that.”

“I’ve never asked you to remove the love tat either.  Or the sun and moon tat,” I reminded her.  

The love tat was a small Japanese character on her hip bone.  She got it for Colin, her first serious boyfriend.  And the sun and moon tat was on her back, right under where the clasp of her bra would normally lie.  She got that one for Scott too.

“I didn’t really get those for Colin and Scott.  I got them for me,” she insisted.  “But I got the 55 for Scott.  Mike, you know that.  It’s his freaking initials.”  The 55 tattoo – even though it was fifty-five script under the swell of her left breast – stood for SS (Scott’s initials – his last name was Stanford.)

“So, you’re asking me a question?”

“You’ve never asked me to remove it,” Jen said.  “Why?  You can’t stand talking about Scott.  You can’t stand even saying his name.  But whenever you look at me, you see the tat.  So that’s my question.  Why?”

I moved my hand to her left breast.  I rubbed the tat with my thumb.  fifty five in small black script.  I looked at her breasts.  They were small but perfect.  Still perky even after having a baby, after breast feeding.  “Your breasts are perfect,” I told her.  “I don’t want to risk leaving a mark on you, if we remove it.”

Jen looked skeptical.  “Is that the real reason?” she asked, pressing.

“It’s part of the reason,” I insisted.  But then I admitted, “But not all of it.”  

I shrugged and said, “It turns me on, whenever I look at it.  When you first got it, I was so mad I wanted to kill you.  Or kill myself.  It was such a betrayal Jen.  You let Scott brand you.  It made me mad, but it got me hot too.  Because you let Scott brand you.  Now, I’m not angry anymore.  I still remember the hurt and anger, but now that just adds to the turn on.”  With another shrug, I said, “So that’s my answer.”

“And that’s why Alicia getting a tat for Blake gets you so hot,” Jen said.  

“Yes,” I said.  “Have you ever told anyone the real reason you got the 55 tat?”

“No.  I always tell them the angel numbers story,” Jen said.  “But I think Blake suspects there’s something more to it.  Especially since I didn’t know the whole thing about what 55 meant.”

“What else did Steph say?” I asked.

“I asked her why they do it,” Jen said, a delighted glint in her beautiful blue eyes.  “You won’t believe what she said.”

“What?” I asked eagerly.

“She said she gets off on Blake rocking another girl’s world,” Jen said with an excited smile.  “Especially since she knows he belongs to her, and he sleeps in her bed.”

“Wow.  She really sounds like me,” I marveled.  “The way I am with you.”

“Yes.  I girl cuckold,” Jen said.

“A real unicorn,” I agreed.  “A cuckquean.”

Jen pushed me down onto my back.  “Talking to Steph got me so hot,” she said as she climbed up my body.  She straddled my face, the way she did the other day.  “Make me cum Mike,” she ordered as she ground her pussy against my lips.  

I immediately began licking her, my face getting soaked with her juices.  She was definitely turned on.  It made me wonder if it was all from talking to Steph, or was it part Joe too?

Jen grabbed my hair to control me and rode my tongue to an orgasm.  After cumming she collapsed onto her back next to me, panting.  “You’re so freaking good at that,” she said between heavy pants.

“You like that position,” I said with a grin at her.

“You’re my cuckold,” she said, looking into my eyes.  “It’s your job to give me pleasure.  Right?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.  

Jen lovingly brushed her fingers against my cheek.  “Good boy,” she said smiling at me.  She pulled me on top of her.  “Now you can fuck me,” she said, opening her legs.  “Try to last, mister.  I want to cum again.”  I pushed in, and she fingered herself as I fucked her.  Somehow, I managed to last.  When her orgasm hit, I allowed myself to cum, so we came at the same time.
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CHAPTER 6
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I felt unsettled with playing the game.  I was constantly excited.  It seemed I had a perpetual hard-on.  But I was on edge too.  Unsettled.

I guess it was because I didn’t know what was going to happen next.  We had 3 men in the mix – Cam, Blake and Joe.  Jen continued to have sex with Cam a few times a week.  Nothing had happened with Blake or Joe ... yet.  But I felt we were edging there.  Or maybe not.  That’s what I meant about not knowing what was going to happen next.  

The thing was, I wasn’t sure what I wanted to happen.  Take Joe.  I admit it, I wanted Jen to fuck him again.  The taboo of my wife with the boy I thought of as my brother got me so hot it made me dizzy.  But it made me queasy too.  Being a cuck meant taking a back seat to another man in your wife’s sex life.  But the thought of Joe taking my place in our bed really tore at my gut. I didn’t want to be cucked by the boy I helped raise.  And Jen was right.  If things took a wrong turn with Joe, what would we do?  

Then there was Blake.  I was intrigued by his lifestyle with Stephanie.  But I still despised the man.  I could not stand the thought of his hand on Jen’s body.  The thought of Blake kissing my wife made me physically ill, much less putting his cock into her.  Still though, I didn’t feel like I was in control of what was happening.  Jen was in control, and I had promised to trust her.  But would she really do it?  Be intimate with a man who I hated?  

Finally, Cam.  In some ways, he was the easiest to deal with.  At the same time, I felt like he represented the most danger.  He was young and, by Jen’s account, immature.  No way she could ever fall for him, right?  But their sex was, again by her account, “freaking” awesome.  She loved both his cock and his tongue, and he made sure to use both most times when they got together.  Yes, Cam was immature, but I could tell she was charmed by his naivety too.  They had a lot in common.  They were both into fitness and they spent a lot of time talking politics.  Jen was even helping with the marketing of his political blog, Cam In Focus.  Apparently, her efforts were working because he was getting a lot more followers.

Jen saw Cam almost every day at the gym.  They were workout partners.  Then after, a few days a week, she went with Cam to his apartment for sex.  Each time she spent hours with him.  So, I knew it was more than just sex.  Jen was talking to Cam, laughing, kissing and snuggling with him.  And when they had sex, it was without a condom.  They were skin-to-skin, their fluids and DNA mixing, kissing and touching and whispering sweet nothings as they made love.  And Jen did this 2 or 3 times a week with Cam.  Sometimes 4 times!

I knew Jen was getting close to Cam.  How could she not?  Probably if you counted it up, she was spending more alone, intimate, romantic time with Cam than me.

So, I felt major cuckold angst about Jen’s growing relationship with Cam.  I was constantly hot too.  But I felt jealous and insecure and inadequate.  Of course, as any cuck will tell you, all those dark emotions – the angst—added to my cuckold lust.

At the same time though, Jen never pushed it.  It was nothing like Scott.  She was always home when I got home from work.  Always.  She never asked for more time with Cam, except for that one time on Sunday after church, and I think she did that as much for me as her.  Sometimes at home I caught her smiling into her phone, and I knew she was texting with Cam.  And sometimes I saw her looking off into the distance and smiling, and I knew she was daydreaming about him.  But mostly when we were together, it was just us—me, her and Anna.  

And we were having sex more than ever before.  At least once a day, and often twice on the weekends.  Usually our sex involved the game, talking about Cam or maybe a hot guy she saw at the grocery store, but sometimes it was just us.  

Jen was more aggressive in bed now.  Her thing was to sit on my face and fuck my tongue.  I didn’t mind.  In fact, I wanted it.  I liked it when she took control.  I told her that once, after she had cum and collapsed onto her back next to me.

I rolled to my side to look at her.  I affectionately cupped her breast.  “I like when you do that,” I said smiling at her.

“Well, good, because I love doing it,” Jen said with a laugh.  She was still breathing hard from her orgasm.  “Your tongue is so freaking awesome.”

“Just like Cam?” I asked.

“His tongue’s awesome too,” Jen said with another laugh.

“Is he better than me?” I asked excitedly.

“You’d love it if I said he was,” she teased with a twinkle in her eyes.

“Is he?” I pressed.

“I think I’ll take the fifth,” she said, the teasing grin still on her pretty face.  I knew she was dicking with me so decided to let it go.

“Do you sit on his face?”

Jen laughed, but it wasn’t a “ha ha” laugh, it was a “are you serious?” laugh.  “Cam’s not like that,” she said.  

“You mean he’s more man than me?” I asked.

Jen turned to her side so now we were facing each other.  I hadn’t cum yet.  She gave me a knowing look, then reached down, and wrapped her fingers around my shaft.  I moaned as I felt her soft hand wrap around my cock.  

“Another thing you’d love” she said as she stroked me.  “If I said Cam’s more man than you.”

“Only if you’re telling the truth,” I told her.  I didn’t want her to make up things just to turn me on.  Whatever she said had to be the truth.  

“It would hurt though, right?”

“Yes,” I told her. In fact, it would devastate me.  Turn me on but devastate me. “So, you think that?” I asked with my heart in my throat.  “Is Cam more man than me?”

Jen looked into my eyes and said, “I think Cam’s more alpha than you.  Not more man.  But more alpha.”

My eyes fluttered and I groaned.  “That’s what you really think?” I asked, my words coming out like a moan.

“I do,” Jen said. “It’s kind of obvious, right?”

I stared at her.  I was breathing hard.  “Do you wish I was more alpha?” I asked.

“Sometimes,” Jen said flatly.  “Like, when we were camping, and you said you’d explain things to Joey.  But you left it to me to handle.  And sometimes I wish you were more alpha in bed.  But that’s not you.  It’s not in you to be aggressive.  You’re my sweet Mike.  You’re caring and understanding.  You treat me like an equal.  You’ve always been that way.  I want you just the way you are.  Even though you’re not alpha.”

“But Cam’s alpha,” I said.

“Oh yes.  Cam’s way alpha.  That’s why I’d never sit on his face.  I’d never try.  But it’s why I sit on your face.”  She grinned.  “I’m gonna do it more.”

“Sit on my face?” I asked.

“Well, yes, that,” Jen said with a giggle.  “But control you.  I like controlling you.  You’re not alpha, so I’ll be your alpha.”

“Okay.”

“You want that?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.  “I’m your cuck.  Your bottom.  I want you to control me.”

“It’s gonna hurt,” she warned.  “It might really hurt sometimes.  You have to trust me.”

“I do trust you,” I told her without hesitation.

“You have your safe word – you can take back my free pass,” Jen reminded me with a mischievous, wicked grin.  “Otherwise, you have to just take it.  Okay?”

“Okay,” I agreed, feeling wary now.  “What are you planning?”

“I don’t have any plans,” Jen said.  With a laugh she added, “I have some ideas ....”

She was still stroking me.  She asked, “Are you almost there?”

“Yes,” I said, breathing hard.

“Lay on your back,” she said, nudging me over.  I laid on my back and expected her to get on top of me, as she often did to finish me off.  This time she kept her hand wrapped around my cock, slowly stroking me.

I was close and she knew it.  Abruptly she opened her fist.  “What?” I said, disappointed that her hand was gone.  Then she traced one fingertip up the underside of my shaft.  “Jen what are you doing?” I asked.

Jen shifted on the bed, so now she was sitting up with her legs crossed.  She cupped and massaged my balls with her left hand while she lightly traced a fingertip of her right hand up and down the underside of my cock.  It was like she was touching me but not touching me.  

“Jen, I’m almost there ...,” I said urgently.  

I wanted her to grab my cock, tightly wrap her fist around my shaft and stroke my cock hard and fast to finish me off.  But she didn’t.  She lightly scratched and tickled my balls with the manicured nails of her left hand, while she continued to lightly trace the fingertip of her other hand up and down the underside of my cock.  It was torture.  I felt on the brink of cumming.  

“Jen come on ...,” I pleaded.

But still she teased me.  And then I was cumming.  Jen pulled both hands away as my cock jerked around, oozing sperm without any stimulation from her hands.  She grinned as she heard me let out a frustrated groan.  She had ruined my orgasm!  A climax without any pleasure!  

She had done it on purpose.  And now she was grinning at me.

“What the fuck Jen?” I said, frustrated and angry.

“Say thank you,” she said, the smile still on her face.

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“You’re my cuck,” she said.  “Say thank you.”

I stared at her, not answering.  I was incredulous.  She had ruined my orgasm on purpose, and now she wanted me to thank her.  But then I got it.  I had said I wanted her to control me.  That I was her cuck.  This was a test.  She was seeing if I really meant it.

“Thank you,” I finally said, submissively giving into her.

Jen smiled.  “You’re my cuck.  Say it,” she ordered.

“I’m your cuck,” I said meekly.  “I’ll do whatever you say.”

Jen’s eyes lit up as I submitted to her.  “This is so hot!” she said with an excited grin.  

“There’s something else I love you doing with your tongue!” Jen excitedly said as she twisted on the bed so her backside was to me.  At the same time, she grabbed my hair and pulled me to her behind.  What she wanted was clear.  She wanted me to lick her ass.

Jen pulled me by the hair, forcing my face into her crack.  I spread her tight cheeks with my hands and began lapping at her puckered asshole.  I’d licked her ass before, but this was the first time she’d ever asked me much less forced me.  My head was spinning with submissive cuckold lust.

I eagerly licked around and over her little puckered anus.  The musty, pungent taste made my head spin.  Jen didn’t need to force me, I was licking her willingly.  But the fact she continued to pull my hair into her ass, that she WAS forcing me, it made the experience even more intense and thrilling.  

“Oh god, yeah, lick my ass baby, oh god, just like that,” Jen moaned.  I felt her reach for something, and then I heard a soft buzzing.  I looked up and saw she had her little friend, her pink vibrator, against her clit.  She moaned and cried out at the pleasure at both her holes.

“Harder Mike!” she demanded, jerking my hair so my nose was in her crack.  “Fuck my ass with your tongue!” 

I stabbed the tip of my tongue against her asshole.  I wasn’t able to penetrate her, but the pressure seemed to be enough.  “Yeah god!” she cried as she pressed her little friend hard against her clit.  “I’m fucking cumming Mike!”

Then Jen’s tight body was bucking and jerking as she came.  I gripped her hips with my hands so as to keep my face planted in her crack, lapping away at her asshole all through her orgasm.

“Okay okay okay,” she panted a few moments later, pushing my head away.  Now after cumming she was too sensitive to be touched.  I moved up her body and wrapped my arms around her.  That seemed to be exactly what she wanted, as she pressed her body back against me, and we spooned as she caught her breath and came down from her orgasm.

After a few minutes, Jen turned around, so she was facing me.  “God I love you so much!” she gushed.  She kissed me and rolled me onto my back.  Then she straddled my thighs.  I was hard again.  She reached down and guided my cock into her.  She wrapped her arms around my neck, and she kissed me.  Our lips never parted as we made love.  This time I had a real orgasm, and I can’t remember one so intense and satisfying.
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CHAPTER 7
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Because my parents missed the camping trip, we decided to visit them for the weekend, the 3 of us and Joe too.  We managed to get an entire middle row on the plane.  I was in an aisle seat, with Anna in her car seat next to me.  Jen sat on the other side of Anna, and Joe sat next to Jen on the other aisle.

Like always, Anna was a bundle of energy and she kept me and Jen occupied for the first half of the flight.  But then as kids do, she abruptly ran out of energy and was soon sound asleep in her car seat.  Jen soon nodded off too.

Jen was wearing a cashmere sweater, loose wool skirt, cable knit tights and ankle boots.  It was one of her typical “mom” outfits but still she looked gorgeous and sexy.  As she slept, her head fell against Joe’s shoulder.  It wasn’t intentional and certainly not sexual.  Since they were practically family, Joe didn’t push her away.  It was all completely innocent.

But then Joe put his hand on Jen’s knee.  I watched him do it.  I was instantly hard.  Joe looked at me.  We locked eyes.  I wasn’t breathing as I looked back down at my young friend’s hand on my sleeping wife’s knee.  

Joe’s hand was on her knee, but he wasn’t moving it.  I looked at Jen.  She was in a deep sleep.  Then I looked back at Joe.  We locked eyes again.  I didn’t say anything, and he took that as permission.  He began caressing Jen’s knee.  His hand drifted to her inner thigh.  Then his hand moved up her thigh, towards the bottom of her wool skirt, his fingertips tracing up along the soft ridges of her cable knit tights.

My cock was steel in my pants.  My heart was pounding so hard I wondered if I was having a heart attack.  I looked away, not able to take anymore.  But I didn’t tell Joe to take his hand off my wife’s leg.

Instead, I looked straight ahead, focusing on the little TV screen on the back of the seat in front of me.  I purposely didn’t look at Joe, or what he was doing with my wife.  It seemed like forever but it probably wasn’t more than just a few minutes.  Then I heard movement in the aisle next to Joe.  I glanced over.  

It was the flight attendant coming down with the drink cart.  I panicked.  The flight attendant had been charmed by Anna and she knew Jen was with me, not Joe.  What would she think if she saw Joe’s hand on Jen’s leg, especially since she was sleeping?  She might think Joe was taking advantage of Jen and make a scene.  

But then Joe threw a blanket over both his lap and Jen’s.  No one could see anything.  I couldn’t see anything.  Where was Joe’s hand now?  Was it up her skirt?  I looked at Jen.  She was still asleep, but her pouty lips were a little parted.  Was she moaning in her sleep?  Was Joe fingering her?

Suddenly Jen woke up.  She was disoriented at first.  “What?” she said softly.  The one word came out like a moan, and her cheeks were flushed.  Joe was fingering her!  

Then Jen remembered where she was, and her eyes went wide.  Her head snapped to look at our 23-year-old friend.  “Joey!” she cried.  The blanket fell away as she pushed his hand away, revealing that her skirt was so high up her thighs – because of Joey fondling her – that her pink panties under the tights were exposed.

Jen snapped her legs shut and frantically pulled down her skirt.  Then she jerked her head to me.  “Mike!” she hissed.  I tried to look innocent, but I knew I was busted.
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“WHAT WERE YOU THINKING?!” Jen angrily said to me in a hushed voice.  We were in my parents’ house, in the bedroom I grew up in.  Anna was asleep in my parents’ bedroom.  They couldn’t get enough of their granddaughter, and Anna adored her “Poppy” and “Nanny,” so she always slept with them when we visited.  “Anna was right next to us!”

“She was asleep,” I said.  I knew it was a lame defense, but it was true.  

“But she was right next to us!” Jen said with exasperation.  “Michael, we cannot play the game with our daughter right there!”

I winced as she called me Michael.  Jen only called me Michael when she was really pissed.  “Okay, you’re right, I’m sorry,” I said.

“And what about me?  I was asleep too!  Joey groped me while I was sleeping!  And you didn’t stop him!”

“It’s not like he hasn’t touched you there before,” I reminded her.

This time Jen winced.  She said, “Are you going to hold that over me forever?”

“I’m not holding it over you,” I told her.  “I’m just saying it was Joe, not a stranger.  You weren’t in any danger.  We’re playing the game.  Playing the game means we’re playing the game.”

“I have no idea what that means,” Jen said with exasperation.

“It means you throw me curve balls and I throw you curve balls,” I said.  “I don’t know Jen.  I didn’t plan it.  It just happened.  You were asleep and Joe put his hand on your leg.  He saw me looking.  When I didn’t say anything, he moved up your leg.”

“To under my skirt!” Jen snapped.  “His hand was under my skirt!  He was freaking fingering me!”

I shrugged.

“What?  Were you going to let Joey fuck me on the plane?”

“I’m just saying Jen, I might me your cuck, but that doesn’t mean I can’t start things,” I said pushing back.  “It’s not all up to you, going to see Cam all the time.”

Jen paused and looked at me.  “Are you upset?” she asked.  “Do you think I’m seeing Cam too much?”

“I just wish you weren’t seeing only Cam,” I said.  

“You’re the one who calls him my boyfriend,” Jen reminded me.

“Jen, I know ...,” I said.  I was trying to make her understand.  “You like him.  He rocks your world.  I get that.  I want that.  But don’t you see how that makes me feel?  I’m afraid this is going to turn into another Scott.”

“Mike, this is nothing like Scott,” Jen said, and I knew she was right.

“I know that,” I said.  “But if you weren’t so exclusive with Cam it would make me feel better.”

“I don’t feel like I’m exclusive with Cam,” Jen insisted.  “It’s just nothing else has happened.”

“What about that hot dad from the car line you always talk about?” I suggested.

“Mike ... do you really want me to get involved with someone from Anna’s school?” Jen asked, incredulity in her voice.

“Okay,” I said.  “Then how about Joe?”

Jen sighed in frustration.  “First of all, I’ve told you how I feel about getting involved with Joey again.  Second, I don’t think you really want that, no matter what you say.  Third, if that’s what you do really want, we talk about it first, like now, you don’t let him grope me when I’m sleeping.”

“Okay, I know, you’re right,” I said feeling sheepish.  “It’s just ....”

“It’s just what?” Jen asked.

“Never mind,” I said with a shake of my head.

“Tell me!” she insisted.

