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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 BEGINS ABOUT a week after the end of Book 10
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THIS WAS MY BIG DAY.  I was being promoted to full partner based on my work on Sapphire 1 and 2.

I was only 36.  Old for an NFL quarterback, but young for Wallstreet, especially at my firm.  I was going to be the youngest full partner ever.  The last youngest partner had been 39, so I was not only beating but crushing that record!

Full partner came with a big raise and even bigger bonuses.  And there were major perks.  I got a big expense account, a company car (a Mercedes), and access to the company jet, a Gulfstream G650.  A jet!  

I still appeared on CNN as a business correspondent.  People called me a “Master of the Universe” (from Tom Wolfe’s Bonfire of the Vanities).  I had pretty reporters like Jasmine Kelly wanting to interview me.

The success of my career reassured me.  As a man.  And with my wife.  

I was more successful than any of her lovers.  They might have big dicks and fuck good, but that wasn’t the measure of a man.  I was a good provider.  Jen didn’t work, so she relied on me to bring home the bacon.  And I did.  I brought home a lot of bacon.  

I was a good husband.  I never demeaned my wife.  We rarely had harsh words.  I was supportive, encouraging and most of all, loving.  I loved Jen more than life itself.  I would do anything for her.

And I was a good father.  I spent a lot of time with Anna.  We were really close.  

Good husband and father, and good provider.  They were the measures of a man.  Yes, sex was important.  But hadn’t I taken care of that too?  Yes, I did.  I took care of my wife.  I gave her what she needed, and what she wanted.  The fact that it wasn’t me was secondary.  All that mattered was I was taking care of Jen.  No other man could take care of her, and love her, like me.

There was a big reception tonight to congratulate me.  Jen was coming of course.  I was so excited for her to be here.  In the game, I was the cuckold husband.  I was weak and inadequate.  I was needy, insecure, and even pathetic.  I was the lesser man.

But here at work, I was successful.  I was powerful.  I was a Master of a Universe.

I wanted Jen to see that.  I wanted to remind my wife that I was a real man.  Not her lovers.  But me.  I was the real man, not them.

In the late afternoon, Jen called.  “So, I want to ask you something,” she began.  She had a mischievous smile in her voice.  

“What?” I said, a smile in my voice too.

“Well, I just got back from Cam’s,” she said.

“Oh.  You saw Cam today?” I asked, surprised.  

“Yes.”

“I mean, you saw him, saw him?” I asked.

“Mike ...  yes,” she said.

I frowned into the phone.  Jen had sex with Cam today.  On my big day, she had sex with another man.

We hadn’t talked about it.  I didn’t tell her not to see Cam.  I just assumed, on my big day ....

“Anyways, I told Cam about your promotion,” Jen said, the mischievous smile back in her voice.  “He said something.  So, I want to ask if you want me to do it.  Tonight, at the reception.”

“Do what?” I asked.

“I can’t tell you.  It would ruin it if I told you,” Jen said with a grin.  “Don’t worry, it’s not over the top.  But I think it’ll get you hot.”

I paused, processing her words and my emotions.  Jen wanted to play the game tonight.  Because of what Cam said.  On my big day.  She wanted to play the game.

“Mike, are you okay?” Jen asked over the phone.

“What did Cam say about my promotion?” I asked.  “When you told him.”

“He’s really impressed,” Jen said.  “Mike, he knows who you are.  He’s googled you.  He’s seen you on TV.  He really respects you.”

I frowned into the phone.  I hated when she defended Cam.  It felt like she was taking his side over me.  She used to do it all the time with Scott.  Now it was Cam.

“Do you talk to Cam about Anna?” I asked.

“What?”

“Anna,” I said sharply.  “Do you talk to Cam about Anna?”

“I mean, he knows about Anna,” Jen said.  “But I don’t talk to him about her, not really.  Mike baby ... I’m sorry.  It’s just something Cam said.  I thought you’d like it.  But it’s upsetting you.  I won’t do it.”

“How long were you with Cam?” I asked.  Anger and jealousy were in my voice.

Jen knew I was upset.  “Just the normal thing,” she said guardedly.  “I went to his place after the gym.”  She hesitated, like she was thinking.  She must’ve figured out why I was upset because she said, “You know, I shouldn’t have seen him today.  Not on your big day.  But Mike baby ... it’s still your big day.  Cam doesn’t mean anything.”

Cam didn’t mean anything?  Then why did she see him?  I knew why.  She couldn’t help herself.  She had a longing, and she knew her husband couldn’t do anything about it.  Her husband – me – couldn’t give her what she needed.  So, she went to a man who could.  

But why was I so upset?  Isn’t this exactly what I wanted?  I was a cuck, and Jen was cucking me.  So why did it bother me so much?

I forced myself to calm down.  I forced the dark emotions away.  “It’s okay.  You didn’t do anything wrong,” I told her.  I forced a grin into the phone and added “You know how I get.”

“This is your day,” Jen said.  “I’m so proud of you Mike.  You’re so wonderful.  I won’t do that thing.”

“What is the thing?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Jen said.  “Maybe I’ll do it some other time.  Not today.”

“No, Jen, I want you to do it,” I said.  

“Are you sure?  It’s not over the top.  I think you’ll like it.”

“Yes, I want you to do it,” I told her.
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I WAS EXCITED TO SEE Jen.  I admit, I wanted to show her off.  And not because of the game.  My wife was beautiful, and I knew she’d be dressed sexy.  It would feel good to have her on my arm as we mingled at the reception, and as I got recognized for being the newest full partner.

Traffic was heavy so Jen was late.  She met me at the reception.  When I saw her, I was kind of disappointed.  She wasn’t dressed sexy.  She wore a loose dress that ended passed her knees.  The dress was elegant but not sexy.  It didn’t show any cleavage and was loose on her body, and it didn’t show much of her lovely legs.

Jen wasn’t wearing any hose, not even pantyhose.  And instead of high heels, she wore flats.  On top of that, she wasn’t wearing any makeup that I could tell, and had her hair in a ponytail.

Jen was still beautiful.  My wife could wear a burlap sack and she’d still be beautiful.  But she wasn’t dressed sexy.  In fact, it looked like she had barely dressed up at all.

We hugged and kissed hello.  Then she grinned at me.  “Disappointed I’m not wearing spikey high heels?” she asked with a mischievous smile in her voice.  

“Not at all baby, you look beautiful,” I quickly said, giving her the smart husband answer.

Jen looked at me knowingly.  “You are disappointed,” she said with that mischievous smile on her beautiful face.  Then she moved closer to me and whispered, “This is what Cam told me to do.  He told me not to dress up for you.”

“What?” I said dumbly.  I might be a Master of the Universe, but I didn’t understand what she was saying.

Jen moved closer to me and whispered into my ear, “Cam told me not to dress up for you.  I told you he’s competitive.  He said he wants to keep my sexiness for him.”

“So, what do I get?” I asked, my throat suddenly dry.

“You get a loose black dress,” Jen said with that wicked smile.  “Cotton bra and panties.  No lace.  No thong.  No hose.  No high heels.  That’s all you get baby.”

“Jen ...,” I groaned in a low voice.  This was not the place for this.  I was being recognized.  The youngest full partner.  In few minutes I was going to have to stand in front of my entire firm and give a speech.  It was not a good time to be in cuck-space.  Not a good time to have a boner in my pants.

“You know what else Cam said?”

“What?” 

Again, Jen moved closer.  “You don’t get my pussy tonight,” she whispered into my ear.  “Or my mouth.  All you get is my hand.”

“Ugh, god Jen ...,” I moaned.  If she kept talking like this, I was going to fucking cum in my pants!

Jen put a soothing hand on my chest.  “Calm down Mike,” she said in a soft voice.  “I’m doing this for you.  Because I love you and I’m so proud of you.”

I grabbed her arm and hissed into her ear, “Did you cum on Cam’s cock today?”

“Yes.”

“Did he cum inside you?”

“Yes.”

“Are you going to sit on my face tonight?”

Jen looked at me.  She grinned at me.  That wicked, mischievous grin.  “Oh yeah baby,” she cooed, her words coming out like a soft moan.  “Tonight, you’re gonna eat Cam’s cum from my pussy.”

At that moment I was called up to make my speech.  I gave Jen a long look.  

“I’m so proud of you Mike,” she told me, smiling into my eyes and squeezing my hand.  “I love you so much.”  Then I moved to the stage with Jen walking with me and holding my arm.
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LATER THAT NIGHT I was sitting on the edge of the bed.  Jen was standing in front of me, still fully dressed.  My hands were on her hips, caressing her.  Feeling what she was wearing under her dress.

“You’re not wearing a thong,” I said as I felt her panties under the dress.

“I told you I wasn’t,” Jen said.  “Just plain white cotton panties.”  With a grin she added “Back in high school we called them grandma panties.”

“But you hate panty lines,” I reminded her.

“Don’t have to worry about that in this dress, mister,” Jen pointed out.  “It’s so loose.”

“You wouldn’t wear this dress with Cam,” I said.

“Nope,” Jen agreed.  “I work hard to keep my body.   I want Cammy to see it.”

“Or Joe,” I said, remembering the tiny dress she’d worn the last time we saw Joe.  When he fucked her up the ass.

“Or Joe either,” she agreed.

I looked into her eyes.  “Or Scott,” I said.

Jen looked back at me.  She could see I was in major cuck-space.  She said “Remember?  I always went braless with Scott.  Because that’s what he wanted.  So yeah.  I’d never wear this dress with him.  It’s not nearly sexy enough.”

I groaned with lust.  I thought about Black Hair.  She’d never wear this dress for him either.

“But you wore this dress for me,” I said.  I was so excited that my voice was shaky.  As I caressed her hips and ass and felt the unsexy panty lines, I added “And these panties.”

“That’s right,” Jen said.  She was looking in my eyes.  “You don’t get a sexy dress Mike.  You don’t get sexy lingerie.  You don’t get stockings or high heels.  Even on your special day, you don’t get any of that.”

“So, you’re denying me?” I asked.

“I am.”

“Because Cam said so?”

“Yes.  Because that’s what Cam wants,” Jen said.  “But also because I don’t think about you that way anymore.  I get off on your tongue.  You have an amazing tongue.  But not your cock.  Your cock’s too small.  It’s too thin.  You can’t stretch me.  You can’t reach the places that make me feel good.”

“Oh god Jen ...,” I groaned, lurching forward so my cheek pressed against her stomach.  I was close to cumming.  “Are you telling the truth?” I asked desperately.  “Is this all the truth?”

“Yes Mike.  Every word is true.”

“Oh god,” I moaned.  I was close to cumming in my pants again.

“It’s time for you to make me cum,” she told me.  She pushed me up onto the bed, onto my back.  Then she reached under her dress and pulled down her panties.  I saw she really had worn plain white cotton panties.  Granny panties.  They were plain, not even edged in lace.

Jen moved up my body and straddled my chest.  “Ready to eat Cam’s cum?” she said.  She was aroused.  She had a major cum face on.  This talk was arousing her as much as me.

I looked up into her face and asked, “Does Cam know I know?” 

“No,” Jen replied.  “He still thinks I’m cheating on you.”

We locked eyes.  It wasn’t just Cam.  She was cheating on me with Black Hair too.  Really cheating.

“You know, I’ve thought about telling Cam,” Jen said.  “You’d love it.  You’d get to see us together all the time.  And I’d get something too.”

“What?”

Jen brought her hand to my mouth.  She traced my lips with her fingertip.  She said “I want to see Cam’s cock in your mouth.  I want to see him cum in your mouth.”

I stared at her.  There was an edginess to her tonight.  It was almost like she was angry about something.  But what?  She was the one denying me.  She was the one taunting me.  I hadn’t done anything except barely avoid embarrassment at the reception.  Somehow I’d made it through my speech.  Fortunately, the bar was low for me as everyone knew I hated public speaking.

Jen moved over my head.  As she lowered her pussy onto my face, she said “Think about that as you eat me out.”  

I immediately began licking her.  “Oh yeah Mike. I love fucking your face,” she moaned.  She grabbed my hair and rubbed her pussy hard against my nose and mouth.  “Yeah cucky.  Can you taste it?  Cam’s cum?  You like it cucky?  You like eating Cam’s cum?  Oh god that’s so hot!”

Jen came fast.  Faster than usual.  Afterwards we laid on our sides, looking at each other.  We were both still dressed.

“So you’re not gonna dress sexy for me anymore?” I asked as I brushed my fingers across the bosom of the loose, shapeless black dress.

“Maybe not,” Jen said.

“You’re my wife,” I reminded her.

“Yes,” she agreed.  “But you’ve been replaced.”  She reached down to my crotch.  She felt my erection.  I was so fucking hard.  “You’re clearly okay with it,” she said.

Jen unbuckled and unzipped my pants, and took out my hard cock.  She began stroking me, using my precum for lubricant.

“You’re not gonna give me your pussy?” I asked.

“Nope,” she said with a shake of her head.  “Not my mouth either.  I’m keeping those for Cam.”

“But you’re my wife.  Your pussy belongs to me.”

Jen stopped stroking me, taking her hand off my cock.  “So, take me then,” she said tauntingly.  “Come on Mike.  Do it.  Be a real man for once.  Just once, be a real man. Come on, do it.  Fuck me.”

I didn’t move.  I laid there on my side, looking at her and unable to move.  Her words were thrilling, but so harsh.  Without any love or tenderness.   I couldn’t believe she was talking to me like this.  Especially on my big day.  Was this Cam’s idea too?  Getting Jen to demean me, to humiliate me, to make me feel like nothing, on this day of all days?

Then it got worse.  Jen laughed.  It wasn’t a ha-ha laugh.  It was a taunting, derisively laugh.  

She said, “You know, if I said that to Cam, he’d be fucking my brains out now.  Joey too.  But you just lay there.”

“I guess I’m not a man like Cam and Joe,” I said.  There was bitterness and jealousy in my voice.  “I guess I’m just a pathetic cuckold.”

“Maybe you are,” Jen said harshly.

My eyes went wide.   “Do you really think that?” I asked.  I was shocked.  Jen had never taken the game this far.  She had never questioned my manhood, much less called me a “pathetic cuckold.”  Now she was?

Jen looked at me thoughtfully.  She wrapped her hand around my cock again, but this time her fist was loose, and I could barely feel anything.  She said, “I think maybe I should give you a ruined orgasm.”

“Jen, no, please!” I pleaded.  I pushed my hips up, desperate for her to grip me harder.  But it just resulted in me thrusting my cock into her open hand.

Jen laughed.  It was another dismissive laugh.  “Do you need an orgasm, Mike?” she asked.

“Oh god yes!  Please make me cum!” I begged.  It made Jen laugh again.  But at least she closed her fist and gripped me tighter.  

She said, “You have to admit, you are acting like a pathetic cuckold right now.”

“Jen, god ...,” I lamented.  As a cuckold, humiliation turned me on.  Being compared unfavorable to her lovers turned me on.  But there were limits.  And Jen was pushing up against those limits – pushing passed those limits.  Despite my arousal, she was making me feel like shit.

Then, abruptly, Jen glared at me.  “I saw that slut Elaine tonight,” she spat out.  “Does she still work for you?”

“No.  She’s on another team,” I said honestly.  

Elaine worked in my firm.  She used to work for me.

Elaine was young and beautiful.  She was fresh faced and very pretty.  She had a sexy body.  Curvy.  Big chest.  Nice legs.  She always wore tight skirts and high heels.  And she had a major crush on me.

Before, back when she was hot and heavy with Scott, Jen suggested I date Elaine to give me something to do since I was alone so much.  I ended up dating a different girl – Bitsy.  Jen knew all about Bitsy.  She also knew I did, in fact, have sex with Elaine.