I looked at Jen.  The thought just popped into my head.  I didn’t know how she would react.  I hadn’t thought it through.  But against my better judgment, I said “You’re the one with rape fantasies.”

Jen’s eyes opened wide, and her jaw dropped.  “Did you just say that?” she asked in a low voice, shock in her voice.

I instantly regretted my words.  “I take it back.  I’m sorry,” I immediately said.

“You can’t take something like that back,” Jen said.  She was still looking at me with wide eyes.  “Is that what you were thinking?  When you let Joey touch me?”

“I wasn’t thinking that,” I told her truthfully.  “The idea just popped into my head.”  

“But maybe it was subconscious thinking,” Jen mused.

“Jen ... I don’t know why I said it,” I said honestly.  “It just popped into my head.  Or ....”

“Or what Mike?” Jen said with exasperation.  “Stop making me force it out of you.”

I looked at her.  “There was a reason you told Joe that Alan forced you to blow him,” I told her.  “Maybe that’s what you want from Joe.”

Jen looked shocked.  She stared at me, and I stared back at her.  It was like we were at an impasse, neither knowing what to say next.  
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THE REST OF THE WEEKEND was uneventful.  Jen kept her distance from Joe, and from me too.  My parents didn’t notice our chilly relationship since they were all about Anna.  On the flight home, Jen switched with me and took the aisle seat, sitting as far away from Joe and me as possible.  We didn’t talk all the way home.

Monday morning, just before leaving for the train, I pulled Jen aside and whispered, “Are you going to be mad at me forever?”

“I’m not mad at you Mike,” Jen whispered back.  “I’m just processing things.”  She managed to smile at me, and even kissed me.  Well, that was an improvement.

Later that afternoon, Jen called.  “I just want to tell you, I love you,” she said.  “You’re right.  It’s both our game.  You can start things too.  That’s fair. And I’m sorry about Cam.  Maybe I’ve been seeing him too much.”

Jen didn’t mention the idea about Joe forcing her.  I wisely didn’t bring it up.

“Jen, baby, you can see Cam as much as you want,” I said.  I didn’t mean it though.  Well, I did and I didn’t.  As always, I was conflicted.  I wanted Jen to want to see her boyfriend all the time, but I hated the fact she was spending so much time with him.  “It would just be easier for me if you saw other men too.”

“Well then, you’ll be happy,” Jen abruptly announced.  “I just fucked the hot dad from Anna’s school.  See you tonight baby.”  Then she hung up.  

My head practically exploded!   My head, my heart and my dick, they all practically exploded!

I called Jen back – repeatedly – but she didn’t pick up.  The teasing bitch!  
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WHEN I GOT HOME, JEN was in a loose top and yoga pants, with her feet bare and her hair in a ponytail.  It was a typical “mom” outfit that she often wore at home.  She was cooking dinner and Anna was watching Sesame Street on TV.  

I moved up behind her.  I put my hands on her hips and pressed my body against her back.  “Did you really do it?” I asked.

“Later Mike,” Jen told me.

“Just tell me if you really did it,” I pressed.

“Later,” she said again, her voice firm.  

“Why are you torturing me?” I asked pleadingly.

“To teach you a lesson,” Jen said.  Her voice was firm, but a smile tugged at the corners of her lips.  “We don’t play the game when Anna’s around.  You can start things, but what happened on the plane was wrong because Anna was right there.”

Jen didn’t hold back after Anna was asleep.  We bolted to our bedroom, and she undressed as hurriedly as me.  

She got me on my back and moved up my body, straddling my head.  She grabbed my hair and lowered her pussy to my face.  “Make me cum!” she ordered.  I immediately started licking her.

“Yes, I fucked him!” she hissed as I ate her out.  “Can you taste the condom in my pussy?  His name’s Doug.  He and his wife are separated.  I let him seduce me.  He’s so cute, and oh my god his body!  I can’t believe his wife would let a man like that get away.  He’s so freaking awesome in bed.  He made me cum so much!”

Jen didn’t last long; she came on my face.  And I came too, without even touching myself, just from her words, but without any physical stimulation it was another ruined orgasm for me.  

“Poor baby,” Jen said with a pretend pout as she saw my cock jerking and sperm seeping out of the head and flowing down my shaft.

Afterwards we lay on our sides, looking at each other and still naked.  “We’ve kinda had a flirtation thing going on,” Jen explained.  “It started even before we started playing the game again.  Doug’s a stay-at-home dad.  His wife – her name’s Nancy – she’s a lawyer in the City.  She trains in like you.  I met him in the car line.  That’s where parents line up to pick up their kids.  When the weather’s nice, we get out of our cars and chat.  That’s how I met him.”

“What does he look like?” I asked.

“Tall dark and handsome.  Like a model.  Basically, every husband’s worst nightmare,” Jen said with a grin at me.  

“So, you’re attracted to him?” I asked.

“Well, yeah, obviously, I fucked him,” Jen said with an even bigger grin.  “When we started playing again, I considered Doug.  But he was married, and our kids go to the same school.  But now he’s separated, and I’ve gotten to know him, and I trust him.  He won’t say anything.”

“He thinks you’re cheating on me?” I excitedly asked.

“Yes,” Jen said.  “That turns you on, right?”

“Yes,” I said, the one word coming out like a moan.

Jen grinned at hearing my reaction.  She reached down and slowly stroked my cock.  I was already hard again.  “You like I fucked another man today?” she teased.  “Behind your back, while you were working?”

“Oh god yeah,” I breathed, my heart pounding.  I felt like I was going to explode again.

“We obviously couldn’t go to his house or my house.  Neighbors,” Jen said as she slowly stroked me.  “We went to a hotel.  Doug paid in cash cause he didn’t want his wife to see the hotel on the credit card statement.  But no one pays with cash at hotels.  The clerk looked at us and he knew we were cheating.  It gave me such a thrill Mike.  It’s so exciting to cheat!”

“Oh god Jen you’re gonna make me cum!” I moaned.

“Maybe I should give you another ruined orgasm?” she said with a teasing grin.

“No please!” I pleaded.  I shifted so as to get on top of her, but Jen pushed me back onto my back. 

“No, you’re my cuck,” she told me as she got on top of me.  “I fuck you.  You don’t fuck me.”  She reached down and guided me into her.  I groaned as I felt her sweet soft pussy around my cock.

“So, do you feel guilty?” I asked between heavy breathing.

“Why would I feel guilty?” Jen asked with an inquisitive look at me.  “Doug’s separated.”

“No, I mean Cam,” I said.

“Oh,” Jen said, as she got my meaning.  “No.  I never promised Cam I’d be exclusive.  I assume he’s not.  We just use condoms if we’ve been with others.”

“Does it bother you?” I asked.

“Does what bother me?” Jen asked back.

“That Cam’s not all yours,” I said.

Jen frowned, making it clear it did bother her.  She said, “I’m not all his so it’s not fair to ask him to be all mine.”

“Have you asked him?  Maybe he would,” I said.

“Mike, do you think about what you say before you say it?” Jen asked.  “Say Cam agrees to be exclusive to me.  You know what happens next?  He’ll asked me to stop having sex with you.”

I moaned hearing her say that.  I put my hands on her hips and raised her off my cock.  I didn’t want to cum yet.  I pulled her to me so my cock was flat against her lips but not inside her.  Jen began rocking again, so my cock slowly slid back and forth between her slit but didn’t enter her.  It gave me pleasure but since I wasn’t inside her, I was able to hold off longer.  It gave Jen pleasure too because my shaft was rubbing up against her clit. 

“We’ve done that before,” I said.  “We can do it again.”  For a while when we played the game before, Jen had denied me sex and was sexually exclusive with Scott.  Now I was proposing she do it with Cam.

“My god you’re so the freaking king of mixed signals,” Jen said with a laugh.  She wrapped her arms around my neck and looked into my eyes.  “We’re not playing that game again Mike.  We need to stay connected.  And anyways, you know what Cam would say next?  He’d want me to leave you, so I’d be his girl.  Is that what you want?  For me to be Cam’s girl?”  

Before I could say anything, she put her hand over my mouth.  “Don’t answer that,” she said with a laugh.

“I was gonna say no,” I said as I pushed her hand away.

“Don’t lie to me.  I know you.  But we’re not going there, Mike.  It’s not going to be like last time.”

“Okay, yeah, you’re right,” I said.

“Isn’t it enough that I’m attached to Cam?” she asked.  “That I wished he was all mine?”

My heart was in my throat as I asked, “Have you ever wished you were all his?” 

Jen wrapped her arms around my neck again.  She was still slowly sliding back and forth against my hard cock.  She kissed me.  “Never seriously,” she said.  “But maybe after he’s made me cum.  Or right after, when he’s hugging me.  So yes, I have.”

Her answer sent shivers through me.  “What about not involving sex?” I asked, pressing.  “Like when you’re just hanging out?  Talking politics or whatever?”

“Once or twice maybe.  Sometimes.  But never seriously,” Jen said, hugging and kissing me again.  “It’s natural, you know?  We’re together a lot.  It’s natural to think that.”

More shivers ran down my spine.  God I was in such cuckold lust.  But her words were breaking my heart too.  It was always that way.

“Yeah, I get it,” I said.  My voice was shaking because I was so excited.  “I know you’re with him a lot.  But it’s kinda abstract to me.  Because you’re home at night and on the weekends.  Your relationship with Cam doesn’t cut into my time.”

“Or Anna’s time,” Jen added.  “That’s a good thing, right?”

“Yes,” I said.  “But sometimes I forget you have another relationship too, with Cam.  No, not forget, that’s the wrong word.  It’s just abstract to me, because I see you just as much.  But really, it’s like you have another life, with Cam.  You do have another life.  Not with me or Anna.  But with another man.”

“It’s not like that Mike,” Jen assured me.  “I don’t have another life.  This is our life.  Us.  It’s our game.”

“I know that,” I said.  “I don’t want you to stop seeing him.  If anything, I want you to see him more.”

“Oh my god,” Jen said with a laugh.  “The king of mixed signals strikes again.  You want me with another man.  I did that.  Now you want me to spend more time with Cam.”  She grinned at me, and I grinned back.  

“I want to watch you with Cam again,” I said.

“Not the mall garage again,” Jen said.  “It’s not comfortable in a car.  And the mall garage isn’t the smartest place anyways.”

I nodded, knowing she was right.  The mall was only a few miles from our house.  And while it had been empty, it might not be that way next time.  “I’m just saying, if anything, I want you to see Cam more.”

“God,” Jen said with a laugh and a shake of her pretty head.

“We just have to be careful,” I said.  “It would help if you had other lovers, so it wasn’t all Cam.  Like Doug.”

“I don’t know if I’ll see Doug again,” Jen told me.  “I want to.  But I need to figure out what’s going on with his wife.  Maybe she’s trying to get back together with him.  If she is, I don’t want to get in the way of that.”

“I get that,” I said.

“But about seeing more of Cam ...,” she hesitantly said.  “He’s been bugging me to visit him at his bar.  Is that what you’re suggesting?  Maybe seeing him nights sometimes?”

“Yes,” I said.  I was both excited and afraid at the same time.  But as usual with me, the cuckold lust won out.  I hurriedly added, “But no overnights.  I don’t want you to sleep with him.  If that’s what you want, then maybe eventually—.”

Jen interrupted me and said, “Mike I don’t want that.”  She hugged my arm and said, “It’s important we sleep together.  It’s not just the sex.  Just being together.  Reconnecting’s really important.”

“Yes,” I immediately agreed.  I felt relieved we were both thinking the same way.  

Jen kissed me, then said, “And I’ve been thinking about a way for you to watch us again.”  She hesitated, and then asked, “What do you think about me bringing Cam here?”

“Here?  To our house?  You mean for sex?”

“Mike ... yes,” she said.

I frowned at that.  When we played the game before, Jen regularly brought Scott to our apartment.  But this house was different.  It was my castle.  And it was where we were raising Anna.

As if reading my thoughts and concerns, Jen said, “I can’t think of another way.  His apartment’s too convenient to his bar and the gym.  It wouldn’t make sense for me to ask to go to a hotel.  But if he drove me home after drinking at his bar ....”

I got it immediately.  It was the perfect set up.  “Where would Anna be?” I asked.

“At Steph’s,” Jen said immediately.  She’d clearly thought about this.  “And I’ll tell Cam you’re traveling for work.”

I nodded slowly, processing her idea.  It was perfect.  But it meant bringing her lover into our house.  Into my castle.  

Again, she read my thoughts and concerns.  “Not in our bedroom,” she assured me.  “In the family room.  We’ve already messed around there ....”

I nodded slowly, processing her words, and feeling the cuckold angst wash over me.  Cam had already fingered her to an orgasm in our family room.  And she had gone down on him.  So, our family room was already tainted with another man with my wife.  My castle was already soiled.

I was close to cumming.  I reached between our bodies and guided my cock back into her pussy.  

“No, not the family room,” I said as I began moving inside her again.  “The guest bedroom, in the basement.”  There were many places I could hide to watch in the basement.  

“Alright fine,” Jen said.  We kissed.

“Jen?” I began.

“Yes baby?”

“You don’t have to tell me every time,” I told her.  “When you hook up with Cam or Doug, or whoever.  I like thinking about what you might be doing.  It turns me on.”

“Wait,” Jen said, putting her hands on my hips to stop my movement.  She pushed against my chest, and we rolled over.  Now she was on top.  My cock fell out of her in the process.  She reached between us and guided me back into her.  

“What are you saying?” she asked, looking into my eyes.  “I thought you wanted to know every time.  I thought that was the rule.”

“There are no rules,” I told her.  “You have a free pass.  You can do anything you want.”

“Mike, there has to be rules,” Jen said, her eyes still looking into mine.  “It’s dangerous not to have rules.”

“I trust you,” I said, looking back into her eyes.  “That’s all that matters, right?  I’m just saying, you don’t have to tell me every time you hook up.  I like thinking about what you might be doing.  It adds excitement to the game.”

“Like we need more excitement,” Jen said with a laugh.  She began moving on my cock again.  “So really?  No rules?”

“Just one,” I told her.  My eyes locked onto hers.  “You can’t hook up with Scott.”

“I would never do that,” Jen said.  She leaned down and kissed me.  I kissed her back.

“Thank you for this,” she told me.  “For the freedom.  I admit, I think about it all the time.”

“You think about the game?” I asked.

“I think about men.  All the time,” she said with a sheepish smile.  “The cutie barista at Starbucks.  The manager at the grocery store.”

“Hot dads at Anna’s school,” I added, grinning at her.

“Yeah.  Doug,” Jen said with a grin back at me.  “There are a couple hot teachers there too.”

My breath caught as she said that.  For a moment I imagined my wife fucking the principal at Anna’s pre-school.

“I look at men and I think about what it would be like to fuck them,” Jen said, continuing.  “It makes every day exciting.  And I just want to thank you Mike.  I have the perfect life.  And it’s all because of you.”  We hugged and kissed as she slowly rocked back and forth on my cock.

“Why don’t you want me to tell you all the time?” she asked.

“You know why, right?” I said.

“I want you to say it,” she insisted.

“I want to feel like you’re cheating on me,” I said.  As I said this, Jen’s eyelids fluttered and a soft moan escaped her parted lips.

“It’s exciting to cheat,” she said, moving faster on my cock.

“Yesssss,” I hissed, the one word coming out like a long moan.

“Today with Doug, when the clerk looked at me, and I knew he knew I was cheating,” Jen said with an excited sparkle in her pretty blue eyes.  She was breathing hard, and her eyelids were heavy with arousal.  “It made my knees weak, Mike.  It made fucking Doug even better!”

“God Jen ...” I moaned.  I was so close to cumming.  “I want you to cheat on me all the time.  I want to really feel it.  I want to feel I’m not enough for you.  I want to feel jealous.  I want to feel like I might lose you.”

“Oh, I’ll make you feel all of those things Mike,” Jen said tauntingly.  Now she was furiously rubbing her clit as she fucked me.  “And you know what baby?  It’ll all be true.  Because you AREN’T enough for me!  You’re not enough!  I need other men to satisfy me!  I need bigger cocks!  I need real men!”

I lurched and came, exploding into her pussy.  Jen came too, crying out as a intense orgasm rocked her tight body.  

Afterwards we clutched each other, holding each other tight as we panted and came down from our orgasms.  Once we were almost breathing normal again, Jen kissed my cheek, nuzzling her face against mine.  “It’ll all be true except one thing baby,” she softly said to me.  “You’ll never lose me.  I’ll always belong to you.”  It was exactly what I needed to hear.
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I got to watch Jen with Cam the next week.  On a Wednesday.  The evening started normal enough.  When I got home from work, Jen was cooking dinner while Anna watched Elmo on Sesame Street.  After eating dinner though, Jen took Anna over to Steph’s for a sleepover.  A sleepover on a Wednesday night was unusual, but Jen told Stephanie that I’d been traveling a lot, and we wanted some alone time together.

I watched ESPN in the family room as Jen got ready for her date.  When she came downstairs, the way she looked took my breath away.  She was wearing a body-hugging LBD with a daring neckline and a skirt that ended far above her knees.  She had on black hose and black heels, and her hair and makeup were perfect.  This wasn’t a mom outfit.  She was dressed to impress, the way she used to dress when she was going with Scott.

“Going with Scott.”  Just thinking those words made my body shudder.  Now my wife was “going with Cam.”  She had already been with Cam twice this week.  On Monday and Tuesday.  Now she was going out with him again.  Three days in a row.  She was insatiable for him.  And this was something more.  A weekday date.  And I was going to watch.

Jen’s uber arrived.  “I’ll text you when we’re leaving,” she told me.  

“Okay,” I said excitedly.  “When do you think?”

“Probably a couple of hours,” Jen said.  “He has to finish his shift.”

I nodded.  I traced down the swooping neckline of her dress with my fingertip, to her cleavage.  She must have been wearing a push up bra to show that much cleavage with her little breasts.  What else was she wearing under the dress?  Stockings and a garter belt?  And once again she’d dug into the back of her closet for sexy “fuck me pumps.”  All this for another man.  It made me dizzy with excitement, but also my stomach churn.  And I’d open the door for Jen to see Cam more often.  What the fuck was I doing?  This was Scott all over again.

I abruptly pulled Jen to me.  “I want you to have fun,” I said as I hugged her.  “But not too much fun.”

“What does that mean?” she said with a laugh.

“I’m just saying, you belong to me,” I told her.  “I’m loaning you to Cam, but it’s temporary, you belong to me.”

“Of course I belong to you,” Jen said.  But it was rushed, and she said it as she pulled away from me.  Clearly she was excited to see Cam.  I think it was more than just the sex.  She was excited to hang with Cam at the bar.  My wife was a social butterfly and she loved laughing and socializing with friends.  The fact she got to fuck Cam at the end of the night was just the cherry on top.

“Will your gym friends be there?” I asked.

“Yes, some I think,” she said with a nod.

I looked at my wife in her sexy little black dress, black hose and high heels.  This was not a blouse and skinny jeans, the kind of casual outfit she wore in the past to happy hours at Cam’s bar.  “The way you’re dressed, won’t your friends think something’s up between you and Cam?” I asked.

“I think they already do,” Jen said.  “I haven’t told anyone.  But it’s pretty obvious.  We spend a lot of time together.”

I nodded as I processed that.  Her friends knew my wife was cheating on me.  They knew.  My heart was pounding, and my cock was steel in my pants.  

“I better go,” Jen said. The uber was waiting in our driveway.  She kissed me, being careful not to smudge her lipstick.  “I’ll text when we’re coming.”
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IT WAS A LONG WAIT.  I forced myself not to beat off.  I didn’t want the dark emotions that came after an orgasm.  I sipped a Highland Park scotch and watched ESPN as I waited.

Jen’s text finally came.  They were headed to our house.  I knew I had time as Cam’s bar in Verona was 30 minutes away.  Still, I hurried to the upstairs landing.  I kept the lights on in the family room but turned them off upstairs.  Thus, I had a clear view of the family room with little chance of being seen.  I settled down for more waiting.

Finally I heard the garage door open.  Once again Jen was having Cam park in our garage to prevent the neighbors from seeing her walk into our house with a strange man.

Then the door to the kitchen opened.  I heard Jen’s high heels on the tile floor.  There was someone with her too.  Cam.  I heard voices and laughter, and then the sounds of kissing and the rustling of clothes.  

Jen and Cam were all over each other as they walked/staggered into the family room.  Cam’s shirt was already off and Jen’s dress was unzipped.  Their faces were locked together in passionate kissing as they hurriedly undressed each other.  

Cam jerked down Jen’s dress.  Jen almost tripped as she stepped out of it.  Now she was just in her lingerie and high heels.  Jen worked on his pants.  She pulled it down, and sank to her knees at the same time.  She didn’t waste any time, she immediately took his cock into her mouth.  Cam moaned and rolled his head back as he felt my wife’s sweet mouth and tongue around his shaft.  He gripped bundles of Jen’s beautiful blonde hair in his strong hands as he enjoyed the blowjob she was giving him.