That’s why, when Jen and I got back together, I transferred Elaine to a different team.  It was just easier that way.  Elaine didn’t complain because it came with a promotion and a big raise.

“Do you still think she’s pretty?” Jen snapped.

“No,” I said immediately.

“Liar!” Jen growled.  She opened her fist again.  “Don’t freaking lie to me Mike!  Or I will freaking ruin your orgasm!”

“Okay, okay,” I hurriedly said.

Jen squeezed my cock.  She squeezed a little too hard and it made me wince.  “If you ever put this in another girl again, I swear I’ll cut it off!” she said.  

“I won’t,” I assured her.  “You’re the only girl I want.”

Jen nodded.  She didn’t smile at me, but she began stroking my cock again.  “You know I see Bitsy sometimes,” she told me.  “She’s married now.  Did you know that?  She lives on the other side of Monclair.  I run into her sometimes.  She asks about you ....”

I shook my head.  I didn’t know any of that.  I’d lost touch with Bitsy completely.  She was a nice girl, but I had no desire to see or talk to her.  That part of my life was over.

Jen was looking at my cock as she slowly stroked me.  “Anyways, I don’t get why any girl would want this,” she said harshly, giving my cock a squeeze.  “It’s so tiny.”

“Jen ...,” I moaned through heavy breathing.

“I wonder if slut Elaine would still want you if she saw you with a cock in your mouth,” Jen said.  “Maybe that’s what I’ll do.  I’ll take a picture of you blowing Cam.  I’ll take it when he’s cumming in your mouth and his cum is dribbling down your chin.  Then if I ever see slut Elaine looking at you the way she looked at you tonight, I’ll show her the picture.”

Then Jen looked at me.  She glared at me.  “You are all mine, Mike!” she hissed.  “ALL – MINE!”

Before I could respond, she yelled “Fuck it!”  Suddenly she was crying.  Sobbing.  She ran into the bathroom and slammed the door shut.

I laid in bed, shocked.  What the fuck just happened?
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IT TOOK A WHILE TO fall asleep.  Finally I did but it was a restless sleep.  I dreamed though.  I dreamed that Jen was on top of me, and we were making love.

My eyes slowly opened.  I realized I was breathing hard.  I looked down.  Jen had my cock in her mouth.  She was licking and sucking me.

She looked up at me and saw I was awake.  She moved up my body.  I saw she was naked.  I was naked too, she must’ve undressed me as I slept.

Jen reached down and guided my cock into her.  She leaned over and wrapped her arms around my neck.  She kissed me and ran her tongue into my mouth as she rocked back and forth on my cock.  I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her back.  We were like that, hugging and kissing, as we were joined as one and making love.

Afterwards we were laying on our sides, looking at each other.  “I’m sorry I went so psycho last night,” she said as she held my hand.  “Seeing the way Elaine looked at you last night.  It made me remember.  I hate thinking about you with another girl.  I can’t believe I pushed you into it.  I was so stupid.”

“I honestly don’t remember Elaine looking at me,” I said.  “I barely noticed she was there.”

“Well, she was there,” Jen said deridingly.  “I mean, seriously Mike, don’t you have a dress code?  Are girls really allowed to wear skirts that short?”

“This is the me-too age, so I’m not allowed to answer that,” I deadpanned with a straight face.

“Fuck you Mike,” Jen snapped.  But then we both laughed.

Jen began to nervously play with my hands.  “Sometimes I wonder if we’re doing the right thing,” she said.  “Playing the game again.”

“We both get off on it,” I reminded her.

“We do,” Jen agreed.  “But look how it ended last time.”

“This is nothing like last time,” I assured her.  “Last time I never saw you.  You were always with Scott.  Now we’re together all the time.  We get to reconnect.”

“That’s true,” Jen said.  “But ....”

“But what?”

Jen looked at me.  “I really get off on it, Mike,” she said.  “It scares me how much I get off on it.”

“I get off on it too,” I assured her.  “Like last night.  I like what you did.  The way you denied me, and the things you said.  It really got me hot.  And I like the way it gets you hot.”

“Really?” Jen said with a grin at me.  It was her first real smile since the reception last night.  “It DID get me hot.  This’ll sound terrible, but I like ... I like being mean to you.”

“You like humiliating me,” I said.

“Yes!”

“I like it too,” I told her.  “Sometimes you’re too nice.  Like you’re holding back.  I don’t want you to hold back.”

“You want me to humiliate you?” 

“Yes.  And the fact you denied me because Cam said so.  That’s really hot too.”

“But it gets you upset.”

“Jen ... by now you know that’s part of being a cuck,” I told her.  “If it doesn’t hurt, it’s not working.”

“I do know that,” Jen said with a nod of her head.  “Okay, well ...  you better be careful what you ask for, mister.  You might get it.”

Then she glared at me, and said, “And it’ll be worse for you if I ever have to be in the same room again with that slut Elaine.”
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We showered together.  It was a long shower.  I washed her hair.  I washed her body.  Jen washed mine.  We hugged and kissed.  It wasn’t about sex.  It was about intimacy.  About reconnecting.

Was I hard?  Yes, I was hard.  Just being in the same room with my wife got me hard, so of course I was hard showering with her.  But I didn’t try to get inside her.  She didn’t need me for sex.  She needed me to love her.  To support her.  To take care of her. To be her provider, her devoted husband, and a good father for Anna.  

So that’s what I did.  I took my time washing her hair.  I rubbed her neck and shoulders.  All the while I was erect, and my hard cock pressed against her tight, sexy body.  But I never tried to get inside her.  And Jen never encouraged me.  

I think last night was a turning point in our game.  It was brought on because Jen got upset over seeing Elaine, but still it triggered something.  I was Jen’s cuckold.  After last night, that fact seemed more real than a game.  

Now, we knew who we were, our roles.  And my role was not her sexual partner.  Not anymore.  I was her husband.  But for her sexual needs, I’d been replaced by better men like Cam and Black Hair.  And even the young man I considered my brother, Joe.

Jen wasn’t going to deny me her body.  We would still have sex.  But when we had intercourse, it would be because Jen needed the emotional connection with me. Not because of any physical desire.  Sometimes she might give it to me out of a sense of obligation, since she was my wife.  Or because she felt sorry for me, because she knew I really needed release.  But she wouldn’t be doing it out of physical desire for me.  We were passed that.  And it was exactly how I wanted it. 

After showing, we got dressed to pick up Anna.  She had spent the night at Steph’s house.  It was Saturday morning and we planned to spend the whole weekend doing family things.  I was really looking forward to it.

I was surprised as I watched Jen get ready.  She put on a sexy bra and matching thong, skinny jeans and a body-hugging top that had a swooping neckline to show off her small cleavage.  Also, she slipped on high heels.  High heels!  On top of that, she spent more time than normal (for a Saturday morning) on her makeup and hair.

“Wow.  You look amazing,” I gushed as we were about to leave our house.

“Aw, thanks baby,” Jen said with a smile at me.  “But just so you know, I’m not dressed for you.  Remember?  I don’t dress sexy for you anymore.”

“Then ... why?” I said, not understanding.

“Blake,” Jen said simply.  “I’m sure he’ll be there when we pick up Anna.”

Suddenly I felt my world turning upside down.  “You got dressed up for Blake?” I said incredulously.  

“I think we should set a date to go out,” Jen told me.  “Next Saturday is free right?”

“Jen ... I don’t know if this is a good idea,” I said uncertainly.  “You know how I feel about Blake.”

“You already said yes.  And I’ve told you he’s harmless,” Jen insisted.  “And I like Blake.”  

I stared incredulously at my wife.  She said she liked Blake.  The man I hated.  She liked him.  My hands formed into fists and my head spun.  

Jen put a soothing hand on my chest.  “Calm down Mike,” she said reassuringly.  “It’s just dinner.”

“Do you promise it’ll just be dinner?” I said.  I knew I sounded desperate but I couldn’t help it.

Jen heard the desperation in my voice and smiled.  “It just kills you to see me with Blake, doesn’t it?” she said, clearly amused.

“What do you mean by ‘seeing you’ with Blake?” I demanded.  What was she planning?

Jen laughed, clearly enjoying all of this.  “Come on.  We have to pick up our banana,” she said, and she grabbed my hand and pulled me down the street to Blake’s house.

When we got there, Anna was playing with their boys.  Stephanie was washing the breakfast dishes.  Blake wasn’t around, which didn’t disappoint me in the slightest.

“Let me help,” I said to Stephanie.  I took over the dish washing from her.  

“You’re so sweet Mike,” Stephanie said with a smile at me.  

“He is,” Jen agreed, giving me a big smile too.  It made me feel great!

But then my heart flipped when she asked, “Where’s Blake?”

“He’s in the basement working out,” Stephanie said.  “You should go see him.  I’m sure he’d like to see you.”

“I think I will,” Jen said.  With a sly grin at me, she moved downstairs to their exercise room.

“Jen is so pretty,” Stephanie gushed as soon as Jen was gone.  “God, I wish I had her figure!  If I wore those heels, I’d look silly!”

“You’re pretty too Steph,” I assured her.

“Thanks Mike, you’re sweet,” Steph said.  “But there’s pretty, and then there’s pretty.  There’s me and then there’s Jen.  Just like there’s you and then there’s Blake.”

“Thanks a lot,” I said sarcastically.  

“I don’t mean it personally,” Steph said apologetically.  “But there’s the Beautiful People, and then there’s the rest of us.”

I shrugged to concede her point.  I said, “I guess we should be happy we both married one of the Beautiful People.”

“Honestly, I still can’t believe Blake married me,” Steph admitted.

“I feel the same way about Jen,” I said with another shrug.  We looked at each other and a bond quickly formed.  Two ordinary people married to Beautiful People.

We heard laughter coming up from the basement.  We both turned to look at the basement door.  There was more laughter.  “I guess they’re having fun,” Steph said.  She had a frown on her face.

“I’ll check on them,” I said, moving towards the basement door.

“No Mike,” Steph said, grabbing my wrist to stop me.  “Let’s just let them have some time together.”

I turned to stare at Steph.  I suddenly realized I was breathing hard.  Steph was breathing hard too.

Then I realized something else.  They weren’t laughing anymore.  There was silence coming up from the basement.

“What are they doing?” I said to myself as much as Steph.  I moved towards the basement, but Steph stopped me again.

“Mike, I’m sure they’re fine,” she told me.  “Let’s give them some alone time.”

I stared at Steph again.  My heart was pounding.  My cock was hard in my pants.  At that moment Steph looked down at my crotch.  She saw the tent in my pants.  

“It turns you on too,” Steph said in a low voice.  “I knew it.  I knew you were like me.”

“Like you?” I asked.  

“Jen’s told you we swing right?” Steph asked.  “It’s not really swinging.  It’s mostly Blake with other girls.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“Yes.  No,” Steph said.  She shrugged and gave me a helpless smile.  “What can I do?  I love him.  I want to keep him.” 

I stared at Stephanie.  She stared back at me.  We stayed like that for long moments, not saying anything.

Finally, Steph said, “And, I like watching Blake with other girls.”  She raised an eyebrow and asked, “Are you that way with Jen?”

I didn’t have a chance to respond because, at that moment, Jen appeared from the basement.  Blake was right behind her.  They were talking and laughing with big smiles on their faces.  I was shocked by the sight of Blake.  He wore biker’s shorts but was shirtless.  Sweat coated his face and chest.

Blake was in good shape.  He was tall and lean.  He wasn’t overly muscular like a body builder, but he was toned, and his chest and arms were defined.  Also, his stomach was hard with ridges that formed a six pack.  But seriously – who works out without a shirt?

“So, Mike!” Blake practically shouted as he bounded into the kitchen.  “Good to see you buddy!  Hey, thanks for helping Steph wash the dishes!”

“Yeah, sure,” I muttered. How Neanderthal of him, to work out while his wife took care of their children and washed the dishes.  

“Mike god, you should see Blake’s home gym!” Jen gushed.  “It’s seriously rocking!  We need something like that!”

“Here’s the thing Mike,” Blake told me, looking at me sagely.  “Your initial thought is to get a Bowflex, or a Tonal – am I right?  But don’t do that.  That techno shit’s for amateurs.  You want FREE weights.  You wanna work on your core.  And crunches.  Lots of crunches.”  He grinned at Jen.  “Gotta get Mike here out of the kitchen and into the gym.”  Then he slapped my stomach.  “Work off some of this flab.”

Jen laughed.  “Hey, Mike’s just the way I want him,” she said, moving over to me and taking my arm.  “Besides, he likes helping in the kitchen.”  Turning to me, she said “You like washing dishes.  Right baby?” 

Emasculated.  That’s how I felt at that moment.  I felt small.  A lesser man.

My wife just emasculated me in front of a man I hated.
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“SO, WHAT DID YOU DO in the basement?” I asked Jen as we walked home.  Anna was ahead of us, playing with a neighbor’s dog.

“Do?  I didn’t do anything.  I just talked to Blake.”

“That’s all you did?  Talk?”

“God Mike ...,” she said with a laugh.  “No, I watched him work out too.”

“And who works out without a shirt?” I said contemptuously.  

“Well ...,” Jen said with a smile in her voice.

“Well, what?” I demanded.

With a shrug, Jen said “If you’ve got a body like Blake, why not?”

“So what?  Do you watch Cam work out without a shirt too?” I hissed at her.

With a sly grin at me, she cooed “Oh yeah.  When we’re in bed and he’s fucking me.  I like watching him.  He’s got a freaking amazing body.”

I stared at her.  Gawked really.  I think my jaw dropped too.  She was laying all this on me, when we’re supposed to be starting a family weekend?

As if reading my mind, Jen said nudged me in the ribs, and said, “I’m just teasing you.”

“Do you really think I need to exercise?” I asked her.

“Well, it wouldn’t hurt,” Jen said.  She reached up and squeezed the biceps of my arm.  “You’re getting kinda soft.”

Again, I stared at her.  I felt like she had just hit me.  Punched me in the gut.  Slap me in the face.  I didn’t know what to say.  It didn’t matter anyway because Jen had turned towards Anna.  She took our daughter’s hand and yelled over her shoulder at me, “Come on, slow poke!  I’m starving!”

As soon as we got home, Jen changed.  She kicked off the high heels and peeled out of the sexy top and skinny jeans.  The lacy bra and thong panties were next to go.  She put on a cotton bra and “granny” panties, and a loose top and knee length skirt.  On her feet she put on black Mia flats.  Her legs were bare.  No hosiery, not even tights.

“So, you’re really not gonna dress sexy for me?” I asked. 

“We’re not playing the game Mike,” she said.  “This is what I normally wear at home.”

I frowned, knowing she was right.  She was wearing one of her standard “mommy” outfits.  She moved over to me and softly stroked my cheek.  

“Don’t be upset, Mike,” she said.  “We’re not playing the game now.  We’ve gonna go to brunch with Anna and have a family day.”

Then she gave me a sly look and said, “Unless you want to play the game.  I could see what Blake’s doing today.”

When she saw me gawk at her, Jen laughed.  “I’m just kidding baby,” she said grinning at me.

Jen tried to move passed me but I stopped her.  Gripping her arms, I demanded, “What did you talk about with Blake?”

“We set up next Saturday,” Jen said matter-of-factly.  Then with another sly grin she added, “And he said my ass looked good.  Better now than when I was pregnant – he said my ass looked good then too.  I think he has a fetish for pregnant girls.  And I told him he looked good too.  And he did, Mike.  You don’t like it, but I had no problem he wasn’t wearing a shirt.  I thought he looked hot.”

“Oh god Jen,” I groaned. I pulled her closer to me and pressed my cheek against her shoulder. “What else?  Did you kiss?”

“Nope,” Jen said.  She was grinning at me.  “We just talked.”