After a few moments, Cam pulled Jen to her feet and began dragging her up the stairs.  I felt panic that he’d see me for sure.  But Jen stopped him.  “No, not in my husband’s bedroom,” she said.

“Why’s it matter?” Cam scoffed.

“Cammy we can’t,” Jen pleaded.  “Downstairs.  There’s a bedroom there.”

They kissed again, their hands roaming over the other’s body.  I watched as Cam reached behind and unsnapped Jen’s bra.  Their bodies separated for an instant as Cam pulled it off her arms.  Then they were kissing again, Cam’s big hands fondling Jen’s naked breasts.  His hard cock was like a big dagger pressing into her stomach.  Soon they were hurriedly moving down the stairs.  I waited a few moments, then I silently followed.

My vantage point in the basement wasn’t as good as I’d hoped.  I’d decided ahead of time to watch from the hallway.  But the hallway wasn’t the best position as my view of the bed was partially obstructed.  If we did this again, I’d have to come up with a better solution.

From the darkened hallway, I silently looked into the guest bedroom. Cam was already fucking Jen.  She was on her hands and knees and he was fucking her from behind.  I knew she was loving it as doggy was one of her favorite positions.

I saw again what Jen meant by his physicality.  There was no nuance or love in the way he fucked.  Instead, he relentlessly jack hammered her into the mattress.  Jen moaned – it sounded like a continuous wail—as he pounded her from behind.  Her blonde hair was scattered clumsily down her back and she frantically gripped at the sheets as her body shook with each violent plunge of Cam’s cock into her pussy.  I pulled out my cock and stroked myself as I watched them.

Being so close and seeing them in the doggy position, it really hit home how big a man Cam was.  He was a mountain of chiseled muscle, and he dwarfed my wife’s slim, petite body.  Jen’s only 5’3” and Cam was well over 6 feet, so being underneath him, she practically disappeared under his big body.

A few moments later, I watched Jen cum.  I heard her too, as she screamed when her orgasm hit.  “Oh fuck Cammy!” she shrieked.  “I’m cumming!  Oh Cammy, Cammy, you’re making me cum! You’re making me fucking cum!  Cammy!  Oh Cammy!”

If it wasn’t difficult enough to watch my wife cum on another man’s cock, it was even more difficult to hear her cry out his name over and over again.  It got worse, because Cam stopped his relentless pounding to let Jen recover and catch her breath.  He turned her over so now she was on her back and he was on top with his cock still deep inside her.  Once again he was so big I could barely see my wife.  But I could see they were kissing.  Slow, soft kissing.  Jen wrapped her arms around Cam’s thick neck and she raked her fingers through his thick hair as they slowly tongue kissed.

This was always the hardest part.  The loving part.  It was clear it wasn’t just sex for Jen.  She liked Cam, it was emotional too.  Seeing Jen kiss him like that really hurt.  Seeing the diamond of her engagement ring sparkle as she ran her fingers through his hair, that hurt even more.  But god it turned me on too!  I let the cuckold angst wash over me as I watched my wife lovingly kiss another man after cumming on his cock.  As I watched her open her heart to him.  That’s when I came.

Cam put Jen’s long legs over his shoulders.  She was still wearing stockings and high heels and with Cam’s big body blocking my voice, that’s all I saw of my wife, her slim ankles sheathed in black stockings and the red soles of her Christian Louboutin high heels.

Cam fucked Jen with long deliberate strokes.  He pulled all the way out until just his cockhead remained in her pussy, then he pushed all the way back in.  “Uh uh uh,” Jen panted as he fucked her, and she dug into the hard muscles of his back with her manicured fingernails.

I risked moving closer in the hallway because I wanted to get a better view of Cam’s cock.  As he pulled all the way out, I saw his shaft was long with a big vein running up the underside.  He had to be at least 10 inches.  As he pushed back in, I saw Jen’s pussy lips stretch to accommodate his wide girth.  She was stretched tight around his thick cock.  I have a small dick, barely 4 inches hard and thin.  I knew Cam was reaching places in my wife I could never reach, stretch her like I never could.  I felt inadequate and insecure, but I also felt happy for my wife.  I loved her so much.  She deserved being with a man like Cam who could give her so much pleasure.  The pleasure I couldn’t give her with my much smaller manhood.

Cam began fucking Jen faster.  He folded her in half so her thighs pressed against her tits and then, digging his toes into the mattress for leverage, he pounded his cock in and out of her, each thrust a powerful jackhammer into her pussy.  “Oh god Cammy, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” Jen wailed as he manhandled and abused her pussy.

From Cam’s groans and the way his ass was flexing, I was pretty sure he was about to cum.  Then Cam pushed all the way into my wife, and time seemed to stop as his head rolled back and every muscle of his body tensed.  “I’M – GONNA – FUCKING – CUM – T!” he groaned with labored breathing, the cords of his neck budging out and the muscles of his back so hard and defined he looked like the cover of Muscle and Fitness magazine.

“Oh yeah give it to be Cammy!” Jen urged him. “Cum inside me!”

And then with his cock still balls deep inside her, Cam’s body began shaking, and I knew he was shooting his sperm into my wife.  He stayed inside Jen for long moments, his body shuddering as he unloaded into her pussy.  I knew he was bottomed out inside her, shooting his fertile seed directly against her eggs.  They were mating, Cam was breeding my wife.  I found myself shaking and barely able to breathe as I watched.

Jen’s pussy was so tightly clamped around Cam’s shaft that there was no sign of his ejaculation inside her.  But then, finally, Cam slowly pulled out.  His cock was covered with his milky white sperm.  And then more of his sperm spilled out of Jen’s pussy and trailed down between her tight cheeks.  God, Cam came so much inside my wife.  He mated with my wife! That’s when I came again.

For the next 2 hours I watched Cam fuck my wife.  Jen came at least 3 more times.  He came twice.  I had stopped playing with myself though.  I wanted to make love to my wife, reclaim her, so I stopped playing with myself to better ensure I could get hard later.  After Cam came the second time, I expected Jen to usher him out of the house.  She knew I was waiting and was anxious to be with her.  

Cam wrapped his arms around Jen and she snuggled into him.  Here was the loving part again.  Soft kisses and whispers.  Seeing my wife that way with another man, it really hurt, it tore at my heart, but I was ready for it this time, and I knew it wouldn’t last much longer.  Soon Jen would usher Cam out of our house, and she would be all mine again.

But then the worse thing happened.  As they snuggled together, Jen drifted off to sleep.

I watched it happened.  They were softly kissing, whispering to each other.  She was inside his arms, her legs tangled with his.  Cam was gently stroking his fingers through her long blonde hair.  Gradually their kissing and whispering tapered off.  Then they were both asleep.

I couldn’t believe it.  Jen was sleeping with another man.  Sleeping!  And it wasn’t like she was on one side of the bed and he was on the other.  She was inside his arms, snuggled into him, her legs tangled with his, her arms hugging him back.

It hurt.  It really hurt.  I knew it wasn’t Jen’s fault.  She didn’t fall asleep on purpose.  It was late and she was exhausted after drinking and fucking.  But it still hurt.

There was nothing for me to do.  I obviously couldn’t stay in the hallway.  If I nodded off, Cam would see me if he woke up and needed to go to the bathroom.  So I silently went back upstairs, to our bedroom.  I laid in the bed.  But I was too wired to sleep.  My cock was still rock hard.  I closed my eyes and stroked myself.  In my head I saw Jen sleeping with Cam, her body pressed against his, her pretty face snuggled into his chest, her long slim legs tangled with his.  I came.

I fell into a restless sleep.  Around 4am I woke up.  I crept downstairs.  The basement was silent.  I silently looked into the bedroom.  They were still asleep.  Jen was still inside his powerful arms, and he was holding her like she was his.  At that moment I knew she was his.  I went back upstairs and masturbated again.

I woke up again at 7am.  Again I silently went downstairs.  This time I heard them halfway down the basement stairs.  They were awake.  They were fucking.  I could tell from their moans.  From the squeak of the mattress.  From the headboard hitting the wall.  They were fucking.

Jen knew I was here.  She knew she fell asleep, and I’d been alone all night.  Yet rather than kick Cam out and come to me as soon as she woke up, her decision – her desire – was to fuck Cam again.  I felt furious, but also incredibly hurt.  I felt abandoned, like Jen had forgotten all about me.  The dark emotions were so strong I felt my eyes well up with tears.  I hadn’t felt so bad since she left me and moved to Michigan with Scott.

I went back upstairs to our bedroom, to wait for them to finish.  What else could I do? 

About 20 minutes later I heard sounds downstairs.  Jen was finally ushering Cam out of our house.  I couldn’t resist.  I moved to the landing, the same perch as last night.  I couldn’t see them as they were in the kitchen, but I could hear them clearly.

“I had a lot of fun T,” Cam said.  I heard them kiss.  “Thanks for letting me sleep over.”

“It wasn’t on purpose,” Jen said.  “We can’t do that Cam.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m married,” Jen said simply.  “It’s bad enough I’m fucking you.”

“He’ll never find out,” Cam assured her.

“It’s not about Mike finding out,” Jen said.  “I can’t sleep with you Cam.”

“You mean sleeping’s worse than fucking?” Cam joked with a smile in his voice.

“Believe it or not, it is,” Jen said.  There was a smile in her voice too, but then both their voices got serious.  

“I like sleeping with you, T,” Cam said.  “I woke up last night.  I watched you sleep.  God you’re beautiful.  You’re so fucking hot.”

“Just stop it,” Jen said with a giggle.  Her giggle sounded like a giddy schoolgirl’s.  Clearly, she was delighted by his compliments. 

“And it felt good sleeping with you,” Cam said.  I heard their bodies shuffling so I knew he was hugging her now.  “Feeling your sexy body against mine all night long.  I could definitely get used to that.”

“Cammy, see?  That’s why we can’t sleep together,” Jen said with another giddy schoolgirl giggle.  “Now you really need to go.  I’ve got to pick up Anna.”

I heard the sounds of kissing.  Then I heard the garage door open and a car drive away.  I went back into the bedroom and sat on the bed.  Moments later I heard soft steps on the stairs, a person coming up to the bedroom.  

“Mike?” Jen hesitantly asked as she appeared in the doorway.  Her hair was messy, her makeup gone, and her face looked flushed.  In other words, she looked just fucked.  She wore an old robe we kept in the basement bedroom.

Jen could tell I was upset as soon as she saw my face.  “I’m so sorry!” she cried, hugging me into her arms.  “I fell asleep.  I didn’t mean to.  It was an accident.”

I angrily pushed her away.  “You’re so sorry you fucked him when you woke up instead of coming to me,” I said, anger and hurt in my voice.

“Mike, that wasn’t my fault,” she implored.  “When I woke up, Cam was practically already inside me.  I couldn’t do anything about it.”

“Yeah, I’m sure you really resisted,” I said sarcastically.  “Don’t bullshit me, Jen.  I heard your moans.  I heard you cum.”

“I’m not bullshitting you Mike,” Jen insisted. “I didn’t say I resisted.  By the time I was awake, Cam had already been working on me.  I freaking woke up with my nipple in his mouth and his finger rubbing my clit.  Then he was inside me before I could do anything.  The first thing I thought of was you.  But once he was inside me ... I mean, what could I do?”

Jen hugged me again, and this time I didn’t pull away.  I believed her.  It wasn’t her fault.  Last night, she fell asleep by mistake, it wasn’t intentional.  And she couldn’t really do anything about this morning, not with Cam working on her body to wake her up.  But still it hurt.  While my anger had faded, my heart still hurt.  I felt raw.

I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her back.  “It’s just hard being away from you,” I said.  My nose was in her soft blonde hair.  I smelled traces of her vanilla strawberry shampoo, and her perfume.  I smelled masculine smells on her too, from Cam.  Still, smelling her familiar scents calmed me somewhat. “I need to reconnect,” I said as I tightly hugged her.

“I do too Mike,” Jen said.  She threw off the robe, then reached between our bodies and pulled out my cock.  I was so hard it hurt.  I sat on the edge of the bed.  She straddled by thighs and lowered herself onto me.  

“Oh god,” I gasped as my cock entered her.  “You’re so wet and loose.”

“Cam was just inside me,” Jen said as she moved up and down on my shaft.  “And he fucked me for hours last night.  So yeah, I guess I’m loose.”

“Are you sore?” I asked.

“A little, but I’m okay,” she assured me.  “I think I’m used to him now.”

“He’s stretched out your pussy,” I said looking into her eyes.  “To fit his cock.”

Jen wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me.  “Yes – and you love it, right?” she whispered hotly into my ear.  Then with a flick of her tongue across my ear, she sexily added, “My pussy loves it too.”

I groaned as she teased me.  I was so excited my body was shaking.  I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.  “You took your time coming upstairs,” I said to her.  “You talked to him.”

“I did that for you,” she said.  “I knew you were listening.”

“So, you like sleeping with him,” I said.

“I didn’t say that,” Jen said.  “Mike, I swear, I just fell asleep, I didn’t mean to.”

“He liked it,” I said.

“That’s him,” Jen said.  “I wanted to be here with you.”

“You’re lying,” I said.

“I’m not,” Jen insisted.

“So, you didn’t like sleeping with him at all?” I asked skeptically.

“I didn’t say that,” Jen said.  “But I wanted to be here with you.”

“Are you going to sleep over with Cam now?” 

“Mike, I’m not,” Jen assured me.  

“But you want to.”

“Mike, baby, just stop ....”

“Does he have to call you T?” I said.  T was from Tiny Dancer, and it was my pet name for my wife.  I didn’t want Cam using it.

“What can I do?”

“Tell him to call you Jen.”

“Mike ...,” Jen said hesitantly.  “I kinda like when he calls me T.”

That’s when I came.

We held each other for long moments.  Then Jen looked at the clock.  “Oh god I’m so late,” she said in a panicked voice.  “I was supposed to pick up Anna 30 minutes ago.”  She moved to get out of bed, but I grabbed her hand.

“We still need to talk about this,” I said, my emotions still raw.

“I know baby,” Jen said, giving me a rushed but also a sympathetic smile.  “But now I’ve got to pick up Anna or Steph’s gonna kill me.  To be continued?”

I nodded and forced a smile back.  While Jen hurriedly dressed and rushed to pick up our daughter, I showered and got ready for work.  The entire time I thought about last night and this morning, and Jen’s relationship with Cam.  

Cam thought Jen was cheating on me, and she was playing along, and that got me incredibly hot.  But there were dangers there too.  Cam must think there was a reason Jen was cheating.  Maybe he thought Jen wasn’t happy being with me.  Would he see it as an opportunity to try to steal her away from me?  

I had discounted that possibility, because Cam was so much younger and clearly a major player.  I didn’t think he’d be interested in settling down with any one girl and losing his freedom.  But the way he talked this morning, about how he enjoyed sleeping with Jen—I could hear the feelings he had for her in his voice.  

I felt a delicious wave of cuckold lust wash over me.  I knew it was dangerous.  But the danger made it so thrilling.  Still, I didn’t want to risk another Scott situation.  While the risk of losing my wife to another man excited me, I didn’t want to really lose her.  So, I decided not to push Jen about Cam.  I wouldn’t encourage or discourage her, I’d just let things play out.
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CHAPTER 9
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I hurried over to Steph’s.  She was gonna be mad at me.  Yesterday when I dropped Anna off, she told me she had an appointment at 730.  It was already 8!  I was way late!

When the door opened, it wasn’t Steph.  It was Blake.  “I’m so sorry!” I said, panic in my voice.

“Jen, calm down, it’s fine,” Blake said with an easy-going smile.  “Steph left an hour ago.  I’m watching the kids.”

From behind Blake, I saw Anna playing with Blake’s 2 boys.  She saw me and yelled “Mommy!”  But then she went back to playing with the boys.

“You look like you could use coffee,” Blake said, seeing my tired look.  Little did he know I’d been fucking my lover all night long – and this morning too!

Glancing over to Anna again and seeing she was happy, I said “Thanks.  I definitely could use caffeine.”

“So, Steph said you and Mike had date night last night?” Blake asked.  We were standing in his kitchen with our coffee cups.  He was leaning against the sink, and I was leaning against the island.  It reminded me of the other night when I showed him my stomach.  

“We did,” I lied.

“Have fun?” Blake asked.

“Mike and I always have fun,” I said.

“So, did Mike get lucky last night?” Blake asked with a grin.

“What, are you his wing man now?” I said with a grin back.  “Mike doesn’t have anything to complain about.  Believe me.”

“Looks like he got lucky this morning,” Blake said with an even bigger grin.  “You’ve got that just fucked look.  That why you’re late?”

“Ha ha,” I said.  Grinning, I brushed loose hair behind my ear.  I knew I looked a mess.  I wasn’t going to admit to anything, but he was right, I was just fucked.  Yes, Mike just fucked me.  But just before that, I’d been fucked by another man, Cam.  Just over an hour ago I was cumming all over his cock.  That made me giggle inside.  

I was standing in front of my neighbor, drinking coffee like everything was normal, but I was full of my lover’s cum.  Mike’s cum too, but Cam was a big cummer (and Mike not so much). It made me raunchy.  It made my nipples hard.  I wondered if Blake could see.  At that moment I didn’t mind if he did.

“So anyways,” I said, grinning at him.  “You and Steph have any adventures lately?”  I learned that from talking to Blake at the Halloween party.  Mike and I called it our game.  Blake and Steph called it their adventures.

“Life is always an adventure,” Blake teased.  

“Ha ha, touché,” I said with a laugh.  I looked over at Anna, to check on her.  She was still having fun with the boys.  I had already decided not to take her to school today.  It was only pre-school.  

And I wasn’t going to see Cam today either.  I was starting to feel things for him that no married woman should feel for a man not her husband.  I wasn’t falling in love with him.  But even falling in like was too much.  I needed to slow things down.  So, I wasn’t going to see Cam today.  Since I didn’t have to be any place, I sipped my coffee and chatted with Blake.  

“So, how often do you and Steph have adventures?” I asked.

“Well, there’s the monthly parties I told you about,” he said.

“You go every month?”

“Just about,” Blake said.  “They’re fun even if nothing happens.”

“And what happens exactly?” I asked giving him an intrigued look.

“Sounds like you wanna go,” Blake said with a grin.  “I’ll get you an invitation.”  He gave me an up and down look.  “Like I said, you’ll be popular.”  After a moment he added, “Mike’s invited too of course.  Unless you’d rather leave him at home.  You might have more fun that way.”

“No way,” I said, nipping this idea in the bud.  “Just so you understand, Mike and I are a package.”

“Fair enough,” Blake said with a shrug.  “But you do want to go.  I can tell.  You’re curious.  Did you tell Mike about what we talked about?”

“Of course I told him,” I said.  “I don’t keep secrets from my husband.”

“So, he’s interested too.  Am I right?” Blake said, giving me a knowing look.  

“That’s private Blake,” I told him.

He shrugged again.  “Well, Steph thinks he is.”  When I didn’t say anything, he said “We think you’re both curious.  How about this?  Let’s go out this weekend.  Not to a party.  There isn’t one this weekend anyway.  Just the 4 of us.  You can ask us whatever you want.”
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“BLAKE INVITED US TO go out?” I asked.  Jen and I were in bed, laying on our sides and looking at each other.

“Yes.  To talk about their lifestyle.  They think we’re curious.”

“Don’t you think it’d be weird?” I asked, a frown on my face.

“Probably at first,” Jen said.  “But I am curious.  Aren’t you curious?”

I nodded.  “Blake doesn’t surprise me,” I said.  “But Stephanie does.  She’s so wholesome and shy.  I can’t believe she’s a swinger.”

Jen laughed.  “Do you know you just described yourself?” she said with a grin.  “Maybe she’s a freak just like you.”

“You think I’m a freak?”

“You like watching me with other men and I can’t get enough of it,” Jen said.  “We’re both freaks.  And I think Blake and Steph are freaks too.  That’s why I want to go out with them.  I’ve never met anyone like us.  From what Blake says, there are tons of people like us, all those people who go to those parties.  It kinda makes me feel good.  Maybe we’re not freaks.  Maybe this is the new normal.”

I frowned.  What Jen said made sense, but I still didn’t like this idea.  It was because of Blake.  I didn’t like him.  I didn’t like the idea of going out with him.  I hated the fact that Jen talked so much with him.

“You know it’s not all about talking,” I said to my wife.  “This is a setup.  Blake wants to get into your pants.”

“I know.  He’s made that pretty clear,” Jen said with an unconcerned shrug.

“And that doesn’t bother you?”

“Why should it bother me?  Blake’s an attractive man.  It’s flattering.”

My frown deepened.  “You think Blake’s attractive?”

“Yes,” Jen said with another shrug.

“You’re attracted to him?”

“Yes,” she said again.

I was already bothered by this conversation, but now my jealousy spiked.  “You never said that before,” I said angrily.  

“What?  That I’m attracted to him?  Yes, I have.  I told you I like talking to him.  That he makes me laugh.”

“That’s different.  You never said you’re physically attracted to him.  Are you?” I demanded.

Jen put her hand to my chest.  “Mike baby, why are you getting so upset?” she asked in a soft voice.  “We’re just talking.”

“Just tell me!” I demanded.  “Are you physically attracted to Blake?”

“Mike ... yes,” Jen admitted.  “Everyone thinks Blake is hot.”

“Everyone? Who’s everyone?” I demanded, my voice rising.

“Mike baby, calm down,” Jen said softly with her hand on my chest again.  “Our neighbors.  The wives.  We talk, you know.  They think you’re cute too.”

“Oh, so Blake is hot and I’m just cute,” I said sarcastically.

Jen grinned at me.  I gawked, seeing her smiling.  “Do you think this is funny?” I hissed.

“I always know when you’re getting really excited,” she said, the grin still on her face.  “When you start over analyzing my words.”  She reached down into my boxers.  She felt my cock.  “God Mike, you’re so freaking hard.”

I groaned as she wrapped her soft hand around me.  “I don’t like Blake,” I told her.

“I know you don’t,” Jen said as she slowly stroked me.  “But you’re not in control.  I am.  And I want to go out with them.”  She grinned and added “You’re as curious as me.”

I hesitated, then said “... okay, we’ll go.”  My cheeks burned with cuckold submission.

Jen kicked the blankets off us.  She got onto her back and pulled down her panties.  “Eat me out Mike,” she said.  

I hesitated again.  More and more, Jen was dictating the direction of our game.  I’d just agreed to go out with a man I hated, and rather than reward me with her pussy or a blow job, or even just a “thank you,” she wanted me to go down on her.  She was humiliating me.  She was my wife, I knew she loved me, but she was humiliating me.

Jen seemed to sense my distress.  As I hesitated, she reached a hand to my face and tenderly stroked my cheek.  Then he brushed her fingertip over my lips.  “You’re so good at it baby,” she purred in a reassuring voice.  “I’m still sore from Cam.  I want to feel your tongue.  You don’t even have to make me cum.  I just want to feel you.”

My heart leaped at her words.  I immediately moved between her legs.  I looked at her pussy.  The lips were still red and swollen from fucking Cam last night and this morning.  I gently traced her pussy lips with my fingertip.  “Cam really did a number on you,” I said.

“He bulldozed me,” Jen joked with a grin at me.  I grinned back.

“Take this off,” I said, pushing the white nighty up.  Jen helped me, raising up and pulling the top off.  Then she leaned back on her elbows, like she was posing for me.  I looked her up and down.  We’d been together forever but I never got tired of looking at her.  She was so pretty.  And her body was so sexy.  So toned and firm.  She had little breasts and they were perfect on her tight dancer’s body.  Her shapely legs went on forever.  She was all blonde hair and legs really.  Especially now that she was letting her hair grow longer.  Her blonde hair was definitely bra strap length now.  Stray locks fell seductively over her beautiful face and curled over her tiny tits.  She looked painfully hot.  My cock throbbed.

“You’re growing your hair longer for Cam,” I said.  It was half statement, half question.  I was still gently tracing her pussy lips with my fingertip.

“So, we’re talking about Cammy now?” she said with a teasing grin, referring to how just a moment ago I was obsessed with talking about Blake.

“He’s your boyfriend,” I pointed out with a grin back at her.

“He is,” Jen agreed with the grin still on her pretty face.  

“Are you?” I asked again, referring to her hair.

“Am I what?” she teased again.

“Stop fucking with me,” I said, but I smiled as I said it as I knew she was playing with me.

Jen giggled.  “I showed Cam a picture of me,” she said.  “Before I was pregnant.”

“When you were with Scott?” I asked.  Saying “when you were with Scott” sent a thrill down my spine.

“No, after,” she said.  “Actually, it was the day we got remarried.”

“Really?” I asked, my eyebrows raising.

“Cam was curious,” Jen explained.  “I told him we divorced and then got remarried.  He asked so I showed him a picture from that day.  It was right after the ceremony.”

I slowly nodded, remembering that day.  The ceremony was simple, just before a justice of the peace.  The only witnesses were Allie and her (then) husband Tony.  Jen didn’t wear a wedding dress.  Instead she wore an off-white dress that swooped in the back and ended about mid-thigh.  It was elegant and sexy at the same time.  We went to Per Se after the ceremony, and then later that night we made love. 

“You told Cam we got divorced and remarried?” I asked.

“I did,” Jen said.

I frowned, not sure how I felt about that.  But I put that topic aside for now.  “What did he say about your hair?” I asked.  “When he saw the picture?”

“He said he liked my hair longer,” Jen said.  Since having Anna, she had kept her hair around shoulder length.  

“So that’s why you’re growing your hair longer? For Cam?” I asked.

“You like it longer too,” she pointed out.

“Yes.  But you’re doing it for Cam, not me, right?” I said feeling jealous.  The cuckold angst was gripping my heart.

“I am, sorta,” Jen admitted.  “But I’m doing it for me too.”  With a grin she added “It’s the Jenny coming out.  You like that part of me, right?”

She was doing it for Cam and herself.  She didn’t mention me; I wasn’t part of her decision to wear her hair longer.  It made me feel like a forgotten third wheel.  But still, this is what I wanted.  I wanted her to be Jenny again.  I wanted her to cuck me.  I wanted her to get dizzy with excitement over other men.

With my heart in my throat, I said “I love it.”

“Men prefer girls with long hair,” Jen said.  “I like men looking at me.  So, it’s the Jenny coming out.”

“Oh god Jen ...,” I moaned.  

Jen smiled at me.  Then she put her hand behind my head and pulled my face to her pussy.  “Come on, baby,” she urged me.  

I gently licked up and down over her swollen lips.  Jen was still propped up on her elbows, watching me.  “Feels good baby,” she purred.  “You can lick me harder.”  She grabbed my hair and pulled me closer, pressing my face against her pussy.  “That’s it baby.  Like that.  Fuck me with your tongue.”

I licked her harder, up and down between her lips, and then darting my tongue inside her.  “Don’t forget my clit,” she said, and with her fingers still gripping my hair, she moved my face to a better position.  “Oh yeah, just like that Mike,” she moaned as I swirled my tongue over her pleasure button.  “But fuck me too, fuck me with your tongue.”

I worked on her for over 15 minutes, so long my jaw and tongue started aching.  I was trying to make her cum, but I think she had orgasmed so much with Cam last night and this morning it was going to take a while.

As I licked up and down her slit, she got back up on her elbows to look at me again.  She asked, “Do you taste him?”

“What?” I asked.

“Do you taste Cam?” she asked again.  “He came a lot inside me.”

“You showered,” I said.

“Yes,” Jen agreed.  “But he came in me 3 times, last night and this morning.  So, his cum’s probably still inside me.”

“Jen ...,” I said, her name coming out like a moan.  “I’m not into creampies.”  

Jen heard my moan and said “You sound like you’re into it.  Are you hard?”

Yes, I was hard, but ...

“That doesn’t mean I’m into it,” I insisted.

“You went down on me after I was with Scott.  More than once.”

“I’ll do anything for you,” I said.  It was the truth.

She smiled at me and affectionately stroked my cheek.  “I know you will baby,” she said.  “It’s okay to admit you like eating me out after my lover’s cum in me.  It’s what a cuck does for his wife.  Are you afraid of what I’ll think?  Don’t be.  I’ll always love you.”

I stared at her for long moments, not saying anything.  She grinned and looked at me knowingly.  Then she abruptly pulled me up onto the bed, on my back.  She sat on my face.  “Eat me Mike,” she urged as she rubbed her pussy over my lips.

I lapped at her pussy.  She was definitely wet.  I don’t know if it was from Cam or her own juices.  Probably both.  On top of that, I felt Jen bearing down, as if trying to force Cam’s cum from her insides and into my mouth.  She got more excited, grabbing my hair and smashing her pussy down onto my face, grinding back and forth across my mouth and nose.  Finally she came, screaming as her body rocked with an intense orgasm.

Jen rolled off me, collapsing onto her back, breathing hard.  “Oh my god that was so good!” she gushed through heavy pants.  I was still on my back, breathing hard too.  I was looking up at the ceiling, in shock, wondering what had just happened.  My wife had just fed me her lover’s creampie.  And I had submitted to it.  Did she still love me?  Did she still respect me?  Did I still respect myself?

Jen finally rolled over to look at me.  She propped herself on an elbow and affectionately ran her hand over my chest.  “Are you okay?” she asked.

“I don’t know...,” I said honestly.  I wasn’t sure how I felt.  “What are you going to do next?  Put my cock in a cage again?”

Jen laughed.  “I think I still have that pink thing somewhere,” she said as she grinned at me.  She kissed me.  Then she moved on top of me, straddling my hips.  She reached down and guided my hard cock inside her.  

“So, I only get your pussy when I’m a good cuck?” I asked, bitterness in my voice.  I knew I was acting like a victim, but that’s how I felt.  My feelings were raw.

Jen laughed again.  “Don’t even try it Mike,” she said with a grin at me.  “You get more sex than most men.”

“Not as much as Cam,” I said.

“Well, point,” she said with a giggle.  

“You have a lot of pictures,” I said.  “Why’d you shown him the picture from our wedding?”

“I told you,” Jen said as she rocked back and forth on my cock.  “He was curious about us divorcing and getting re-married.”

“What’d he say about how you looked?”

“He said he liked my hair longer,” Jen said.

I nodded impatiently.  She had already told me that.  “What else?” I asked.

“He said I looked hot in the dress,” Jen told me.  “He asked me to wear it for him sometime.”

I gawked at her.  “You married me in that dress,” I said.

“Yes.”

“He wants you to wear it for him?” We both knew what that meant.  Cam wanted to fuck her in that dress.

Jen nodded.  “I think it gets him hot,” she said.  “I told you he’s just a boy.  It’s like a competition to him.”

Jen was still slowly rocking on my cock, and I was breathing really hard now.  

“Does he ask about me?  I mean, sexually,” I asked.

“I don’t think Cam wants to fuck you Mike,” Jen joked.

I frowned at her.  “You know what I mean,” I said.

“He does ask about you,” Jen said.  “He asks who’s bigger.  Who I like fucking better.  I told him to stop asking.  I told him I love you, and I don’t want to talk about you when I’m with him.”

I slowly nodded as I processed her answer.  What she said reassured me and made me feel good, but I also found it disappointing.

“But ...,” she continued.

“But what?” I immediately asked.

“Once, I told him if I was getting everything I needed from you, I wouldn’t need him,” Jen said.

That’s when I came.
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Yesterday with Jen was disturbing.  Falling asleep with Cam, then talking to Blake and wanting to go out with them.  Then sitting on my face with Cam’s cum still inside her.  I felt like I was losing control.  Or maybe that was the point.  I was Jen’s cuck, I’d already given her control.  

When I thought about it, it had been the same way when we played the game before.  Then, Jen had used her power to spend more time with Scott.  To leave me and move to Michigan with him.  This time, Jen was still calling the shots on our game.  It thrilled me.  I think being a cuck means you’re submissive to your wife.  You can’t be a cuck and also be in control, the two don’t go together.  So, I was thrilled that Jen was taking control of our game.  

But it scared me too.  Mostly because I didn’t know what was going to happen next.  Like, what exactly was going to happen when we went out with Blake and Stephanie?

I didn’t worry that Jen would leave me.  You might think I would, with how much angst I had over her growing relationship with Cam.  But Jen loved Anna more than anything.  And I was Anna’s father.  Her blood was my blood.  So, no way would Jen ever leave me, because she wouldn’t want Anna to be without her father.
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I THOUGHT ABOUT SLOWING down with Cam.  What he said, about how he liked sleeping with me, that concerned me.  And I must admit, I liked sleeping with Cam too.  I told Mike the truth, I accidentally fell asleep with Cam, I didn’t mean to.  But when I woke up the next morning with Cam all over me, I wasn’t disappointed.  Especially not, a few moments later, when he was inside me.

But the fact I liked sleeping with Cam alarmed me.  That’s how it started with Scott.  It wasn’t the sex.  At least not JUST the sex.  Instead, it was the little things.  Sleeping together.  Taking showers together.  Doing things together, hanging together.  Always touching, holding hands, so many kisses.  Pretty soon a “pretend” boyfriend became a real boyfriend.  It really fucks up with your head, and your emotions, and your heart.  That’s what happened to me.  Scott started feeling real, and Mike started feeling like the game.  I didn’t want that to happen with Cam.

But I didn’t want to stop seeing him either.  Part of it was ego.  I was almost a decade older and yet I had Cam wrapped around my finger.  He was always hot for me.  Hungry for me. Always.  The other girls at the gym and his bar were all younger, they had bigger tits and they dressed like sluts, and Cam could have any of them.  But he wanted me.  He couldn’t keep his hands off me. Me!  A 33-year-old mother of a pre-schooler.  Cammy wanted me.  It was such an ego boost!

So, I kept seeing Cam.  But I kept my distance too.  No sleeping together.  No showers together.  I let him hold my hand in his apartment but not in public, even when we could do it without anyone seeing.  Mike wanted me to call Cam my boyfriend and I went with it, but I wasn’t going to treat Cam like my boyfriend.  I wasn’t going there; I’d learned my lesson with Scott.  

I still wanted to go out with Blake and Steph.  They intrigued me.  But both Blake and Mike often traveled for work, and we could never find the time.  Not the next weekend, or the weekend after.  I saw Steph almost every day, but by silent agreement we didn’t talk any more about their “lifestyle,” waiting instead until we could all get together to continue that conversation.

And I still needed to talk to Joey, about what happened on the plane.  Life was busy.  But exciting too.  The game was exciting.  I was having the best time of my life.

I was dropping Anna off at school one morning when I saw Doug chatting with some other moms.  Doug was the hot dad I hooked up with one time.  I avoided him after that because he and his wife were separated, and I didn’t want to get in the way of their reconciliation.  Since then I heard they got back together, so I was happy for him.  Still, whenever I saw Doug, he was surrounded by pretty girls.  Moms, teachers.  I knew why.  He was so freaking cute and super hot.  And on top of that, I think a lot of girls (including me) admired him for being a stay-at-home dad so his wife could pursue a career.

Doug saw me and gave me a wave.  I smiled and waved back, then headed off to the gym.  About halfway there my phone rang.  It was Doug.  After some mindless chitchat, he updated me on his life.  He really unloaded on me.  It got so intense I had to pull over to talk.

Yes, he and his wife Nancy were back together.  Things were working.  Their sex life was good.  Great actually.  Sometimes he missed working, especially the social aspects of working, but there were advantages with being a stay-at-home dad too.  All and all, life was really good.

I mostly listened.  I was trying to figure out why he was telling me all this.  We really didn’t know each other well.  We flirted, we hooked up once, but we weren’t friends.  Certainly not confidants.  So why had he bothered to call me?  

“So, um, Doug, I’m happy for you,” I told him.  “If you’re worried I’ll say something to Nancy, don’t.  I’ll never say anything.  I promise.”

“No Jen, it’s not that, that’s not why I called,” Doug immediately said.  “I saw you today in the car line and, well ... listen, I’ll just come out and say it.  Your ass looked amazing in those yoga pants.”

I stared into the phone.  “What are you talking about?” I said, not understanding.

“I had a lot of fun that time,” Doug said with a smile in his voice.

“I did too,” I said frowning.  “But Doug, you just told me you’re back with your wife, and you’re happy.”

“I am happy,” Doug said.  “You’re happy too, right?  You love your husband.  But sometimes you want something more.”

Again, I stared at the phone.  After a few moments, I said “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying, I’m attracted to you.  Very attracted,” Doug said.  “You’re the hottest girl I’ve ever met, and I’m not just saying that.  I love Nancy.  But sometimes I need more, just like you.  So, what am I saying?  I’m saying, maybe we can help each other out.  Maybe we can be more than friends.”

I didn’t reply as I processed Doug’s words.  “Help each other out” of course meant sex.  “More than friends” meant friends with benefits.  Behind the backs of our spouses.  Cheating.  Of course, I wouldn’t be cheating on Mike, not really.  But I’d be the reason Doug was cheating on his wife.

I should have felt guilty for even considering Doug’s offer, and I did.  But I was more turned on.  I know that probably makes me a bad person, but I’m just telling you how I felt at that moment.  Doug had a perfect life.  He was handsome and really fit.  He had a wife who loved him, and who worked hard so he could stay home.  He had kids.  He had a house.  He had everything. And yet, he was willing to risk losing all that, to be with me.

If Cam wanting me was an ego boost, then Doug was even more so.  Because Doug had so much to lose.  Both men were super-hot.  And I had them both wrapped around my finger.  I already had Cam.  For Doug, all I had to do was say yes.  I felt incredibly powerful.  Like I could have any man I wanted.  Like I was really a Supergirl, but my super powers were my face; my body; my sex appeal.  It got me so hot!

“What are you doing right now?” I said with a hushed voice.  

I could almost hear Doug grin over the phone.  “I’m free,” he said.

“I’ll meet you at that hotel,” I told him.

“Okay,” he said excitedly.  “Give me a head start though.  I need to stop at the ATM to get cash.”

“No, I have cash,” I told him.  “I’ll pay this time.”
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WOW.  I MEAN, WOW ....

The second time with Doug was better than the first.  Maybe because we had more time this time.  Maybe also because what we were to each other was clear now.  We were the little extra on the side.  Getting from another person what our spouses couldn’t give us.

I was cheating on Mike.  I was the reason Doug was cheating on his wife Nancy.

God!  It was so hot!

We did it 3 times.  Each time was awesome.  In between we talked.  Doug told me sex with his wife Nancy was good, but he didn’t get enough.  They did it only once a week, on Saturday night.  Honestly, I didn’t get that.  Sure, I understood Nancy was tired from working and the long train commute.  But god, Doug’s so hot.  How could Nancy not have her hands all over her husband all the time?

I waited to shower until after I picked up Anna and got home.  Once she was napping, I stripped off my bra top and yoga pants.  For a moment I stood naked in front of the mirror.  The girl there had perky little tits, a flat stomach and long legs.  Her face was youthful and pretty.  No gray hairs yet in her blonde hair. Her little tight body was toned and firm from good genes and working out.  The girl in the mirror was smoking hot.  She was a real head turner.  

“And a cheat too,” I whispered to the girl in the mirror.  I grinned and watched the girl grin back.

As I looked at myself, my thoughts drifted to Scott.  I wondered if he would still think I was hot.  After all I was older now, 33, and I’d had a baby.  A part of me – just a little part, but still a part – wanted Scott to still think I was pretty and hot.  I found myself tracing the fifty-five under my left breast.  When I realized it, I jerked my hand away.  Then I forced myself to stop thinking about Scott.  

As I washed myself, I focused on my pussy.  I soaped up and rinsed my pussy 3 times.  Mike might go down on me tonight and I didn’t want him to taste condom.

As I washed myself, I felt a little stubble.  I decided to get a wax tomorrow.  My legs, my pussy, between my cheeks, a full Brazilian.  I used to keep a little blonde landing strip, but Cam liked me completely bare.  I actually shaved it off for him.  The memory of our dare and seeing Cam in the Speedos sent a delightful shudder through my body.  God ... Cam and Doug.  My lovers.  The thought made me smile and giggle inside.

I couldn’t help comparing Doug to Cam.  He’s really fit, and taller than Cam.  He told me he played basketball in college. Doug’s not as buff though.  No one’s as big as Cam, he’s a monster.  Doug’s definitely sexy though.  He’s thin and really toned.  He’s super cute too.  I mean, really handsome.

Doug’s penis isn’t as big as Cam’s.  Don’t get me wrong, he’s a nice size.  Definitely a handful.  He felt good inside me.  I came 3 times on his freaking cock.  Part of it though was looking up at Doug’s face as he was on top of me.  Oh my god he’s so gorgeous.  Such a turn on. If I had to choose, I’d pick a handsome man with an average body over an average looking man with a hot body.  I think most girls are that way.  Probably most men are that way too.

Doug has the blackest black hair.  And matching black eyes.  His eyes are so black a girl could easily fall in and get lost there.

After my shower, I put my damp hair in a ponytail and wore a loose t-shirt and sweats.  Underneath were a plain white cotton bra and panties.  

When Mike got home, I was in front of the stove finishing dinner.  He leaned into my back and kissed the back of my neck.  “How was your day?” he asked.

“Good,” I said.

“You see Cam?” he whispered into my ear.