“Jen ...,” I said.  I pressed my body against hers.  Then I pulled her hand to my crotch.  I was rock hard.  “Please ....”

“You need an orgasm?” she asked with a teasing voice.

“Yes!  Then I’ll be able to focus on today.”

“Well, go ahead,” Jen said, motioning towards the bathroom with her hand.  She was still grinning at me.

“Seriously?  You want me to beat off?  You’re not going to help me?”

“Mike, Anna and I are starving,” Jen said with a big smile on her pretty face.  “But go ahead.  We’ll wait for you.”

I stared at her in disbelief, as she turned and left me alone in the bedroom.  With no other option, I went into the bathroom.  I took my hard cock out.  Then I masturbated.  Within moments I was cumming and shooting my sperm into the toilet.
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CHAPTER 3
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On Monday morning as I got ready for work, I asked Jen, “Are you seeing Cam today?” 

Jen pursed her lips and looked thoughtful.  “No, not today,” she said.  “Tomorrow maybe.  Or Wednesday.”

I gave Jen a questioning look.  She saw it and explained, “I don’t want him to think I’m easy.  Cam’s got so many girls after him.  I’ve got to play it right if I want to keep him.”

Suddenly my body was on fire.  I wrapped my arms around her and said, “So you want to keep Cam?”

Jen felt my erection against her stomach and giggled.  “Now you’re easy,” she said with a grin at me.

Her words jarred me.  If I was easy, did that mean there was risk of losing her?  Maybe I should play hard to get, like she was doing with Cam.  But that wasn’t possible.  I couldn’t do that.  Jen had me wrapped around her finger and she knew it.  Anyway, I wasn’t going to lose her.  She wore my wedding ring, and I was Anna’s father.  She wasn’t going to leave me.

So, I forced a playful grin at her and joked, “I would’ve thought you need a big cock inside you since you haven’t seen Cam since Friday.”

“Ha!  Well, I guess I’ll just have to make do with this little thing,” Jen teased as she ran her hand down to cup my erection.  

––––––––
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I WAS IN THE SAME SPOT.  Parked behind the dilapidated gas station next to the Swarthmore Hotel.  The only difference was, now I was in the Mercedes that I got with my promotion.

I had my computer out and worked as I waited.  The luxury Mercedes had internet via satellite.  Fortunately, in my job, I can work anywhere as long as I can get onto the internet.

My breath caught when I saw Jen drive into the parking lot in her SUV.  Even though I knew her body craved a hard fucking, even though I knew she’d seek out Black Hair if she wasn’t going to see Cam, it was still a shock to see her drive into the parking lot.  I was still coming to grips with her unfaithfulness.

I watched Jen go into the lobby.  A few minutes later, Black Hair drove into the parking lot in his baby blue BMW.  His BMW was the entry level 1 Series.  It was the cheapest BMW you could buy.  That told me something about Black Hair.  He liked status symbols to impress people, but he couldn’t afford the good stuff.  

On the other hand, my new Mercedes was a Maybach S600.  It cost close to $200K.  I got some satisfaction knowing I was driving a real luxury car while Black Hair was driving a pretender.

Black Hair went into the lobby.  A few minutes later he emerged with Jen.  He took her hand and they walked to their room.  They were headed towards room 69.  I watched them walk together.  They walked close together.  It hurt to see my wife holding his hand and walking so close to him, like they were a couple.  Which I guess they were.

After they were in their room, I went into the lobby.  The same pimply faced clerk was there.  “I want room 67,” I said.  I put $600 on the counter, the same amount I’d paid last time.  It was a lot of money but now with my promotion I could more than afford it.

The clerk wasn’t surprised to see me.  “I got something new for the room,” he told me.  He grinned and I saw his teeth were stained from smoking.  He held up a remote control.  “I wired the room for sound.  It’ll cost you another $200.”

I didn’t hesitate.  I eagerly threw down another $200.  Then I hurriedly turned to go.  But I sensed him following me.  

“No,” I told him.  “I don’t want you there.”

The boy frowned at me.  “Hey dude, that’s not part of the deal,” he said.  “I wanna get my rocks off too.”

I threw down another $200.  “Alright?” I said to him.  The boy looked at the money, and then reluctantly nodded.

Once inside room 67, I hurriedly took the picture off the wall.  Then I used the remote to turn on the sound.  It was easy.  It had 3 buttons: power, volume up and volume down.

Jen and Black Hair were already going at it.  He was naked.  Her dress was off, but she was still in her bra, garter belt, stockings and high heels.  I assumed her panties were somewhere on the floor, along with her dress.

Jen was on her elbows and knees, and Black Hair was fucking her from behind.  “Oh god yes, yes, yes!” Jen moaned.  “God Doug, you feel so fucking good!”

Doug.  Now I knew Black Hair’s name was Doug.  I tried to think who he might be.  We didn’t know any Dougs.  Not in our friend group, or my work, or Jen’s old work.  There was something at the edge of my memory, but I couldn’t remember.  I decided to think about it later.  I wanted to watch the action in room 69.

“I missed you too Jen!  It’s been too long!  Your pussy feels so good!” Doug said as he pounded Jen.  No, “pounded” wasn’t right.  Doug was fucking Jen hard, but it wasn’t “all physicality” the way she described Cam.  There was tenderness too.  

The tenderness showed in what Doug did next.  He unsnapped Jen’s bra.  But rather than immediately reach around to grope her tits, he tenderly kissed and caressed her back.  It was the kind of thing I would do with my wife.  

Then Jen looked back over her shoulder at him, and they kissed.  Only then did Doug reach under and cup her breasts.  But he cupped her gently, sensuously.  He knew how to touch her, he gave her pleasure by caressing the tender under sides of her breasts and he thumbed her nipples.  It made Jen moaned into his mouth as they kissed.  Doug was tender with Jen.  There were feelings there.  Their sex was loving.  Doug was making love to my wife.

Cuckold angst washed over me.  God my cock was so hard.  I took it out and began stroking myself.

“I’m almost there,” Jen moaned.  “Turn me around.  The way I like.  I wanna cum that way.”

Doug immediately turned Jen around onto her back.  In that moment, I saw his cock for the first time.  It was barely bigger than average.  Certainly not huge.  Not like Cam or Joe. Or Scott. That bothered me.  I wanted Jen’s lovers to have monster cocks.  That made me feel better, because then I could chalk up her attraction to them to their cock size.  But while Doug’s cock was bigger than mine, it wasn’t hugely bigger.  So that meant Jen’s attraction to him was more than just his cock.  The realization made me feel even more jealous, anxious and insecure.

I remembered the clerk said Doug had a big dick.  Almost as big as his (which was very long).  Clearly the clerk had been wrong.  It made me think that the clerk had not really looked closely at Doug’s cock.  

And it made me realize that I spent a lot of time looking at men’s cocks.  It made me realize that looking at big cocks got me hot.  You might think that realization bothered me.  It didn’t though.  Because I knew the only reason cocks got me hot was because of where they went – into my wife.  I wasn’t gay.  A man’s cock only got me aroused in the context of my wife and my cuckold fantasies.  

Doug re-entered Jen.  Now they were in the missionary position.  Jen looked up into Doug’s face.  Their eyes locked together.

Jen’s words echoed in my head.  “Turn me around.  The way I like.”  She had a favorite position with Doug.  And he knew what she liked most.  This wasn’t just a casual affair.  They were lovers in the truest sense of the word.  

I still held my cock, but I stopped stroking myself.  Otherwise, I’d cum for sure.

Their eyes were locked together as Doug fucked her with slow, deep strokes.  Jen ran her hands up his chest and over his arms.  Doug had a good body.  He was fit and the muscles of his chest and arms were well defined.  Jen caressed his arms, kneading his hard biceps.  His hard biceps.  Just the other day, when Jen touched my bicep, she said I was getting soft.  Had she been thinking of Doug when she said that?  Was she comparing my body to Black Hair’s?

God.  It hurt.  But it felt so good.  So delicious.  No wonder Jen had no sexual desire for me.  My body was soft.  My cock was small.  Oh god.  I forced myself to stop these thoughts.  Otherwise, I’d cum.  And I didn’t want to cum yet.  I craved the pleasure and release, but I didn’t want the depression that always came after cumming.

Jen looked into Doug’s face.  She had not taken her eyes off his face since being turned onto her back.  I realized then why she liked this position with Doug.  Because Doug was so handsome.  It turned her on to look at his face.  It was like how I loved to look at Jen’s face when we had sex because she was so fucking gorgeous.  And Doug was as handsome as Jen was gorgeous.  

“I’m ... cumming!” Jen cried through labored gasps.  She wrapped her arms around Doug’s neck and brought his face down to hers.  She kissed Doug as her orgasm hit.  Doug kissed my wife as she came on his cock, as her orgasm ripped through her sexy MILF body.

Doug grunted and he began to fuck Jen harder.  Jen knew he was cumming.  “Cum inside me Doug!” she cried, and she wrapped her long stockinged legs around his, encouraging him to shoot his sperm into her womb.

Their tangled bodies moved together as they both came.  Afterwards they stayed like that for long moments, their arms and legs tangled together, panting, kissing, their bodies still one with Doug’s cock inside her.

Finally, Doug pulled out.  I saw his sperm immediately ooze from her used pussy.  The white, milky liquid flowed down between her ass cheeks and hit the bed coverings.

Doug wrapped Jen into his arms, and she snuggled into him.  They laid that way for long moments, still panting, still aglow from their mutual orgasms.  It gave me a moment to look at my wife.  She still wore the garter belt and stockings.  I focused on her feet.  The high heels were still on.  I had never seen them before.  Jen must have bought them.  They were blue.  Baby blue, the same color as Doug’s BMW.  

I realized Jen must’ve bought them for Doug, because his favorite color was baby blue.  My wife was buying clothes special for her lover.  She was dressing special for her lover.  It made me sick.  And it made me feel so foolish for thinking I had the upper hand on Doug because of our cars.  My Mercedes was forest green, my favorite color, but Jen wasn’t buying forest green shoes for me.  

I hadn’t cum yet, and I didn’t want to cum.  Because I knew, as soon as I came, the dark emotions would overwhelm me.  So, with a light hand, I slowly stroked myself as I watched my wife snuggle with her lover. 

Jen and Doug smiled and whispered as they held each other.  I couldn’t hear their whispers.  They lightly touched and caressed.  Doug ran his hand down Jen’s leg and playfully tugged one of her garter straps.  It made Jen giggle like a little school girl.  They kissed.  Doug kept his hand on Jen’s leg.  He lightly ran his fingers up and down the garter strap, and then traced the lace of her stocking tops.

Soon their kissing and caresses became more passionate.  Doug rolled Jen onto her back.  He got on top of her.  They kissed again.  Doug reached between them, to his cock.  Jen opened her legs, offering herself to him.  They kissed as Doug thrust forward, penetrating her.  Jen didn’t grimace or gasp out in pain.  Doug wasn’t big enough for that.  But he must’ve felt good because Jen moaned “Oh god yeah, yeah Doug, god you feel so freaking good!”

The fucked for a long time.  Doug fucked her slow.  Slowly pulling all the way out, then all the way back in.  They kissed and caressed.  Somewhere along the way, Jen had lost her heels.  Now I could see her pretty stockinged feet.  As always during sex, Jen arched her feet and pointed her toes.  It was so fucking sexy.  Especially with the stockings.  My eyes focused on the tiny seam of the stockings that ran across her pretty, pointed toes.  God, so sexy!

That’s when I noticed the color of her toe nails.  Baby blue.  I jerked my head to her fingernails.  They were baby blue too.  Jen had painted her nails Doug’s favorite color.  

Oh ... fucking ... god!  My head spun with cuckold angst and lust!

I couldn’t resist anymore.  I stroked myself hard.  Once.  Twice.  Then I cried out and came.  I splattered my sperm onto the one-way mirror.  My orgasm was so powerful I felt like the life had been sucked out of me.  I felt weak and spent.

As I panted, I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to ward off the dark emotions from overwhelming me.  But they came anyway.  

My wife was painting her nails for another man!  She was buying shoes and lingerie for another man!  God ....  It hurt so much!  Had it hurt this bad before, with Scott?  Maybe it did, but, I didn’t remember the heartache hurting so much.

My eyes went back to the one-way mirror.  To the sounds.  Their fucking was becoming more passionate.  They were both climbing the hill towards another orgasm.  But still their eyes were locked on each other.  Jen smiled into Doug’s eyes, and she tenderly stroked his face.  Oh god ... it hurt so much.

“I want to cum together,” Jen told him.  

“Are you close?” Doug asked through labored breathing.

“Almost,” Jen said through pants.  “Rub my nipples baby,” she breathlessly urged him.

Baby.  She called him baby too.  My emotions took another tailspin.  I felt like I was in a dark cave, lost, wondering if I’d ever see sunshine again.

Then they were cumming.  They were crying out each other’s name.  “Oh god Doug! Doug! Doug!”

“Jen baby, I’m cumming, I’m cumming baby, Jen, Jen!”

Finally they were done.  It took a while but eventually they untangled their bodies.  Jen went into the bathroom to shower.  I was relieved Doug didn’t join her.  At least Jen didn’t shower with him.  But I’d heard him call her baby.  Doug called my wife baby, too.

When Jen came out of the bathroom, she was dressed like a mom again.  A loose top, yoga pants and sneakers.  She had her damp hair in a ponytail.  

“Hey, you know, Max and Anna are friends now,” Doug told her with a cheerful grin.  “Max says Anna’s really cool.  They play together at recess.”

Then I remembered!  Doug was the hot dad from Anna’s school!  Jen had fucked him before!  I thought it had been a one time thing but clearly not.  

My head spun.  Again I felt like I was going over the abyss.  Jen saw this man every day.  Every day!  Jen was cheating on me with a man she saw every day!

I watched as Jen put her finger to Doug’s lips, stopping him.  “We shouldn’t talk about our kids, not here,” she said.  Not in room 69, where they fucked each other behind their spouses’ backs.

“I just thought maybe we can get the kids together sometime for a play date,” Doug said with an innocent shrug.

Jen smiled but shook her head.  She gently said, “You know that’ll never happen baby.”

I clenched my hands into fists.  I felt my eyes tearing up.  It really hurt when she called him baby.  She had done it before with Scott.  It hurt then too.  I’d forgotten how much it hurt.

“I’ve gotta go,” Jen said.  She gave him a tender kiss.  “We have to be really discreet tonight.”

“I’ll be cool,” Doug promised.  I didn’t know what they were talking about.  But then I remembered.  Tonight we were going to an open house at Anna’s school!

“Wear those shoes tonight,” Doug said with a grin at Jen.  She was in the process of stuffing the baby blue high heels in her bag.

“Ha!  Okay, I will,” Jen said with a laugh.  “That way you’ll be thinking about me when you’re fucking Nancy.”

Doug laughed back.  “I doubt that’ll happen,” he said.  “It’s Monday.  Nancy’s never in the mood on weekdays.”  He reached out and ran his hand over Jen’s ass in the yoga pants, and said “Anyway, after you, do you really think I want to fuck Nancy?”

Jen pushed his hand away.  “Doug, we shouldn’t compare our spouses,” she said.  She sat on the bed next to him.  Looking guilty, she said “I don’t want to hurt your marriage.”

“You’re not hurting my marriage Jen,” Doug assured her.  “You’re actually doing Nancy a favor.  This way I’m not always bugging her for sex.”

“Yeah, I’m sure Nancy will thank me,” Jen joked sarcastically.

“Well, maybe not,” Doug conceded.  They both laughed.

“What about you?” he asked.  “Do you feel guilty for cheating on Mike?”

“Yeah, sure,” Jen said with a shrug.  “But Mike knows I’m not exactly a good girl.”