“Actually no,” I told him, matter-of-factly.  “No gym today.  I just kinda hung out.”

“Oh ...,” Mike said, looking disappointed.  He looked surprised too, because I rarely missed working out.  He whispered, “Are you and Cam okay?”

“Mike ...,” I said with a laugh.  Our conversations always amazed me.  “We’re fine.  Can you check on Anna?  Get her ready for dinner?”

Later that night I rode Mike’s face.  As I did, I wondered if he could taste condom.  The thought got me hot and made me cum.

After I went down on him.  As I’d done earlier, I couldn’t help comparing Doug to my husband.  Doug’s cock was smaller than Cam’s but bigger than Mike.  I knew Mike was 4 inches hard.  I’d measured him.  I had never taken a tape measure to Cam or Doug, but from experience (yeah, I’m a slut) I guessed Cam was about 10 inches and Doug 7.  Cam was thicker than Doug, and Doug was thicker than Mike.

I giggled inside, thinking about the variety of cocks I had in my life.  Big (Cam), medium (Doug) and small (Mike).  

I got on top of Mike and guided his cock into me.  I wondered if he could tell I was loose.  But he didn’t say anything.

I rocked back and forth on Mike’s cock.  I had to take short strokes as otherwise he would fall out of me.  So different than Cam where a single stroke took forever and felt so freaking good rubbing against my clit.

As I fucked my husband, I wondered what life would be like if Mike had a big cock like Cam or Doug.  Would I still need other men?  The answer came to me immediately.  Yes, I would need other men.  Because I’m a slut and like variety and the excitement of newness.  

And also Mike’s not alpha, and I crave to be taken.  I crave to be FUCKED.  Whereas, with Mike, I fuck him.  Like now, with me on top.  It’s his favorite position but I’m definitely fucking him instead of the other way around.  It’s okay, I love my husband and our sex is good.  But sexually, I want to be on the bottom.  I want to be on my hands and knees.  I want to be controlled, to be taken.  That’s just not Mike.  I love him, but it’s just not him.  

The next day Doug called.  He wanted to hook up again.

“I can’t.  Not today,” I told him.  I was whispering.  Mike had already left for the train, but Anna was with me.

“When?” Doug asked.  He sounded desperate.  Hungry.  It made me smile.  I so had him wrapped around my finger.  And I was barely trying.

“Tomorrow,” I told him.  “Or Thursday.  Definitely this week.”  I couldn’t go 2 days without seeing my Cammy.  But I was definitely looking forward to seeing Doug again.  I couldn’t wait to be underneath him again, with his cock inside me, looking into his gorgeous, dark black eyes.
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A FEW WEEKS LATER
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I LOOKED OUT THE WINDOW of my office, looking at the skyline of New York City but not seeing anything.  I needed to face facts.  My wife was cheating on me.

She wasn’t really cheating of course.  She had a free pass.  And I’d told her – encouraged her – to cheat on me.  But as often with our game, I was finding reality harder to live with than fantasy.

Was I certain Jen was cheating on me?  No, I hadn’t hired a private investigator or anything like that.  But she seemed different somehow.  And it wasn’t because of Cam.  It was someone else.  Another man.  I didn’t have any hard evidence, but I sensed it.

I wondered who it was.  I hoped it wasn’t Blake.  Please not Blake.  But no way it was Blake.  Because if he was banging my wife, he wouldn’t be able to resist rubbing it into my face.  That’s just the kind of man Blake was.

So who?  The cute barista boy she talked about?  Or the manager of the grocery store?  Maybe the hot dad from Anna’s school she did once?  Who?

Lately Jen had been a tiger in bed.  We fucked every night without fail.  It was like she couldn’t get enough.  She was more nympho now than when we played the game before.  Or maybe not.  I didn’t see her that much back then.  But I knew she had been wild, fucking not just Scott but his friends.  Maybe I’d unleashed that nympho part of her again.  
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I BIT MY LIP AND SQUIRMED on the bed as I pressed the pink vibrator against my clit.  With my other hand, I reached up and pushed down my bra, and caressed and thumbed my hard nipple.  “Yeah like that,” I breathed to my imaginary lover.  I pinched my nipple hard, imagining that it was Cam biting down on it.  That sent me over the end.  “Ugh god ...” I groaned as my orgasm hit.  My back arched and my toes curled as I moaned and came on my “little friend.”  

Afterwards I was panting and my body felt drained.  “Fuck ...,” I said under my breath.  I’d been with either Can or Doug each day this week, and I fucked Mike every night, yet I was still horny.  God I was such a nympho right now.  I was insatiable.

I’d decided not to see Cam today.  Almost 2 weeks straight of hooking up with my lovers every day was wearing on my guilt, even for me.  I was with my lovers more than Mike!  It didn’t help that I had not told Mike about Doug.  It was exciting to “cheat” on Mike, but I was finding that even pretend cheating wore on a married girl’s conscience.  

Just as my breathing was returning to normal, my phone rang.  It was Joey, our young 23-year-old friend who was like a brother to Mike.  “Hi Joey, what’s up?” I asked.

“I’m in the neighborhood,” Joey said.  “Can I drop by?”

“You just happened to be in Montclair?” I said incredulously into the phone.  There was no reason to be in Montclair unless you lived here, especially if (like Joey) you lived in New York City.

“Actually I want to talk to you,” Joey said.  “About what happened on the plane.”

I couldn’t exactly say no.  We were close friends after all, and we had history that went beyond just friends.  I told him to give me an hour to shower and dress.  

“I want to explain why I touched you on the plane,” Joey said after he arrived.  

“Don’t you want to apologize first?” I said in a chastising tone.

“I’ll apologize if you want me to,” Joey said.

“What?” I said with an incredulous laugh.

Not hesitating, Joey said, “You told me you liked it when that guy, Alan, forced you to blow him.”

I stared at him.  Yes, I did tell him that.  But how was that connected to what happened on the plane?  I wondered if Mike told him about our conversation, but I knew he wouldn’t do that.

“What the heck are you talking about?” I asked him.

“I have a friend at school, Jamal,” Joey said, continuing.  “I told him about you.”

My eyes went wide.  “You told him about me?” I hissed.

“I didn’t tell him we’re close,” Joey hurriedly said.  “I just told him I had a thing with you before.”

“Joey, what we did before, it wasn’t a thing,” I said, scowling at him.  “I don’t know what it was but it wasn’t a thing.”  A hurt look came over his face and it made me feel bad.  In a softer voice, I said “Anyways, what did Jamal say?”

“He said he’s met white girls like you before,” Joey said.  “Jamal’s black by the way.”

I impatiently motioned with my hand to prompt Joey to continue.

“I told him what you said about being forced,” Joey said.  “About liking it.  Jamal said girls like you, you want a man to take control.  You have Catholic guilty about sex, so you want men to just do it, make the decision for you, so you don’t feel like you’re sinning.”

I laughed.  “Joey, god, who is this, Jamal?” I said.  “I might be Catholic but believe me, I don’t feel guilty about sex.  I fucked you.  So, you really think I have a problem with sinning?”

Joey grinned.  “But you still get off on being forced,” he pointed out.  “You don’t feel guilty because the guilt’s been sexualized in your head.  That’s what Jamal says.”  

I stared at Joey.  Now he was hitting a little too close to home.  Who the fuck was this Jamal? 

“So, that’s why you groped me on the plane?” I asked in a low voice.  I suddenly realized my pussy was throbbing, and my nipples were hard.

“Jen ...,” Joey began.  He took my hands into his.  “You shouldn’t be with other men.  I can’t stand thinking about that.  But if Mike’s not giving you what you need, then you have me.”

“What the fuck Joey,” I said, trying to pull my hands away.  But he held them firm.  He began caressing my hands.

“Joey, stop,” I said, trying again to pull my hands away, but still he held them tight.  “Anna—.”

Joey interrupted me and said, “I know Anna’s schedule.  She’s in school for hours.  And Mike doesn’t get home until late.”  With a derisive scoff he added, “Although he’d probably want to watch.”

“Joey ...,” I said again.  But then suddenly he was on top of me.  He smashed his lips against mine.  He pushed his tongue into my mouth.  I tried to turn my head away, but he grabbed my hair and held my face to his as he kissed me.  Eventually I had to part my lips for air, and he took that chance to force his tongue into my mouth.  All of a sudden, he was open mouth tongue kissing me.

Joey grabbed both my wrists with one of his hands and pinned them above my head.  Then, with me helpless that way, he explored my body with his other hand, all while French kissing me.  He began unbuttoning my blouse.  I tried to pull away from his hand, and into his mouth I pleaded, “Joey no ....”  But I was pinned underneath him.  I couldn’t stop him as he undressed me.

Joey unbuttoned my blouse.  He opened it, then ran his hand over my bra-covered breasts and stomach.  As he did, he continued to kiss me, running his tongue over mine.

Joey reached under me.  I felt him searching for the clasp of my bra.  Again, I tried to pull away, but with my hands pinned above my head and his body on mine I could barely move.  Joey found the clasp.  He fumbled for a moment, then snapped it open.  I felt the tension of my bra release.  Then Joey’s hand was inside my bra, inside the cups, fondling my naked breasts.

Joey knew my body, what I liked.  He caressed the undersides of my breasts and thumbed and pinched my nipples.  Joey finally tore his lips from mine.  He looked at me for a moment.  We were both panting.  Then, as he continued to fondle my breasts, he kissed up my neck to behind my ear.  “Ugh god ...” I moaned as he worked on me.

Joey still had my hands pinned above my head, so I couldn’t do anything as he pulled my skirt up.  I tried to squirm away, but Joey planted his legs on mine, preventing me from moving.  When I tried to protest, he planted his mouth on mine again, stopping me from talking.  I yelped into his mouth when he tore off my thong with a hard jerk.  Then he was moving between my legs, using his knees to force open my legs.  I heard a zipper being pulled down and I knew he was taking out his cock.  Then I felt his cockhead press against the lips of my pussy.

I twisted my head away from his.  Finally able to speak, I urgently said, “Joey you have to wear a condom.”  I assumed Joey was sexually active.  I didn’t know where his cock had been.  I had Mike, and Cam too, to think about, as well as me.

Then Joey said something I will remember for the rest of my life.  It will haunt my dreams, and my fantasies.

He said it with my hands pinned above my head.  I was exposed to him with my blouse open, my bra unsnapped and my panties ripped off and lying discarded somewhere on the floor.  He’d hiked my skirt up, so it was around my waist, and he’d forced my legs open.  Joey was between my open legs, my pussy bare and exposed to his eyes, his thick cock hovering barely an inch from my womanhood.  I was exposed to Joey, completely helpless.  I was completely helpless when he said it.

Joey looked into my eyes and said, “You don’t get to ask for a condom when you’re getting raped.”

I gasped when he said that.  My body exploded – I was tingling everywhere.  Then Joey penetrated me with his big fat cock, and I came.  I freaking came!
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WHEN I GOT HOME FROM work, I could tell Jen was distracted.  She was cooking dinner with her back to me.  “Are you okay?” I asked her, holding her hips from behind.

“Yes.  No,” she said.

“Jen, what?” I asked.  I was really concerned now.  “Cam?”

“Not Cam,” Jen said.  She finally turned her head to look at me.  She looked as gorgeous as ever.  But I couldn’t read her face.  She definitely looked distracted.

“Later,” she told me.  “After Anna’s down.”  She gave me a weak smile and added, “Don’t worry.  I’m fine.  We’ll talk later.”

Even Anna noticed something was wrong with her mother.  She cried, even though she didn’t know what she was crying about.  Jen calm her and after much effort we got her to sleep.  

We went into our bedroom.  We sat on the bed, still fully clothed.  I waited for Jen to talk.  It took a while.  It was like her thoughts were jumbled up and she had to organize what to say.

Finally, she said, “I saw Joey today.  Here.  He came over.  He ... he forced himself on me.” 

My eyes went wide.  “What?!” I snarled.  I jumped up and headed to the door.  I was furious!  I didn’t care that Joe was like my brother!  In fact, that made it worse!  I was gonna kill him!

But Jen grabbed me.  “Mike, no, no,” she said.  She forced me to sit back down.  

“Jen, what?” I said, not understanding.  “Tell me what happened!” I demanded.

“Calm down,” she said soothingly, holding me.  After a few moments, she said, “Remember, I told Joey how Alan forced me to go down on him?” she said.  “I told Joey I liked it.   You even said maybe that was why Joey touched me on the plane the way he did.  Anyways, he has a friend, Jamal.  They talked about me ... girls like me.”

“Girls like you?” I said, repeating her words because I didn’t understand.

“Mike, did you ever tell Joey about my rape fantasies?” Jen whispered.

“No, of course not,” I said.

Jen nodded and looked off into the distance, thinking.  “I guess Jamal figured it out,” she said looking thoughtful.

“Figured out what?” I asked impatiently.

“My rape fantasy,” Jen said, whispering again.  “Jamal figured it out.”

I stared disbelieving at my wife.  “Joe raped you?” I asked incredulously.

“No,” she said. “Yes ... yes and no.”

“What?” I asked, not understanding.

“When a girl has a rape fantasy, she doesn’t really want to be raped,” Jen said, trying to explain to me.  “I guess that’s why I’m attracted to aggressive guys. They don’t ask.  They do what they want. It’s like being forced.  But it’s not really, because I want it, and the guy knows I want it.  Like Cam, you know?  But if a guy ever really forced me, against my will, I’d freak.  I’d be so scared.  No way would I be able to enjoy it.  You know what I mean?”

I nodded.  I didn’t say anything, letting her tell me at her own pace.

Jen hesitated, like she was collecting her thoughts again.  Then she said “But when Joey forced me ... and Mike, he really forced me.  I couldn’t stop him.  It felt real.  It was real.  Joey was raping me.  But ....”

“But what?” I asked.

Jen looked at me and smiled.  “It was Joey,” she said.  “I was scared.  But I wasn’t scared.  Because it was Joey.  I knew he’d never hurt me.  So, when I realized that, I just let it happen.  I stopped fighting.  I couldn’t do anything anyways.  I couldn’t move.  He didn’t let me go until he finished.”

We were silent for long moments.  I knew “finished” meant Joe cumming.  Then Jen said, “I’ve thought about it all day.  You know what I’ve figured out?”

“What?” I asked.

“Joey’s the only person in the world who could make my rape fantasy come true,” Jen said.  “He’s the only one I trust like that.”

My stomach had been churning the whole time while Jen told her story.  “What about me?” I asked.

Jen tenderly smiled at me and affectionately ran her hand down my cheek.  “You could never do it baby,” she told me.  “It’s not you.  You’re too gentle.  It would never feel real with you.  And I wouldn’t ever want it to feel real with you.  Because you’re my husband.”

I was silent as I processed her words.  I didn’t know if it was a compliment or not.  “So did you cum?” I finally asked.

“Yes,” Jen said.

“Hard?”

“Yes.”

“More than once?”

“Yes.”

I looked down at my feet.  I was breathing hard, and my heart was pounding.  My emotions were all over the place.

“Did Joe cum inside you?” I asked her.  My voice was low because my throat was dry from excitement.  But she managed to hear me.

“Yes,” she said.  I looked up at her with surprise.  

“He didn’t wear a condom?” I asked, my anger flashing.  “He came in you?”

Jen nodded.  She said, “He told me after he gets tested.  He’s clean.  I told you everyone gets tested nowadays.”

I scowled at her answer.  Test or no test, Joe shouldn’t have cum in my wife.  “So, what else did he say after?” I asked.  “Did he apologize?”

“No Mike, of course not,” Jen said.  “That would ruin it.”

For some reason I flinched at her words.  Because whenever I was rough with my wife, I always apologized after.  Even when she was a bitch and had it coming, I apologized.  Now essentially she was telling me that I was a chump.  That “Real Men” ruled the world, and Real Men didn’t ask permission, they took what they wanted, they used girls like fuck toys, and they didn’t apologize after.  Because, from the girl’s point of view – from Jen’s point of view—that “would ruin it.”

“So what?” I said angrily, lashing out.  “Are you Joe’s bottom now?”

Jen pursed her lips at me, always a sign of her disapproval.  “Why are you getting upset?” she asked. “Isn’t this exactly what you wanted?”

Again, I flinched because I knew she was right. I’d been pushing her to re-start something with our young 23-year-old friend.

“It’s just hard to hear you talking about your lovers sometimes,” I told her.  “It’s exciting, it gets me hot.  But it makes me jealous.  I feel inadequate.  Because I know I’m not enough for you.”  

Jen gave me an encouraging smile and hugged me, but she didn’t say anything. I couldn’t help laughing, but it was a bitter laugh.  “You could at least say I’m enough for you, and you’re just doing it because it’s the game.”

“It is the game,” Jen insisted.

“Don’t fucking lie,” I said with another bitter laugh.  

Jen hugged me again and gave me a lopsided smile.  “Mike baby, I always know when you’re really into the game,” she said with a knowing grin at me.  “You get all dark and moody, and you pout.”

Her smiling, condescending tone really got to me.  It pushed me over the edge.  “I’m not fucking joking Jen!” I said.  All the jealousy and insecurities and angst burst to the surface.  “Are you cheating on me?!” I demanded.

Jen eyed me for a long moment, like she was studying me.  Then she said in a soft voice, “You can always take back my free pass Mike.”

“No Jen!” I said with exasperation.  “But I want you to answer me!  Are you cheating on me?”

Jen eyed me again.  Then she asked, “Why do you think I’m cheating on you?”

“I just sense something,” I told her.

Jen grinned and said, “Well, last time I looked you weren’t Spider-Man with spidey sense.”

“Will you be serious!” I growled.

The smile disappeared from Jen’s face.  “Is this too much for you Mike?” she asked me with a soft voice.  “The game?”

“No,” I said immediately.  Despite everything, I didn’t want to stop playing.  It was all too thrilling.  Looking back at her, I asked, “It’s not too much for you?  Your rape fantasy?  What was it like?”

Jen took a long moment to respond.  Finally, she said “What was it like the first time you watched me with another man?”

I couldn’t help shuddering.  Jen grinned and said “Yeah, like that.”  She shuddered herself as she relived the moment.

“So do you want to do it again?”

“Maybe,” she said.  “It has to be Joey though.  You know?”

“I get it,” I said, doing my best to keep the bitterness and anxiety out of my voice.

“He surprised me,” Jen said, looking thoughtful.  “I’m sure a big part was Jamal.  He probably egged him on.  But it was Joey too.  I never knew he was so aggressive.  I hope he’s not like that in real life with other girls.”

“I’m sure he’s not,” I said immediately, defending my young friend.  Although I immediately saw the irony in that.  Jen saw it too and gave me a sympathetic smile.  

“But it was all you hoped it would be?” I asked.  It was a strange question.  Did you enjoy getting raped?  Was it all you hoped it would be?  

Jen realized the strangeness too.  It took a moment for her to respond.  Finally, she said “I’m glad I experienced it.”

“If it happens again, I want Joe to wear a condom,” I told her.  “Or I want to see a new test.”

Jen nodded, agreeing with me.  Like me, she knew it was better to be safe than sorry when it came to STDs.  “You need to talk to Joey about it,” she told me.  

“Okay,” I said.

“No, I mean it,” Jen said, pressing.  “You really have to this time.  I can’t talk to him.  That would ruin it for me.  So you have to talk to him.  You can’t be passive aggressive about it like last time.”

My cheeks burned.  Jen just got through gushing about how Joey had been so aggressive.  Yet she saw me as PASSIVE aggressive because I didn’t have the balls to have a man-to-man talk with Joe back at Plattekill.  My wife saw Joey as aggressive and me, her husband, as passive aggressive.  She was essentially telling me that Joe – just like Cam and Scott and every other man who got her pussy wet – that he was more alpha than me.  He was more man than me.

But then, maybe Jen was right.  Because also on the plane, I didn’t do anything when Joe groped her while she slept.  I made no move to stop him.  I just let it happen.

I guess Jen saw I was upset because she gave me a sympathetic smile and affectionately stroked my cheek.  Reading my thoughts, she said “Don’t be upset baby.  It’s just how you are.”  She kissed me and I kissed her back.  We undressed each other as things quickly got heated.  

I half expected Jen to sit on my face.  She didn’t and I was relieved, because I didn’t think my ego would’ve handled eating Joe’s cum from her pussy.  Instead she got on top of me, guiding my cock into her.

Our eyes were locked as she rocked back and forth on my cock.  “I should’ve talked to Joe at Plattekill,” I told her.  “I should’ve stopped him on the plane.”

“It’s okay Mike,” Jen assured me.  “That’s not you.”

“But what happens now with Joe?” I asked her. 

“You mean, with me?” she said.

“Yes Jen, with you,” I said, exasperation and desperation in my voice.  What rights did the kid who I considered to be my brother now have with my wife’s body?