“What does that mean?” Doug asked with an intrigued look at her.

“It means I haven’t been entirely faithful in my marriage,” Jen said with another shrug.  

“And Mike knows?” Doug asked.

Jen returned to stuffing her bag with the “fuck me” outfit she’d worn for Doug.  She said, “Let’s just say he doesn’t ask.  And I don’t tell.”

Doug seemed to understand.  “That way you don’t have to lie to him, right?” he asked.

“Something like that,” Jen said with a shrug.  Then she wrapped her arms around Doug’s neck and gave him a long lingering kiss.  “Can’t wait until next time,” she breathed to him.

“Yeah.  Next time,” Doug agreed.  They kissed again.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 4
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When I got home from work later that night, Jen was still wearing the loose blouse and yoga pants.  She had taken off the trainers and was in her bare feet.  Her nails were still painted the baby blue. 

After dinner, Jen moved to the bedroom while I played a board game with Anna.  “I need to dress for the open house,” she explained.  Immediately my heart started racing.  I tried to calm myself though, and concentrate on my daughter.

When Jen came downstairs, she was wearing a dress.  It hugged her curves but wasn’t over the top.  It ended above her knees, and I saw she was wearing stockings.  Her hair was down and brushed to a silky luster, and she wore makeup and lipstick.  And she wore the baby blue high heels.

As we drove to the open house, I reached over and put my hand on Jen’s leg, just below her hemline.  I rubbed her stockings with my thumb.  “I like this,” I told her.  I glanced down at her feet.  “Are those new shoes?”

“Yes.  The other day I felt like spending some of your money,” Jen joked with a grin at me.

“Nice color,” I said.  “I never knew you liked baby blue so much.  Your nails are the same color.”

“A girl’s nails and shoes should always match baby,” Jen told me, the grin still on her pretty face.  I winced at her words.  Baby.  It was almost like she had punched me in the face.

Jen noticed and asked “What’s wrong?”

“When you’re with Cam, do you call him baby?” I asked her.  My voice was harsher than I intended, but I couldn’t help it.

“I try not to,” Jen said.  “I know you hate it when I do that.”

“You mean it doesn’t matter to you?” I asked, again my voice hard.  “Calling another man baby?  That doesn’t matter to you?”

“Calm down Mike,” Jen said soothingly.  “It does matter to me.  But sometimes it slips out.  It doesn’t mean it’s any less yours.”

“You mean, like how Cam calls you T?” I spat out.  “That doesn’t matter, even though that’s my name for you!  I gave you that name, but he uses it, and you’re okay with it!”

“Oh my god, you are in a mood,” Jen said with a laugh.  She laughed at me!  

“Just tell me!” I hissed at her.  “Why are you dressed up like that?  For who?  I know it’s not for me!”

“Okay, pull over,” Jen ordered, a frown in her voice.  “I’m serious Mike.  I don’t want to have this conversation and get into an accident.  Pull over, over there.”

I pulled into an empty parking lot.  It was dark except for a couple of street lights in the distance.

“Okay, I’ll tell you the truth,” Jen said.  “Remember the hot dad I told you about?  Doug?  The man I fucked?  He’ll be there.  So I dressed up because I want him to see me.”

“So you didn’t dress up for me?!” I snapped.

Jen rubbed my arm.  “Mike ... no,” she said with a tender voice, almost like an adult talking to a child.  “We’ve talked about this.  I don’t dress sexy for you anymore.”

I moaned at her words.  I couldn’t help it.  Despite the turmoil rolling through my insides.  I  moaned.

At least Jen didn’t laugh, or even smile.  Instead, she said “Are you upset because I didn’t let you into me this weekend?”

“I didn’t get your mouth either,” I said bitterly, sounding like a spoiled child.

“No you didn’t,” Jen agreed.  It was true.  After I beat off into the toilet on Saturday morning, Jen wouldn’t let me into her pussy or her mouth the rest of the weekend.

“You’re my wife!” 

“I took care of you,” Jen pointed out.

“With your hand!”

“You love my hand,” Jen said with a grin.  “I talk dirty, say all the things you love — and yes, every word is true — and I play with you with my hand.  You love it.  And anyways, even if you didn’t, that’s all you get.  Just like you don’t get stockings or high heels, or tight dresses or short skirts.  Cam says so.”

“You’re seriously denying me?” I said with exasperation.  “Because of Cam?”

“Yes,” Jen said.  She was smiling — she was enjoying this.  She was getting off on this!

“Before, you told me you needed my cock inside you,” I reminded her.  “To feel connected with me.”

“I do need you.  And we made love Saturday morning, before picking up Anna,” Jen reminded me.  Looking thoughtful, she said “I think once a week is all I need to reconnect with you.  It’s not like I need you for sex.  For pleasure.  I’ve got Cam for that.  And Joey too.”

“Oh god ... Jen ...,” I gasped.  Jen giggled.  “Do you really not desire me?” I asked her.

“Not at all,” Jen said simply.  Looking into my eyes, she said “I feel no sexual desire for you Mike.”

“And if Cam was here, right now, you’d fuck him?” I asked.

“Oh god yeah,” Jen said with an excited sparkle in her beautiful blue eyes.  “I’d let him bend me over and fuck me on the hood of your new car.”

“Oh fuck Jen!” I groaned.  She was gonna fucking make me cum.  “Please suck me off.”

“Please?” Jen said with a taunting grin.  “A real man doesn’t beg.  A real man takes what he wants.  He doesn’t say please.  He takes it.”

“Please Jen,” I begged, ignoring her comment.  “I’m your husband.  Please.”

Jen grinned at me.  Then she reached over and took out my cock.  Pulling her long blonde hair to the side, she went down on me.  Within moments I was cumming and spurting my sperm into her mouth.  She swallowed all of it.

Afterwards Jen reached into her purse.  She took out a small bottle of mouthwash.  She swished some in her mouth.  Then having no other choice, she swallowed it.

“You keep mouthwash in your purse?” I asked her.  I was still breathing hard from her blowjob.

“A girl never knows when her husband’s gonna beg for a blowjob,” Jen teased with a grin on her beautiful face.  “Or when I have to get on my knees to suck off a really hot guy.”

“Jen stop,” I told her.  It was too much.  I didn’t want to lose control again.  After all we had the open house to get through.

Jen giggled.  She hugged my arm and kissed me.  “Let’s go Mike,” she said, a smile in her voice.​
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I SAW DOUG IMMEDIATELY at the open house, because I purposely searched him out with my eyes.  A few things I noticed.  He was a tall man.  About the same height as Blake.  He was lean but clearly fit.  He was a sharp dresser.  And he was extremely handsome.  Like a young George Clooney.  Also, he got a lot of female attention. A lot.  I saw more than a few girls turn and stare at him.

His wife Nancy had probably been a knockout when she was younger.  But the beauty of her youth had faded.  Today people would call her a “handsome” woman.  Her looks didn’t match that of her husband Doug.  Not even close.  

Nancy was still fuckable because most men didn’t care what a girl looked like as long as her body was decent, and she had a warm pussy.  And from what I could tell, Nancy still had a decent body.  Not super hot like my wife, but still fuckable.  She hadn’t let herself go.  But she didn’t turn any male heads.  If not for the fact my wife was screwing her husband, I wouldn’t have noticed her at all.

“That’s him,” Jen whispered to me.  She motioned across the room at Doug.  “That’s the hot dad.  Doug.  His wife’s Nancy.”

“Handsome man,” I whispered back.

“He’s okay,” Jen said, downplaying Doug’s looks.  I knew she was lying.  I knew she thought he was gorgeous, just like every other girl in the room.  I knew she preferred to be underneath him when they fucked, so she could look at his gorgeous face when she came on his cock.

“Let’s go talk to them,” I suggested.  

“Are you freaking crazy?” Jen whispered.

“I’ll talk to his wife so you can be alone with Doug,” I said.

“ARE – YOU -FREAKING -CRAZY?!” Jen whispered in a hushed voice.