“I thought you want this,” Jen said.  

“I do but ...,” I began.  “With the game, once I get something I’m not sure I want it anymore.”

Jen broke out into a grin, and I couldn’t help smiling back.  “Well, he’s like your brother,” she said as she looked into my eyes.  “You decide.”
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Jen and I both decided we needed a break from the game.  So we made the weekend all about family.  On Saturday we went to a farmer’s market.  We had Anna between us, happily swinging as she held our hands, as we approached a farmer who advertised locally grown, organic fruits and vegetables.  Jen was all about that as she tried to feed us only organic foods and was all about sustainability and lowering our carbon footprint.  

The farmer’s name was Wyatt and he was only more than happy to chat with my very pretty wife.  Anna got antsy after a few minutes so we went to the petting zoo while Jen continued to talk to Wyatt.  When we returned, I found that a woman had joined them.  Her name was Faith, and she was Wyatt’s fiancée. 

“So, you and Wyatt hit it off,” I said later.  I was grinning at her.  We were back home, and Anna was napping.  

“Oh my god Mike, get your head out of the gutter,” Jen said with a laugh back at me.  “We were just talking.  Besides, Wyatt’s engaged.  You saw his fiancée.  Faith.  She’s pretty.”

“I’m just saying ...,” I said with a grin at her.

“I know what you’re saying,” Jen said, teasingly kicking me in the thigh with the point of her toe.  “But we’re not playing the game this weekend.  Remember?”

I shrugged and decided not to pursue it.  But then to my surprise, Jen asked “What do you think of Wyatt being engaged?”

“You mean, hooking up with an engaged man?” I said.  “Do you see that as a problem?”

“That’s what I’m asking you,” Jen said.  “Don’t you think it’s a sin?”

“Well, the whole game’s a sin I guess,” I said thoughtfully.  “But it’s not really, because it’s both of us.  You’re not breaking your marriage vows.  Not since you have my permission.”

“But what about playing with a married man?” Jen asked.  “Or someone’s who’s engaged?” she added referring specifically to Wyatt.

“I don’t think it’s a problem,” I assured her.  “Wyatt’s an adult.  If he’s going to cheat on Faith, it’ll be with you or another girl.  At least you’re not trying to break up his engagement.  So, in a way you’re doing Faith a favor.”

“That’s a kinda twisted way of looking at it,” Jen joked with a lopsided grin at me. But I could tell she liked what I said.  “So, you’re saying, I can have a clear conscience as long as I’m not trying to break people up?” 

“Yes, I think that definitely qualifies as a no harm, no foul sin,” I said with a grin.  I eyed her and asked “Why?  Do you have a guilty conscience?”

“I’m just thinking about Wyatt,” she said with a shrug.

“So, you are interested in Wyatt?” I asked.  That surprised me.  While I’d teased her about the farmer, I didn’t see him as her type.  He wasn’t a bad looking man, but he wasn’t anything special either.  Certainly not model quality like Cam or Scott.  

“You never know,” Jen said enigmatically.  Then she changed the subject.  She did it so abruptly that I knew there was something more to this.

Why was my wife worried about sleeping with a married man?  Who could she be thinking about?

Not Cam.  I knew he was single.  

Not Wyatt.  Despite what she said, I couldn’t see Jen with the plain looking farmer.

Doug, the hot dad she fucked, he was married.  But that was some time ago and was just a one-time thing.

So, who was she thinking about?  Was this related to my suspicions that she was cheating on me?  I’d taken notice, of course, that she had never outright denied she was fucking another man behind my back.  I had a million questions I wanted to ask my wife.  But for now, I decided not to pursue it.
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It took some time before I finally called Joe to set up a meeting.  It would be wrong to think it took me that long to work up my courage to call him.  I wasn’t afraid of my young friend.  It was more like, I didn’t know what I wanted to say to him.  How do you approach a man who raped your wife?  Especially when your wife – Jen – told me “I’m glad I experienced it.”

Joe had an apartment in the graduate student dorms.  I met him there and got right to the point.  “Joe what the fuck were you thinking?” I said angrily.  “Jen is my wife.”

“She’s your wife but you’re not taking care of her,” Joe snapped back at me.  This time (unlike at Plattekill) he wasn’t backing down.  “If you did your job, she wouldn’t need other men.”

I glared at him.  “It’s not like that,” I snapped.  

Joe frowned and shook his head at me.  “Jamal told me he knows guys like you,” he said.  “Husbands like you.  You get off on other men fucking Jen, but it’s more than that.  You take a backseat to them.  You let them dominate Jen.  And you too.”

“It’s not like that,” I said again, but this time not nearly as forcefully or with as much confidence. “You need to understand Joe.  This is something we do.  It’s private.  It’s none of your business.”

“I think it is my business,” Joe insisted.  “Jen’s not just your wife.  We’re good friends.  I care about her.”

“If you cared about her, you wouldn’t have forced yourself on her!” I hissed.

“I gave her what she wanted!” Joe hissed back.  “What you won’t give her.  Or can’t give her.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I spat out.

“Take it however you want,” Joe said with a defiant shrug.  

I stared at him.  Gawked at him really.  Who was this person?  On the outside, he looked like the kid I helped raise.  But inside he seemed like a different person.  

Jen was right.  He was more aggressive now, and assertive too.  I wondered if it was just growing up.  No, it was more than that.  It was growing up under the specter of cancer.  Maybe if you beat cancer twice as Joe did, you become a hardened survivor.  You learn to live each moment to the fullest, you take what you want instead of asking, because you know that life is short and at any moment fate can throw you another curveball.  

I stared at Joe a long time.  He stared back at me.  Never once did he blink or turn away.  “I want you to get tested,” I finally said.

“I already have,” Joe said.

“A new test.  A current test,” I told him.  “And you use condoms with other girls.  Always.”

“Alright Mike,” Joe said.  He smiled.  He knew he had won.  I was turning to leave when he said, “You know, Jamal predicted this.”

I glared at Joe.  Then I left.
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MY HEAD WAS SPINNING as I got home.  Jen had given me a task.  To work things out with Joe.  It was the second time recently she’d asked me to do this.  The first time was at Plattekill when I was supposed to smooth things over with Joe because he was upset we were playing the game again.  I failed that time, leaving it to Jen to deal with.

Today I was supposed to talk to Joe about what he did with Jen.  To make sure it never happened again.  But again I failed.  I didn’t stop anything.  All I did was get Joe to agree to get tested, and to use condoms with other girls.

The problem was, when Joe started talking about “husbands like me” and said I wasn’t giving Jen what she needed, it got me aroused.  When he said, “I gave Jen what she needs” and that I willing took a backseat to her lovers, it got me even hotter.  I couldn’t think straight.  

The problem was, Joe was like my younger brother.  And he was cucking me.  My baby brother was cucking me.

What would Jen think?  I knew she was annoyed I didn’t take care of the situation in Plattekill.  She already thought of me as passive aggressive (while she considered Joe aggressive).  At what point would my wife lose respect for me as a man?

It was early afternoon, just after lunch (I had taken the day off to talk to Joe).  Jen wasn’t home.  I assumed she was with Cam.  I had a few hours to kill before she picked Anna up from school and came home.

I was so disturbed by what happened with Joe that the fact that Jen was probably at that moment with her legs open and getting fucked by Cam barely registered with me.  Jen had given me a job – a simple job really – and I had failed.  I had let Joe exert his will over me.  The little kid I helped raise.  He beat me.  It was like what his friend Jamal said.  I had let Joe dominate me.  I felt like less than a man.  And I was afraid that Jen would see me that way too.

At that moment I noticed Jen’s purse on the table.  It didn’t surprise me.  My wife had a lot of purses (almost as many as shoes), and she often switched them out to match her outfit of the day.  That’s when I saw it.  A card.  It sat on the table next to the purse.

I picked it up.  It was the business card of a hotel.  The Swarthmore Hotel.  I had never heard of it.  The card said the hotel was in Glen Ridge, the next county over.  We never went to Glen Ridge.  Why would Jen have the card of a hotel in Glen Ridge?

I immediately thought of my suspicion that Jen was cheating on me.  I hesitated for only a moment.  Then I grabbed my car keys and gunned my car towards the Swarthmore Hotel.

Swarthmore was on the outskirts of Montclair and Glen Ridge.  It was off a 4-lane highway with nothing around except for trees, a gas station and a greasy spoon diner.  Mostly trees.  The Swarthmore’s parking lot was mostly behind the hotel so you couldn’t see it from the highway.  I drove my car there.  The lot was mostly empty, so I spotted it immediately.  Jen’s SUV.  My wife WAS here!

My heart was pounding.  There was no reason for Jen to be here.  She WAS cheating on me!

But I needed to be sure.  I drove my car to the gas station.  As it turned out, the gas station was out of business and there were weeds starting to grow in the cracks of the pavement.  I parked my car along the back of the abandoned building.  It was at an angle to the hotel, so I had a clear view of the parking lot but I couldn’t be seen unless you were looking directly at me.  I settled in my car to wait.

I knew Jen had to pick up Anna by 3.  It was about a 30-minute drive to school.  I couldn’t believe she would be late to pick up Anna.  She might be an unfaithful wife, but she was a wonderful mother.  So I expected to see my wife emerge from the hotel by 2:30 at the latest.  

At 215 I saw Jen leave the hotel.  She was alone.  Her hair was wet, so she must’ve taken a shower.  She had a bag over her shoulder.

Jen took a moment to scan the surroundings.  I froze when she looked in my direction.  Even though I was mostly hidden by the gas station building, no way she could miss me if she really looked.  But after a moment of looking my way, she turned away and continued scanning the area.  Apparently satisfied that no one was looking, she hurried to her SUV and drove off.  Only then did I start breathing again.

I didn’t follow.  I continued to watch the parking lot.  A few minutes later a man emerged.  He was tall and had jet black hair.  His hair was wet too.  He looked vaguely familiar but I couldn’t place him, especially from my vantage point over 100 yards away.  Like Jen, he was alone and he scanned the parking lot.  Then he quickly walked to his car, a baby blue BMW.  He drove away, going in the same direction as Jen.

After they were gone, I didn’t move.  I just sat there in the car, behind the gas station.  I sat there, trying to process it all.  

Jen was cheating on me.  Fucking another man behind my back.  

For how long?  I had a good guess.  About a month, from when I started sensing something.  But who was he?  Where did she meet him?

My wife was cheating on me.  Was it more than physical?  Did he give her companionship too?  Did Jen have feelings for him?

Did Jen smile into his eyes?  Did she rub his arm when he was upset?  Did they fuck or make love?  I needed to know.  Did they fuck or make love?  It was incredibly important for me to know that.  

Did Jen talk about Anna with him?  I hoped to god she didn’t.  

Did they talk about me?  Talk about how clueless I was?  Talk about how I was useless in bed?  That would be okay.  It would hurt but I’d survive.  But I didn’t want Jen to talk about our daughter with another man.  Anna was mine.  No matter what Jen did with her body, with her heart even, Anna was mine.  

A wave of cuckold angst washed over me.  It was so powerful, it hit me hard.  It felt like my heart was breaking apart.  I was shaking.  My body was literally shaking.  I put my hand on my crotch.  I was so fucking hard.  I unzipped my pants and took out my cock.  I stroked myself.  Almost immediately I grunted and had the most intense orgasm of my life.  
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WHEN I GOT HOME, JEN was making dinner.  “Did you go to work today?” she asked.

“What?” I said, not understanding.  My head was still spinning from earlier.

“You’re not wearing a suit,” Jen said, looking over her shoulder at me.  She was right.  I was wearing jeans and a casual shirt.

“I, ah, took off today,” I sputtered.  “To talk to Joe.”

“Oh,” Jen said.  She stopped cutting vegetables and turned to look at me.  “How’d that go?”

“Let’s talk about it later,” I said, glancing over at the TV.  Anna was watching Elmo.  I moved over to Jen and put my hands on her slim hips.  “I missed you,” I said as I pulled her ass into my groin.  I buried my face into her long blonde hair.  Her hair was still damp from the shower she took at the Swarthmore.  She had a lavender scent to her, rather than her normal strawberry vanilla scent.  I knew why.  She’d used the hotel’s shampoo.  It was more evidence of her infidelity.  The thought made my cock throb.  I was so hard.  I pressed my erection against her, between her ass cheeks.

“I missed you too baby, but I have to finish dinner,” Jen said, pulling away from me.  

But I pulled her back to me, twisting her around so she was facing me.  “I need you!” I hissed, pushing my erection against her stomach.  There was no way she could miss the fact that I was rock hard.  I wanted her!  Right then!  She was my wife, and I was going to take her!  I covered her lips with mine, thrusting my tongue into her mouth!

But Jen pulled away from me again.  “What the fuck Mike?” she said, frowning at me and wiping her lips with the back of her hand.  I felt like she was rejecting me.  No, it was more than a feeling.  She fucking wiped her lips after I kissed her!  She WAS rejecting me! 

She gave her body to Cam!  She gave her body to the tall man with black hair!  She gave her body to Joe!  Yet when I wanted sex, she rejected me!  I was her husband!  And she rejected me!

“Later, okay?” she whispered to me.  “Can you get the bread from my car?”

I stared at her.  I was breathing hard.  I didn’t move.  I just stared at her.

“Mike, hello?  Earth to Mike?  The bread?”

I stared at her for another moment.  

I swallowed my pride and said “Okay.”  That’s what I did.  I gave in.  Just like I gave in earlier to Joe.  Just like I gave in earlier at the Swarthmore hotel, when I didn’t do anything as my wife fucked another man behind my back.  I gave in.  And as I did, I felt my pride slipping away.  No, more than my pride.  My manhood.  I was losing my manhood.

I should’ve taken her right there.  I should have dragged her upstairs to our bedroom and fucked her.  But instead I gave in.  I meekly went outside to the car to get the bread.  And as I did I felt my manhood slipping away.

There was a Whole Foods plastic bag in the back seat of Jen’s SUV, right next to Anna’s car seat.  Inside was a loaf of organic wheat bread.  Next to it was the bag I saw her carrying from the hotel.

I stared at the bag for a moment.  Then I opened it.  I shuffled through the clothes.  They weren’t workout clothes.  Instead, it was the outfit she wore when she met the black hair man.  I hadn’t seen her wearing it but I knew it was so.  A short skirt and stretchy top.  Baby blue bra embroidered with silky lace, and matching baby blue thong panties.  Pointy toe high heels.  Even thigh high stockings.  They were nude with lacy tops that matched the embroidery of her bra and panties. Jen had really dressed to impress to meet her lover.  

At that moment, in our kitchen, she was wearing a loose t-shirt, yoga pants, white cotton socks and sneakers.  For Black Hair, my wife wore thigh high stockings and pointy toe high heels.  For me, I got white cotton socks and sneakers.

I stared at the lingerie.  The bra and panties.  They were baby blue, the same color as Black Hair’s BMW.  Was that his favorite color, baby blue?  Had she worn the bra and panties special for him?

I took one of the shoes into my hands, feeling the smooth black leather.  I abruptly put my nose in the shoe and deeply inhaled.  I smelled the nylon of Jen’s stockings, and the moisturizer that she always rubbed all over her body.  I smelled the expensive leather of the shoe, and the slight mustiness of the sweat of her foot.  Then I bought the shoe down, clenching my eyes shut and I pressed the pointy high heel against my thigh.  I pressed it down hard until it was so painful I thought it might be breaking skin even through my pants.  I kept doing it until I heard Jen calling for me.  

I released the pressure on the shoe.  I held it for long moments, breathing hard, my thumb and finger moving up and down the long stiletto high heel, as if I was stroking a cock.  I thought to myself that even my dick was thicker than the stiletto high heel, and despite everything it made me chuckle inside.  Then my thoughts flashed to Jen wearing the black high heels as Black Hair fucked her.  Wearing the baby blue bra.  His favorite color.  I thought of her legs over his shoulders, the heels barely staying on her pretty feet as he pounded her hard.  I violently shook my head and clenched my eyes shut, forcing the image from my imagination.  Finally, I threw the shoe back into the bag and zippered it back up.

“I brought this in,” I said to Jen, raising the bag.  I held the bread in my other hand.  

Jen’s eyes darted to the bag I held in my hand.  For a moment she seemed to stop breathing.  “Oh ... thanks,” she sputtered.  She nonchalantly took the bag from me and tossed it into the laundry room.  “Can you put the bread away, then set the table for dinner?” she asked, again acting nonchalantly.  Her casualness seemed forced.  I did as she asked though.  I put the bread in the cupboard, then moved towards the dining room.  

On the way she stopped me.  She smiled at me and pressed her body against mine.  “Sorry I was so short earlier,” she said.  She reached down and cupped my erection.  “I’ll take care of this later mister,” she added with a lopsided grin at me.

“Did something happen today?” I asked her.

Jen glanced at Anna, who was still watching Elmo and not paying any attention to us.  She whispered, “I didn’t see Cam today and he’s been giving me shit about it.”

“What’d you do today, then?” I asked.

“Oh you know, just stuff ...,” Jen said, looking away from me. 

“So you’re feeling guilty for not seeing Cam?” I whispered.

“Yes,” Jen admitted with an apologetic “I can’t help it” shrug.  “I’m sorry.”

“You don’t have to apologize,” I whispered back.  “You know this is how I want it.  You do too.  The game’s more than physical.  It’s more exciting when there’s emotions involved.”

“Yeah but ...,” Jen began, her voice trailing off as doubt crossed her beautiful face.

“I know you’re worried about things going too far, like with Scott,” I said.  “But this isn’t anything like Scott.  It’s like a high school crush.”  I gave her a reassuring grin and added “Nothing wrong with a high school crush, right?”

“I guess so,” Jen said, grinning back at me.  “Thank you for saying that.  Looking at it that way, it makes me feel better.”

We smiled at each other.  “So go ahead and see Cam tomorrow,” I encourage her.

“Yes sir Mr. Andrews,” Jen said playfully.  Then in a whisper she added “Tomorrow your pretty wife will be cumming all over Cammy’s beautiful cock.”

My eyes fluttered, and I groaned.  It made Jen giggle.  “But tonight I WILL  take care of this,” she promised, giving my hard-on another soft squeeze.

Jen was about to turn back to the stove, but I stopped her.  “Emotions are always part of it, right?” I asked.

“What?” Jen said, not understanding.

“With all your sexual relationships,” I said.  “Emotions are always part of it.  It’s not just physical.  You feel something too.”

“You mean with the game?” Jen asked.

“I mean your entire life,” I said.  “I know about Scott and Cam. And Colin.  Joe too.  It wasn’t just sex.  You felt something too.  That’s what I’m asking.  Do you always feel something with your lovers?”

“Well, I mean, I’ve had one-night stands.  You know that,” Jen said, brushing a long strand of blonde hair behind her hair.  “But if you’re talking about something longer term, then yes.  Emotions are always part of it.  I have to like someone if I’m going to be with him more than a couple times.  Are you worried about Cam?  Yes, I admit, I feel something for him.  But like you just said, it’s just a high school crush.”

“Yes, no you’re right, I’m fine, I was just wondering,” I sputtered, moving quickly away to the dining room.  As I laid out plates and silverware, my stomach was churning and waves of cuckold angst washed over me.  Jen had just answered my question.  She was cheating on me, but more than that, it wasn’t just sex.  It was more than just fucking.  She felt something for Black Hair.  She had emotions for him too.  The realization hit my gut like a heavy weight fighter hitting me with brass knuckles.  I was at the sideboard.  I gripped the edge so hard my knuckles turned white.  Who was Black Hair?  How close was Jen to him?  Was he trying to steal my wife away from me?

I forced myself to take 10 deep breaths.  To calm down.  Why was I going so crazy over Black Hair?  Yes, Jen was cheating on me.  But she had a free pass.  So she wasn’t even really cheating on me. 

Okay, so Jen wasn’t telling me everything.  But she wasn’t doing anything wrong.  She had a free pass!  If you had a free pass then by definition you can’t be doing anything wrong!

But ... why wasn’t she telling me?  Okay, true, I encouraged her to cheat on me, I told her how hot that got me.  But still ....

Was she not telling me because she didn’t want me to know about Black Hair?  Was she planning something permanent with Black Hair?  Is that why she wasn’t telling me?

I forced myself to count to 10 again.  “Will you fucking calm down!” I told myself.  I didn’t have to worry about Black Hair.  He was just another guy Jen was fucking.  He was probably an out-of-town business man.  He probably lived in California, or maybe even Europe. She probably hardly ever saw him, only when he had business in New York.  So, I forced myself not to worry about Black Hair.  He was no threat to me.  Jen loved me.  And I was Anna’s father.  Jen would never leave me.  She would never do that to Anna.

After putting Anna down to sleep, I watched Jen out of the corner of my eye as she got undressed for bed.  She crossed her arms in front of her, then she pulled the loose top over her head.  She was wearing a simple white bra.  Nothing like the sexy one she wore for her secret lover.

“Oh, by the way,” she casually said.  “I had lunch with Steph today.  In case you looked in my bag and saw an outfit there.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, keeping my voice casual like hers.  Inside thought my heart was screaming.  “Talk about anything interesting?”

“They still want to get together,” Jen said.  “You know.  To talk about their lifestyle.  I think we should.  Otherwise, they’ll think we’re judging them.”

“I told you I’m okay with going out with them,” I told her.

Jen gave me a forced smile.  “Mike, you really don’t want to,” she said.  “Because of how you feel about Blake.”

I frowned at her.  “But you want to go,” I said.  I tried to keep the anger and jealousy I was feeling out of my voice, and mostly succeeded.

“Actually, I do,” Jen said with a shrug.  “I’m sorry.  I know you hate Blake.  But I don’t see why.  I agree, he can be egotistical.  But he’s harmless really.”

My cheeks burned.  I HATED when she did this!  When she defended another man.  It felt like she was picking him over me.  She used to do it all the time with Scott.

I was going to spit back a response, but I bit my tongue.  I didn’t want to get into an argument about Blake.  And I had something else I wanted to talk about more.  “So, why was your outfit in the bag?” I asked, making my voice casual again.  “Didn’t you change at home?”

“I did a quick workout after lunch,” Jen said.  She said it fast, like she had rehearsed it.  She grinned at me and said, “You want me to stay in shape for you right?”

“And for Cam,” I said with a grin back.

“Well, yeah,” she said with a grin and a laugh in her voice.

“But I thought you said you didn’t see Cam?” I asked, again with my casual voice.

“He was gone by the time I got there,” Jen said.  Again, her answer was quick.  Rehearsed.  I knew she was lying to me.  But I decided to let it go.  

I picked up her brush and sat her on the edge of the bed.  “Here,” I said, sitting behind her so she was inside my opened legs.  I brushed her hair.  

“Thanks baby,” she purred, closing her eyes as I stroked the brush through her long blonde hair.  There was a mirror in front of us so we could look at each other even sitting the way we were.

“Your hair’s getting so long,” I said, noting that her hair now fell a couple inches past her bra strap.  

“Yeah, I’m thinking about cutting it off,” she teased, grinning into my eyes in the mirror.

“You better not.  Cam’ll be pissed,” I teased with a grin back.

“You’re right, he would be,” she said with a laugh.  Then her face got serious in the mirror.  “The game’s fun Mike.  But you know everything I do is really for you.  You know that right?”

I grinned into the mirror at her.  “Yeah, sure,” I said with playful sarcasm.  “Like, the way you shaved your landing strip cause Cam asked.”

“You like it too,” she said back.

“But you shaved it off for Cam,” I insisted.  “And you keep it shaved for him.”  I kept my voice light so she wouldn’t think I was upset.

“Okay, I do,” Jen admitted with a shrug.  “But I know you like it.  If Cam asked me to do something I knew you wouldn’t like, I wouldn’t do it.”

“Like this?” I said, running my finger under her left breast, over the fifty-five.

“Mike,” Jen said, looking at the mirror into my eyes.  “I knew you’d love it.  That’s why I did it.”

“That’s not true and you know it,” I said.  Again, I kept my voice light so she would know I wasn’t mad.  I kissed her shoulder, and said, “I do love it, though.”  

I unsnapped her bra.  She helped me pull it off her arms.  Then I kissed her shoulder again.  I looked at her breasts in the mirror.  God they were so perfect.  Small enough to fit in a traditional champagne glass, but perfectly formed with eraser size nipples surrounded by the dark of areolas.  I cupped her breasts and gently fondled her.  Jen closed her eyes and sighed, “Feels good baby.”

“Does it really feel good?” I asked her.  “Do I still turn you on?” 

“Of course you do,” she assured me.

“No, really,” I said.  “Come on.  I know physically I don’t measure up to Cam.  So, it’d be natural if you don’t feel desire for me.”

Jen looked back in the mirror at me.  She could tell by my tone of voice that I wasn’t upset.  I was aroused.  I was playing the game.

She stood up and turned around.  She helped me undress.  Then she wiggled out of her yoga pants.  Now we were both naked.

“Get up on the bed,” she said.  I scooted up so I was laying on my back in the bed.  Then she moved up my body, straddling my chest, her toned thighs on the inside of my arms.

“You’re right,” she finally said, looking down at me, looking into my eyes.  “I don’t desire you physically.  At least like I used to.”

I groaned as she said it. “Are you telling the truth?” I asked.  That’s how I was with the game.  What she said had to be the truth.  Otherwise, it ruined it.

“I’ll prove it,” Jen said, taking the glass of water on the table next to her side of the bed.  She always had water there as she often got thirsty in the middle of the night.  “This is truth serum,” she said as she took a sip.

I moved my hands up and again cupped her perfect little teenager-sized breasts.  “So, say it again,” I said.

“Ask me the question again,” she said back.

“With men like Cam in your life, do you desire me physically?”

“Men?” Jen said looking into my eyes.

“Now you’ve got Joe too.”

Jen slowly nodded.  “I love kissing you,” she said.  “I love snuggling with you.  I love it when you touch me.  I love it when we make love.  All because I love you.  But physically?  Sexually?  No, I don’t think about you for that.  When I’m horny, and I crave a man – I don’t think of you for that.”

I groaned hearing her say that.  It hurt so much.  It made me jealous and anxious and feel inadequate.  But god, my dick was so hard!  My dick was like steel!

“So, Cam’s replaced me sexually in your life?” I asked.  Masochism was part of cuckoldry.  A big part, at least for me.  It felt so delicious to say those words.  I couldn’t wait to hear her answer.

“Yes, Cam has,” she told me. Then she added “And other men.”  She was still looking into my eyes as she said it.  “Sometimes, I see a hot guy.  I think about what it would be like to be under him.  To feel him touch me.  To open his pants.  To fuck him.  And even though I’ve never met him, I don’t know anything about him, even his name, I know he would fuck me better than you.”

“Oh god Jen ...,” I groaned.  I wasn’t even touching myself, but I was so close to cumming.

“But it’s not completely true,” Jen said.  She traced her fingertip across my lips and said, “You have a freaking amazing tongue.  I love fucking your tongue.  And I like teasing you, like now.  It gets me hot.”

“Is it just teasing?  Or are you telling the truth?” I asked.

“Everything I’m saying is the truth, Mike,” Jen said, looking into my eyes.  “I drank truth serum, right?”

Then she moved up, so she was straddling my head.  “Yeah, give me some of that tongue,” she said, lowering her pussy to my face. I immediately began licking her.  “Oh yeah,” she purred.  She ran her pussy over my face, grinding down over my nose and mouth.  Soon my face was wet from her juices.  She really was turned on by all this.

I grabbed her tight ass cheeks and adjusted her forward a bit.  I licked along that sensitive space between her pussy and asshole, her sandbar.  “Oh ... fuck ... yes ...,” she moaned, as she closed her eyes and grabbed fistfuls of my hair.  Then she sat on my face and ordered, “Lick my ass, Mike!”

I didn’t hesitate.  I licked around and over her little sweet bud.  “Yes Mike!” she groaned, her hair rolling back.  “I fucking love when you lick my ass!  You dirty boy!”

Then Jen moved again, so now my tongue was on her pussy again.  She grinded hard on my face, and I did my best to keep my tongue hard and pointing up, like a little dick.  “Yes baby!” she hissed.  “Do you like when I fuck your face?  Do I taste good?”

Jen tasted like herself, and she DID taste good.  She always tasted good.  But there was something else there too.  It was a slight taste but also easily discernable.  It was the taste of latex.  Condom.  The condom Black Hair wore when earlier he fucked my wife.  When she cheated on me.

“Answer me Mike!” Jen demanded as she rubbed back and forth hard over my face.  “Does my pussy taste good!”

It was like she was taunting me. She WAS taunting me.  And she was getting off on it.  I could tell by her voice, the way her nipples were screaming hard, and the way she was gushing juices from her pussy.  “Yes, you taste good!” I managed to say even as she pounded her pussy over my mouth.  “You always taste good!  I love how you taste!”

Jen groaned at my words.  “And if I fucked Cam today,” she said, her words coming out like a moan.  “If he came inside me.  Then you’d eat his cum from me, right baby?  You’d love it too, right baby?”

“Jen ...,” I said, my brow furrowing even as I continued to lick her.

“Fucking say YES!” Jen demanded.  “Just say YES!”

“Yes ... yes,” I said submissively.

“Oh god, oh god,” Jen moaned, her eyes clinched closed, grabbing my hair and pulling my face harder into her soaking pussy.  “That’s what I want you to do ... that’s what I want ....”

And then Jen was screaming and buckling on my face as she came.

She collapsed onto the bed next to me.  Then she curled into my side, still panting hard.  As she recovered, she reached down to my cock.  I was soft and sticky.  I had cum even without being touched.

“You came,” Jen said, holding my cock in her hand.  With my cock small and limp, she was able to easily hold my entire cock in the palm of her hand.

“Yes,” I said.

“Were you touching yourself?” she asked.

“No,” I admitted.

“That’s happening a lot,” she said.

“No, it’s not,” I said, my cheeks going red.

Jen noticed my embarrassment.  “Don’t be embarrassed,” she said.  “You’re my bottom.  You like when I take control.  It gets you hot.  So, you cum.  It’s understandable.”

“Okay ...,” I said, my voice trailing off with uncertainty.  

“I guess it didn’t feel good,” she said.  I didn’t answer but she was right.  Without any stimulation, it was like a ruined orgasm.  Ejaculation without any pleasure, without any release.

“Sorry baby,” Jen said, giving me a pretend pout.  Then she swiped her finger across my shaft, coating her finger with my sperm.  She brought her finger to my mouth.  I pulled away but she wrapped a leg over mine, holding me.  “You should get used to the taste,” she told me.

“Jen no,” I said, pulling away again and refusing to open my mouth.

“Mike, open your freaking mouth,” Jen told me with a stern voice.  There was a half laugh in her voice too.  She was enjoying this.  Finally, I did what she wanted.  I opened my lips.  Jen pushed her finger into my mouth, rolling her fingertip over my tongue.  

“See?  It’s not so terrible,” she said.  She rubbed her fingertip against my tongue some more, then she took her finger out of my mouth.  She smiled at me and added, “Your cum actually tastes kinda sweet.”

“Can you tell guys by the taste of their cum?” I asked her.

“Yes.  Most times,” Jen said.  With an embarrassed giggle she added “I know that sounds so slutty.”

“I don’t think you’re a slut,” I told her.  “No matter what you do, I’ll never think you’re a slut.”

Jen smiled at me.  Then she hugged me and gushed, “God I love you so much!”

I hugged her back.  At that moment all my concerns and anxieties seemed to wash away.  Jen loved me.  Other men might fuck her better than me, but she was mine.

“So, if my cum tastes sweet, what do other guys taste like?” I asked.  “More manly?”

“Ha ha.  Well maybe you’ll find out,” Jen said with a laugh.  She swiped her finger across my soft shaft again.  This time I didn’t resist as she pushed her tongue into my mouth.  “Sometimes it depends on what you eat.  Like, if you eat asparagus, I can taste that.”  We both laughed, although I wasn’t sure if she was telling the truth or teasing.

Then with my lips tight around her finger, she pushed her finger in and out of my mouth, like her finger was a cock and I was blowing her.  Her eyes seemed to glaze over.  She said, “Someday I want to see this.”

I immediately took her wrist and pulled her finger out of my mouth.  “Why would you want to see that?” I spat out.

“Don’t be so shocked,” Jen said with a grin at me.  “I know you like seeing me with girls.”

“So, watch gay porn on the internet,” I told her. 

“I don’t want to see an anonymous guy with a dick in his mouth,” Jen said, still grinning at me.  “I want to see my husband with a dick in his mouth.”

I glared at her as I said, “Jen ... there’s only so far you can push.”

“Okay, alright,” Jen said, not pursing the topic any further, but the smile was still on her pretty face.
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A couple weeks later, I came home to an empty house.  Jen wasn’t cooking dinner and Anna was nowhere to be seen.  I heard movement upstairs though.  I found Jen in our bedroom, putting on makeup.

“We’re going out with Joey tonight,” Jen announced.  She was sitting at her dressing table where she did her makeup.  She was nude except for a bra, thong panties and stockings.

“Oh,” I said surprised.  “Where’s Anna?”

“She’s with Stephanie,” Jen told me.

“So ... when did this happen?” I asked.

“Just today,” Jen said as she worked on her mascara.  “Joey called.”

“So just like that?” I said with a frown.  “Joe calls and you agree to go out.  You don’t call me first?”

Jen stopped with the mascara and looked at me.  “Mike ... really?” she said with her eyes boring into mine.  

I couldn’t help looking away.  The last time I spoke to Joe, I was supposed to get him to leave Jen alone.  But instead, all I achieved was to get him to agree to get tested again, and to use condoms with other girls.  I had essentially given Joe the green light to do whatever he wanted with my wife.  

When I told Jen this back then, she listened without saying anything.  We didn’t discuss it.  Not really.  I’d just caught Jen at the Swarthmore Hotel, cheating on me with Mr. Black Hair.  I was too distracted by that to think about Joe.  Maybe Jen was too.  

Now my 33-year-old wife and mother of a toddler was getting prettied up for an evening with the 23-year-old kid I helped raise.  The memories of what Joe said slammed into me like a runaway freight train:  

“Jen’s not just your wife.  We’re good friends.  I care about her.”

“You’re not taking care of her.  If you did your job, she wouldn’t need other men.”

“I gave Jen what she wanted.  What you won’t give her.  Or can’t give her.”
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I WAS SNAPPED OUT OF my reverie when Jen spoke to me.  “Hello, earth to Mike,” she said.  “Are you there?”

My eyes focused back on her.  “Yes, I’m here,” I said.

“Give me a few minutes, okay?” she said to me.  “I have to finish dressing.  I don’t want to make Joey wait.”

I stared at her for long moments.  How did I feel at that moment?  Like less than a man.  Like a husband who had no control over what was going to happen to his wife.  Like the kid I considered my young brother was calling the shots and I was submissively following along like a powerless third wheel.

I should have manned up and taken charge.  She was my wife after all, and Joe was just a spit-nose kid, over 10 years younger than me.  I should’ve told Jen no.  I should’ve called Joe and told him to fuck off.  I should’ve thrown Jen onto the bed and fucked her brains out.  

But I didn’t do any of those things.  Because I’m a cuckold.

I continued to look at my wife.  God she was so beautiful.  Her matching bra and panties were lacy taupe, and her stockings were a shade darker than nude.  Her long blonde hair glistened like lush soft silk.  She was so beautiful she didn’t need makeup, but when she put it on it just added to her perfection.  And she was getting all dolled up for another man.  For a college kid.  It made my heart ache.  It made my cock throb.

“Jen ...,” I began.  My voice was unsteady.  I felt jealous and desperate.  “Am I invited?”

Jen put down her makeup and turned to look at me.  She gave me a sympathetic smile.  “Of course you are baby,” she said.  Then she went back to her makeup.

The uber driver couldn’t keep his eyes off Jen as we drove into the city.  I couldn’t blame him.  She looked amazing!  She was wearing a LBD that I hadn’t seen in a while.  Not since she was with Scott.  (Again, thinking that – “when she was with Scott” – made my cock twitch.)  It had a daring neckline, so it showed a lot of cleavage.  I realized her bra must be a push up bra to make her chest look so big.  Also, the little black dress was cut short so it showed a lot of her long gorgeous legs.  It was so short that it exposed flashes of her stocking tops depending on how she sat.

I slid closer to her on the seat.  Glancing in the mirror (the driver was again salivating over my wife), I kissed her shoulder and gushed “You look amazing in this dress.”

“It’s kind of tight,” Jen said.  I knew why.  She was in the best shape of her life, her body tight as a drum, but pregnancy had made her a little curvier in her hips and ass, and had even made her breasts a little bigger.  “I’m not a size 0 anymore,” she lamented.

“I’m sure other girls feel so sorry for you,” I joked with a laugh.  I kissed her shoulder again and said, “I’m sure Cam appreciates the extra curves.”

Jen grinned at me.  “Joey too,” she said.  I glanced into the mirror again, at the driver.  Now he looked confused.  It made my cock throb.

“What exactly is the plan tonight?” I asked her.

“We’ve going to dinner with Joey,” Jen said.

“Is that all?” I asked.  She answered by shrugging.  She didn’t know any more than me.

“Is his friend Jamal going to be there?” I whispered.  I suddenly imagined my wife getting fucked by both my brother and his black friend.  Double penetrated by a white cock and a black cock.  The image in my head made me shudder.

“Is that what you want?” Jen whispered back.  

“Well ...,” I said with a laugh.  “It wouldn’t suck, right?” I joked, using an expression she sometimes used.

Jen didn’t smile back though.  “Jamal won’t be there,” she said with certainty. 

“How do you know?”

“Joey’s protective of me,” she said.  “He would never let Jamal or any other man touch me.”

My jaw dropped at her answer.  Jen had just described the opposite of me.  Joe was protective of her, while I let other men not only touch her, but fuck her, cum inside her, fall in love with her.  “Is that what you want?” I said in a low voice.  “You want me to be more protective?  More possessive of you?”

“Mike, this isn’t about you,” she snapped.  “Not everything’s about you.”

I gawked at her.  I felt really vulnerable at that moment, and rather than reassuring me, she was dismissive and cold.

Jen knew it too.  “I’m sorry,” she whispered, looking apologetic and regretful.  “I’m not comparing you to Joey.  Being possessive and the game don’t mix, and I understand that.  I was just trying to answer your question about Jamal.”

“Okay, I get that, but you should know something,” I said.  “I am protective of you.  That’s why the game’s such a turn on for me.  I want you all to myself, so the thought of you with another man, it drives me crazy, but somehow all that’s been sexualized inside me.  If I was with a girl I didn’t love, the game wouldn’t be a turn on.  Does that make sense?”

“It does baby, I get it,” Jen said, squeezing my hands.  
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WHEN WE GOT TO THE restaurant, the uber driver hustled out of the car and opened Jen’s door.  His eyes ate her up as she slid out of the car.  There was no way to maintain her modesty as her dress hiked up, exposing the lacy tops of her stockings.  The driver was practically salivating over my wife as I slid across the seat to follow her out the car door.  

“You share her?” the driver boldly asked me.  I didn’t respond of course.  He handed me his card.  “I’ll show her a good time.  You too,” he said, grinning at me.  

“Did you hear what the uber driver just said?” I asked Jen as we entered the restaurant.

“He’s cute,” Jen said, grinning.  She had clearly heard.

I gawked at her.  “Are you serious?” I said with shock.

Jen took the driver’s card from me and slipped it into her clutch.  “He wasn’t the only one looking,” she said with a grin at me.  I was dumbstruck.  Also, the card reminded me of the Swarthmore Hotel.  My head spun as I thought about all the balls in the air.  Cam, Black Hair, Blake, Joe, and now the uBer driver.  She had so many lovers (and potential lovers).  How did Jen keep them all straight?  The game was definitely more complicated this time.

Jen had me too, we still had sex.  Although she told me the other day she no longer thought of me that way.  Other men had replaced me in her sex life.  The thought pained my heart and made me feel jealous and insecure, but it also thrilled me.

The hostess showed us to a table with 4 chairs.  Joe was already there.  For a moment I panicked.  Was Jen going to sit next to Joe or me?  We’d played that game before, with Jen pretending to be another man’s date with me being the tag along friend.  But I didn’t want to be third wheel to Joe, the kid I thought of as my brother.  That would be too much.  Jen didn’t go there though.  She sat across the table from Joe, next to me and holding my hand.

The first part of dinner was normal.  It was just the 3 of us catching up about work, school, my parents and Anna.  Despite the normalcy, there was tension in the air.  How could there not be?  

Joe was the same as always, but he was different too.  He was an adult now, and more confident and assertive.  Our conversation turned to politics.  We were all Democrats but Jen was further to the left than both Joe and me.  I was interested in politics, but I never argued with Jen when I disagreed with her position.  It wasn’t conducive to a happy marriage.  In the past, Joe would have deferred too.  But now he was more assertive.  He rigorously argued his points when he didn’t agree with Jen.  It never got nasty.  But that’s what I mean by Joe being more confident and assertive.  The kid I helped raise was no longer a boy.  He was a man.

After dinner we moved to the adjoining bar.  It felt like a speakeasy with dark wood paneling and plush leather seats.  The bar was crowded with people drinking expensive bourbon and artisan vodka.  After ordering drinks, Jen excused herself to go to the bathroom.  I watched as Joe’s eyes lingered on my wife’s backside as she walked away.

“Here it is,” Joe said to me as soon as Jen was out of earshot.  He handed me an envelope.  I knew what it was, but I looked anyway.  The test results.  It was dated a week ago.  Joe was clean.

“What about since then?” I asked, referring to the 1-week time gap.

“I’ve used condoms, okay?” Joe said irritably.  “So, where’s Jen’s test?”

“She didn’t get tested,” I hissed at him.

“Hey Mike, that’s not cool,” Joe said, frowning at me.

“She’s my wife!” I hissed in a low voice.  “If I say she doesn’t need to get tested, then that’s it!  Take it or leave it!”

“Okay, fine, whatever, calm down,” Joe said, looking around to make sure no one heard me.

I reached into my pocket.  “Here,” I said, handing the small square packages to him.  They were condoms.  “I want you to use these.”

Joe frowned at the condoms in my hand.  “Uh, Mike,” he said.  “You know, the whole point of getting tested –.”

“YOU WILL USE CONDOMS WITH MY WIFE!” I snarled at him.  I was speaking in a low voice, but still people were turning to look at us.

“Will you fucking calm down!” Joe whispered back to me.  “Okay whatever,” he said, taking the condoms from me and stuffing them into his pocket.

Jen returned a few moments later.  I could tell she’d brushed her hair and put on new lipstick.  For me?  No, not for me. I knew tonight was Joe’s night.

Jen eyed the white paper in my hand.  She knew what it was of course.  “Can I see it?” she asked me, holding out her hand.

“I already checked it,” I assured her.

“But it’s my body, you know?” she said to me, her hand still out.  My insides were churning, as for some reason her attitude bothered me (even though she was right of course, it was her body).  I handed over Joe’s STD test to her.  “Here,” she said to Joe.  She pulled an identical white paper from her clutch and handed it to my brother.

I felt crestfallen as Joe took the paper from Jen.  “You got tested?” I asked with shock.

“Of course I got tested Mike,” Jen said.  Joe grinned at me.  I clenched my teeth together to avoid saying something I would regret later.  

Jen sensed I was bothered and pulled me aside.  “Are you okay?” she asked.

“I told Joe to wear a condom with you,” I told her.

Jen frowned and said, “But we both got tested.”

“When exactly did you get tested Jen?” I snapped.

Jen pursed her lips.  “What’s up with you Mike?” she asked.  “You know I get tested now, for Cam.”

“For Cam!  For Joe!” I snapped.  “What about for ME?”

“Of course the testing is for you, too,” Jen insisted.  “Mike, what’s wrong?  I thought this is what you wanted.”

Again, I gritted my teeth.  “I do want it,” I said.  “It’s just ....”  My voice trailed off.  I wanted this, but I didn’t.  I loved it but hated it too.  I didn’t understand it myself, so how could I explain my feelings to Jen?

“Baby ...,” Jen sighed. She was used to my conflicting feelings over the game and being a cuck. “Remember what we talked about in the car?  Being possessive and the game don’t mix.  Being alpha and the game don’t mix.”

I smiled, but it was without humor.  “So, you don’t want me going alpha on you?” I asked, bitterness in my voice.

“It’ll just get you upset.  Like now,” Jen said, giving me a sympathetic smile and rubbing my arm.  “You just need to let things happen Mike.”

“Let things happen ...,” I said, repeating her words.  “I guess that’s what a cuckold does.”

Jen grinned at me.  “You are a cuckold baby.  You’re my cuckold,” she teased.  She hugged my arm and said reassuringly, “But you know what?  In a couple hours we’ll be home.  Just you and me.”

Her words calmed me.  I could do this.  Just a few hours.  Then she would be all mine again.  Then, as I looked at her, I saw something.  I’d been so bothered I didn’t see it before, but now it was apparent to me.  

Jen was aroused.  Big time aroused. She had a major cum face on.  And I knew it wasn’t because of me.  It was because of Joe.  

We returned to Joe.  He said, “How about a smoke?”  He was looking at Jen as he said it.  Clearly the invitation was only for her.

Jen realized the same thing.  She nodded yes to Joe, then gave me a weak smile.  Moments later she was walking out the door of the bar, with the 23-year-old college student I considered my brother.
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IT WAS AN UNSEASONABLY warm winter evening.  Yet still I wrapped my arms around myself against the chill as we walked outside.  I let Joey lead me.  We walked passed the other smokers and then down a side street.  Then we turned into an alley.  It was the alley behind the restaurant.  We were alone.  It was dark.  

“So, you planned this?” I asked him.

“Yes,” Joey said.  

I looked into his eyes.  “You don’t have to wear a condom,” I told him.

“I wasn’t planning to,” Joey said.  He moved towards me.  I stepped back but stopped when my back pressed against the brick wall of the alley.  Joe didn’t stop though.  Not until his body pressed against mine.

He kissed me.  I didn’t stop him.  He mauled my tits through my dress.  I didn’t stop him.  He reached down and hiked my skirt up.  I didn’t stop him.  He jerked down my panties.  I didn’t stop him.

Then I heard him working on his belt and pulling down his zipper.  He grabbed the back of my thigh and pulled my leg up, opening me up.  Then he bent at the knees, positioning himself.  He had one hand on my shoulders and the other on his cock.  His cockhead pressed against my pussy lips.  Holding me still, he lurched up, and then he was inside me.

I grunted as Joey penetrated me with his manhood.  God he was so freaking thick!  He wasn’t gentle, he forced himself all the way inside me in just a couple thrusts.  God I felt so full!  There was pain but also pleasure.  I looped my arms under his and grabbed his shoulders as he started fucking me.  

Joey kissed me as he thrusted in and out.  “Oh god Joey!” I moaned into his mouth.  It felt so good!  Long is good, but if I had to choose, I’d pick thick every time.  I loved the sensation of feeling stretched!  And Joey was the thickest cock I’d ever had!  It felt so freaking good!

“Did Mike really think I was going to wear a condom?” Joey hissed as he fucked me hard.

I was having trouble talking with the big thing pounding into me.  “Sometimes – he gets – conflicted,” I managed to say.

“Your bare pussy feels so good!” Joey gushed.  But I barely heard him because I was cumming.  I came really hard.  My nails dug into his shoulders as I came.  My orgasm hit me like a monster tidal wave, and I think I bit his lip as I tasted blood.  But I didn’t care.  I was just reveling in the feeling of cumming on the thick cock inside me.  With my husband feeling sad and waiting inside for me!  God I was so nasty!  So wicked!  Such a dirty slut!  It got me so hot!

“Wait, wait,” I panted into Joey’s chest.  He still held my leg up and we were still connected, but I needed a moment to recover before he started up again.  Joey took the opportunity to touch me.  His hands roamed my body.  I felt his fingers at the zipper of my dress.  He began unzipping me, but I stopped him.  “No, don’t,” I told him.  “Don’t take off my dress.”  I didn’t want my dress to fall onto the ground, which was filthy.

“You’re not in control Jen,” Joey told me.

“I’m not?” I said, grinning at him.  Our quick fuck here in the alley felt like our affair from the past.  It reminded me of the quickie in the basement laundry room of our old apartment.  Both then and now, I was in control.  Yes, Joey was more confident and assertive now but that didn’t change things.  I was older.  He had always looked up to me, ever since Mike first introduced me to him. He’d always had a boyish crush on me.  I had helped him become a man.  Of course I was in control.

The last time, when he “raped” me, I knew that was a one-time thing.  I didn’t expect that this time from Joey, or ever again.  It was kinda disappointing (and a relief too, honestly), but I was looking forward to more of this fling with Joey.  He was my Joey.  I really cared about him.  He had a freaking amazing cock.  And, despite his pouty face, I knew Mike got off on it.  The wicked, taboo nature of it all got me really hot. 

So, I was thrilled to have this fling with Joey.  I wasn’t planning to see him often. There was only so far I could push Mike.  There was also Joey to think about.  I didn’t want his crush for me to turn into something bigger.  I just wanted him to think of me as his caring friend, who by the way he got to fuck every now and then.

Things would stop when he got a serious girlfriend.  When that happened – when he got close to getting married – then the sex part of our relationship would have to end.  There was kinky fun, but then there was real life, and I didn’t want to hurt Joey’s relationship with another girl.

But Joey was only 23.  It might be years before that happened.  I imagined having access to his extremely thick cock for years. It made me shudder.  I grinned inside as I thought “it wouldn’t suck.”

“No, you’re not in control!” Joey growled at me.  

“What?” I said, not understanding.

Then abruptly, Joey pulled out of me.  The sudden emptiness after filling so full made me groan, but then he was twisting me around and forcing me against the brick wall.  Joey pulled up my skirt.  Then I felt him rub something cold between my cheeks and over my ass.  Lube.  Then before I could even think, I felt Joey pressing his big cockhead against my asshole.  My asshole!  He pressed me hard against the wall, pushing my cheek against the cold brick.  

I cried out when his big cock head penetrated my asshole.  It hurt!  He was too big!

“Joey no!” I cried.  My eyes watered up as he pushed more of his thick shaft into me.  It felt like he was tearing me apart!  It really hurt!  “Joey ....” I whined.

But he didn’t stop.  He kept pushing his big thick cock into me.  At the same time, he was unzipping my dress and pulling it down my arms.  He unsnapped my bra and tossed it onto the dirty wet ground.  Then he mauled my tits as he continued to inch his cock into my ass.

He pulled out a little, then pushed back in.  Out and in.  Out and in.  He was fucking me! The young man I helped raise was fucking my ass!

Joey pounded me from behind.  He couldn’t go fast, or too deep.  He was too thick and I was too tight.  But still it felt like I was being pounded.  I was being used.  Against my will.  Joey was doing it again.  He was raping me!  He was raping my ass!

I was panting hard, my eyes clenched shut, my hands flat against the wall to prevent from being smashed up against it.  Joey fondled my breasts and pinched my nipples as he fucked my ass.  Then he reached down with one hand and rubbed my clit.  At some point it started feeling good.  There was still a lot of pain, but the pleasure/pain combination got me breathing hard and I started moaning in deep short breaths.

“Is this what Mike wants to see?” Joey said tauntingly.  “You getting fucked in the ass?  Is it?”

When I didn’t answer, Joey hissed into my ear “Answer me slut!  Is this what Mike wants to see?”

“Yes,” I finally answered.  “It gets him hot.”

“And you’re okay with that?” Joey said contemptuously, anger and disgust in his voice.

“Joey ...,” I said through labored breathing.  It was hard to think much less talk.  “Joey ....”
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AFTER IT WAS OVER, Joey helped me dress.  I didn’t put the bra back on.  He held my arm as we walked back to the bar, because my knees were weak.  He didn’t go into the bar with me.  By silent agreement we both knew it was better he didn’t see Mike again tonight.

Mike had gotten a booth at the back of the bar.  I saw him and we made eye contact.  But rather than go to him, I went to the bathroom.  Inside a stall, I pulled up my dress.  I wiped between my legs with toilet paper.  Over my ass.  I had to wipe multiple times, and each time the paper came away soaked with sperm.  Joey had really cum a lot in me.

Then I went to the sink.  I clenched the edge of the counter as I tried to still my breathing and shaking knees.  Joey had really fucked me hard.  Both my pussy and ass ached.  Especially my ass. But I tingled all over, because he had made me cum too.  Once really hard in my pussy.  Then again when he fucked my ass.

A woman came into the bathroom.  She was probably 10 years older and very chic, like a model.  She saw me and gave me a concerned look.  “Are you okay?”

I nodded.  I wasn’t able to speak, so I just nodded.

The woman gave me a long look.  I guess I must’ve looked just fucked because she gave me an envious smile and said, “I wish I looked like you.  But my husband can’t get it up anymore.  It’s my fault though, because I married him for his money.  Sorry, that’s probably TMI.”

I managed to stand up straight and look at the woman.  She really was beautiful.  I said “My husband doesn’t have that problem.  But he’s got a small dick.  So, I fuck other men.”

The woman’s eyes got big with surprise.  “Really?  Just now?” she asked.

“Yes,” I told her.  “Outside, around the back.  My husband’s waiting for me.  He gets off on it.”

The woman looked shocked.  Then her lips turned upward in another envious smile.  “God, you are a lucky girl,” she said.  
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I SLID INTO THE BOOTH next to Mike.  

“You were gone a long time,” he said, a frown on his face.

Under the table, I ran my hand up his leg to his cock.  He was tenting his pants.  Now I knew why he wanted to sit in the booth.

“Joey fucked me,” I told him.  I felt his cock twitch.

“Without a condom?” he asked.

“That’s right,” I said.  “He fucked my bare pussy.  Then he fucked my ass.  No condom.”  Mike’s cock twitched again and he groaned.

“Did he make you cum?”

“You know he did.”

“Did he cum inside you?”

I softly dragged my lips up his cheek, to his ear.  I swirled my tongue into his ear, making him shudder.  Then I huskily whispered “You know he did.”

Mike groaned again and his whole body seemed to shudder.  

“Joey made me cum so hard Mike,” I whispered into his ear.  “And he came so much.  Into my ass.  Here.”  I moved my hand up to his nose.  I was holding a bundle of tissues from the bathroom.  It was soaked with Joey’s sperm.  “This is what Joey smells like.”  Mike grunted and lurched, and I watched a wet spot form in my husband’s pants.​
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CHAPTER 15
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The clerk at the Swarthmore Hotel was a pimply faced kid.  He was tall and skinny, and his long oily dark hair looked in serious need of shampoo.  Besides the 2 of us, the lobby was empty.  I got the impression the lobby with its worn furniture and thread bare carpet was usually empty.  

The clerk looked at me guardedly as I approached him at the check-in counter.  “The woman who just checked in,” I said to the clerk.  “The pretty blonde.  With the man with black hair.”

“Yeah?” the clerk said, looking at me warily.

I put $200 on the counter.  “I want the room next to them,” I told him.  I knew rooms here went for $100 a night.

The clerk eyed the money.  Then he looked at me.  “Who are you?” he asked.  “The girl’s husband?”

I put another $200 on the counter.  “That doesn’t matter,” I told him.

The clerk took the $400 and stuffed it into his pocket.  He gave me a key.  It was room 67.  Which meant Jen’s room was 69.  “How fitting,” I thought.  

“For another $200 I’ll show you the room,” the clerk said.

“I can find the room myself,” I said, not quite understanding what he was talking about.

“If you’re stalking the girl, it’ll be worth it,” the clerk told me.

“I’m not stalking her,” I said defensively.  But that was bullshit, because of course I was stalking her.  I had the right though.  She was my wife.  And she was cheating on me.

But I was curious about what the clerk was talking about.  So, I gave him $200 more.  He stuffed the money into his pocket and grabbed the key to room 67.  “Come on,” he said.

Room 67 was a standard hotel room.  Bed, bathroom, flat screen TV on the dresser.  I frowned when I saw there was no connecting door to room 69.  Also, the drapes to room 69 were tightly closed.  What was I doing here?  My plan had been to rent the room next to Jen and Black Hair, to see them or at least hear them together.  But with their drapes closed I couldn’t see anything.  I couldn’t hear anything through the walls.  And the lack of a connecting door further dashed my hopes.

“Here, grab the other side,” the clerk said.  He was holding one side of a big painting.  I went to the other side.  We lifted the painting off the wall and laid it on the bed.

“Holy fuck,” I gasped when I looked back at the wall.  Behind the painting was a big mirror.  A one-way mirror.  I was able to see into room 69, but the people there couldn’t see us.

There, before my eyes, was my wife.  Jen.  She was on the bed, on her back, naked with her legs spread.  Black Hair was on top of her.  He was fucking her.

Jen looked into Black Hair’s eyes as he moved in and out of her.  She raked her fingers through his hair.  Black Hair penetrated her with look deep strokes, moving slow, the muscles of his ass and the back of his thighs tensing with each thrust.  

Jen moved her hands down his back, slowly caressing him.  Her nails traced his hard muscles as he tensed with each slow thrust.  I noticed her nails were soft pink.  She just got her nails done yesterday.  

Last night I told her I liked the color, and she smiled at me, and gave me a kiss.  I thought she looked so sweet and innocent with the soft pink of the polish. Now she was raking those pink nails down another man’s back as her pussy was full of his cock. 

Black Hair lowered his face, and he kissed her.  Jen opened her lips and welcomed his kiss.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back.  He pushed his tongue into her mouth, and Jen ran her tongue over his.  As she did, she raked her fingers through his jet black hair again.  All of this happened while Black Hair continued to slowly pump my wife’s pussy with his cock.

After watching them for a few minutes, it was apparent to me.  They weren’t fucking.  They were making love.  

Jen was breathing hard, and her eyelids were heavy, sure signs of her arousal.  Her body moved in sync with Black Hair’s, slowly moving her hips back as he pulled out, slowly moving forward as he pushed in.  Her cheeks were flushed.  Her breathing was labored.  She had a major cum face on.  Black Hair was slowly bringing my wife up the cliff to an orgasm, and when she fell over the cliff, when her orgasm hit, when the intense pleasure hit like strong waves against the beach, Jen would feel love for him.  I knew how this would go, I’d seen it before.  My wife would feel love for another man.

As I watched, I noticed other things.  Jen wasn’t completely naked.  She wore thigh high stockings and high heels.  I tried to remember the last time Jen had worn stockings and high heels for me.  Just for me, and not part of the game.  Probably my birthday, almost a year ago.  A year!  Yet, she always dressed sexy for Black Hair and Cam.  And Joe too.  The other day when we went to dinner with him, when he fucked her ass, she wore stockings and high heels for him.

My eyes focused on Black Hair.  His hair was really black, jet black.  He was tall.  Thin but toned.  His muscles rippled with each stroke into my wife’s pussy.  I got a look at his face when he glanced my way.  I had to admit he was a handsome man.  Very handsome, like a movie star.  He was as handsome as Jen was pretty.  They looked good together.  They were a good couple.  As I thought that, a wave of cuckold angst washed over me.

My head spun.  My insides churned with dark emotions.  Jealousy.  Betrayal.  Anxiety. Insecurity.  It was almost too much, watching them and thinking these thoughts.  The cuckold angst was so intense.  It was magnified because I didn’t know who Black Hair was.  I couldn’t talk to Jen about him.  I couldn’t ask her how often she saw him or, more importantly, what she felt for him.  From watching them I could tell it wasn’t just physical, she had feelings for him.  But how serious was it?  Was it a crush, puppy love, like with Cam?  Or did she love him?  Was it real love?

God I was so aroused.  My cock throbbed in my pants.  I gave into it and pulled it out.  I slowly stroked myself as I watched Black Hair make love to my wife.

I practically jumped when the clerk spoke to me.  I had forgotten he was there.  “Are you more into the chick or the dude?” he asked.

I looked over at him.  I was horrified to see he was stroking his dick too.  I realized he did this often.  That’s why he set up the one-way mirror.  To watch people fuck.  

“Fuck dude you look like you’re ready to blow,” he said grinning at me.  My cheeks flushed with embarrassment, and I looked down at the rug.  Unintentionally, I looked at his dick.  My eyes went wide.  The boy had a big dick.  Not particularly thick, but very long.  

The boy saw me looking at his cock.  “You into guys?” he asked me.  He turned to give me a better look.  He was definitely long.  Really long.  “You can suck it,” he offered me.  “One hundred dollars and I’ll let you suck me off.”

My body shuddered at his words.  But I jerked my eyes away from his cock.  “No,” I hissed at him.

The boy’s eyes went to my dick.  My cheeks flushed, as I knew my 4-inch cock was less than half the length of his.  Now the boy knew too.  I might be older than him, but he was the man, and I was the boy when it came to dicks.  I immediately felt like less of a man.  Like, he was superior to me.

“She’s your wife, right?” the boy said.  “Is that why she cheats on you?  Because you got a little dick?  That dude, he’s got a big dick.  You can’t tell with him inside her, but his cock’s almost as big as mine.”  With a proud grin he added “Almost.”

My head exploded as he talked to me.  My heart pounded so hard I felt like I was having a heart attack.  This was more than just watching Jen fuck.  The boy was giving me play-by-play with color commentary.  

“How often do they come here?” I asked.  My throat was so dry from excitement I could barely speak, and I had to repeat my question for the boy to hear me.

“Once a week,” the boy said with a shrug.  “Twice sometimes.”

My anxiety spiked as I processed his words.  Jen saw Black Hair every week.  EVERY week.  This was not a casual hookup.  This was a real relationship.  Jen was in a real relationship with another man.  And she was doing it behind my back!

Then out of nowhere, the boy said, “They stopped using condoms a couple weeks ago.  Now he usually nuts inside her pussy.”

I cried out and came.  My cum splashed against the one-way mirror.  

The boy frowned at me.  With a disapproving voice, he said, “Hey dude, not cool.  You gonna clean that up.”
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