“You said you want him to notice you,” I said.  I began walking towards them.  Jen hesitated, but then seeing no other choice, she followed.

As it turned out, Doug’s wife – Nancy – had heard of me because of Sapphire.  We immediately clicked, as she took the train into the city like me.  Also, she was a securities lawyer, so my name and Sapphire had come up a lot in her practice.  I got so interested in talking to Nancy that I actually forgot about Jen and Doug.
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“SO, THEY SEEM TO BE getting along,” Doug whispered to me.  We were looking at our spouses talking from about 10 feet away.

“Nancy’s nice,” I said.

“So is Mike,” Doug said back.  We were silent for a few moments.  Then he grinned at me and said, “Nice shoes.”  I couldn’t help a giggle.

“Do something for me?” Doug whispered.  “Don’t wear those for Mike in bed.”

I don’t know.  Call me a bitch.  Call me wicked.  But I instantly got wet.  

“I don’t wear heels for Mike in bed,” I told him. 

Doug tilted his head and gave me an intrigued look.  “Never?” he asked.

“Never,” I whispered back.  “I used to sometimes, but not anymore.”  I felt myself getting even wetter.  A shiver ran down my spine as I said, “The last thing I want is to turn him on.  Then he might want sex.”

Doug laughed.  “I thought you didn’t want to compare our spouses,” he said with the laugh still in his voice.

Feeling naughty, I took a chance.  I reached over and squeezed Doug’s hand.  It was just a moment.  But feeling his big, strong hand sent a thrill through me.  It did the same for Doug because he seemed to groan.  “God, I want you right now,” he urgently whispered.

“You don’t want to fuck Nancy?” I asked cattily.  

“I want to fuck Nancy as much as you want to fuck Mike,” Doug lamented.  

More shivers ran down my spine.  “We gotta stop talking like this,” I said.

“We do,” Doug agreed.  With frustration, he said, “I’m going to bed with blue balls, even after doing you today.”

I nodded.  I was in the same state as him.  My body was on fire!  Both because I was hugely attracted to Doug, and because of all the nasty talk about our spouses.

“You know what’s worse?” I asked him.

“What?”

“I think your freaking cum is running out of me,” I whispered.

Doug grinned at me.  “Make Mike eat you out tonight,” he said.

I moaned.  God!  I so needed to cum!
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“SO, WHAT’D YOU AND Doug talk about?” I asked Jen.  We were in bed after paying the babysitter.  Anna was sound asleep.  We were laying on our sides, looking at each other.  I was wearing just boxers.  Jen was in her white nighty, cotton panties and cotton socks (her normal sleepwear).

“Nothing much,” Jen said evasively.  “You and Nancy got along.  I almost told you guys to get a room.”

“Yeah right,” I said with a laugh.  “She’s a Sapphire fan.”

“You mean, she’s your newest groupie?” Jen joked.  We both laughed.

“So, Nancy said Anna and Max are friends,” I said.  “I told her we should get them together for a playdate some time.”

“Oh,” Jen said, clearly surprised.  “You said that?”

“I did.  You and Doug are both stay-at-home parents.  And I’m sure you wouldn’t mind spending time with Doug.  He’s good eye candy.”

“Well, that’s true,” Jen said with a cautious laugh.  She looked at me.  I looked back at her, and we locked eyes.  We stayed like that for long moments.  It was like we were silently feeling each other out.

“Okay then,” she finally said.  “I’ll call Doug and schedule a playdate.”

I nodded.  It was done.  When the house is burning down, throw gasoline on it, right?  That’s perfectly reasonable, right?

That’s how the game was.  It was like a drug.  One hit was never enough.  It made you want more drugs.  And stronger drugs too.  I was an addict to my fetish.  And Jen was an addict to the pleasures of her body and the excitement of new romance.  Of the chase.

Jen changed the subject.  “So, did my cucky husband like the blowjob I gave him earlier?” she asked.  She grinned at me and ran her hand down my chest.  She reached into my boxers and gripped me.  I was already hard, from talking about Doug.

“Yes,” I breathed.  I loved the feel of her small, soft hand on my cock.

“Well, don’t get used to it,” Jen teased with a wicked smile.  “But I’ve got a treat for you.”

“You do?” I asked eagerly.

“But first ...,” Jen said.  She rolled me onto my back.  Then she pulled off her panties.  She straddled my head and lowered her pussy to my face.  “Eat me out first.  Make me cum Mike.”

I eagerly lapped at her pussy.  She was extremely wet.  

“You’re really wet,” I said between licks of her clit.

“Well ... yeah,” Jen said with a laugh.  She pushed down onto my face, grinding her pussy over my lips and nose.  “Eat me, Mike.  Lick it all up.”

Jen didn’t say “Eat Doug’s sperm from my pussy.”  But that’s what she was thinking as Mike ran his tongue back and forth over her lips.  Jen bored down, forcing more of Doug’s cum into her husband’s mouth.

“Do I taste good, Mike? Do I?” Jen moaned.

“You always taste good, baby,” Mike said.  

“Yeah?  Yeah?” Jen moaned, pressing down even harder onto her husband’s face.  “Oh fuck!” she cried a moment later, cumming all over Mike’s tongue.

After Jen came, she collapsed onto the bed, panting.  “God that was so hot!” she said delightedly. She couldn’t wait to tell Doug she made Mike eat his cum from her pussy!  And she didn’t wear the baby blue heels for him!

Jen hopped out of bed.  She crossed her arms and pulled off the nighty, leaving her naked except for the white cotton socks on her pretty feet.  She thought about Doug as she picked up one of the baby blue high heels.  She got on her knees next to Mike on the bed.  She pulled down his boxers.  His cock was so hard it ached.

“So, you like my new high heels?” Jen asked.  She rubbed the smooth, stiff side of the high heel across my shaft.  

“Yes,” I said with a groan.  He loved the feel of the smooth, stiff leather against his cock.  It was so erotic.

“It took me a while to get used to walking in them,” she told me.  She pressed the tip of the stiletto heel against the side of my cock.  It hurt but I loved it.  “They’re the tallest heels I’ve ever worn.  Almost five inches.”

Then she moved the stiletto high heel, so it was next to my cock.  “God Mike,” she said with a giggle in her voice.  “The heel is bigger than your cock.”

She was right.  The thin, 5-inch stiletto of the baby blue high heel was longer than my fully hard cock.  

“You know I’m 4 inches,” I told her.

Jen was still looking at the stiletto heel next to my shaft, like she was comparing the two.  Then she looked up at me.  “Maybe I should fuck this heel instead of you,” she teased with a grin at me.

“At least my cock is thicker,” I said.

“Ha!  Point,” Jen said with a laugh.  She laid down next to me.  Our faces were inches from each other.  Looking into my eyes, she brought the tip of the stiletto high heel to my mouth.  She pressed the tip against my lips.  “Open your mouth Mike,” she ordered me.  “I want you to suck this cock.”

“Jen ...,” I began in protest.  Jen took the opportunity to push the high heel into my mouth.  She pressed it against my tongue.

“Oh yeah, suck it Mike,” she moaned.  “You have no idea what it’s like to suck a big cock like Cam’s.  It’s so freaking heavy.  It feels so solid in your mouth.  You have to open your mouth wide to get it in.  Even then you can only take a few inches.  It tastes good.  It smells good.  I love sucking cock.  I love being on my knees, between a man’s legs, sucking his cock.  I freaking love it!  I know you will too.”

I pushed the stiletto from my mouth.  “Jen, stop,” I said.  “Too much.”

“Why?  Why won’t you do this for me?”

I hesitated.  Then my anxieties and insecurities came out.  I said, “Because if you see me with Cam’s cock in my mouth, you’ll never respect me as a man again.”

“Not Cam then,” Jen teased, grinning at me.  “Joey.”

“Fuck you Jen!” I hissed, pushing away from her.

“I’m teasing!” Jen said with a laugh in her voice and grabbing me.  “This is not about being gay.  Or being a man.  Do you think Anderson Cooper’s not a man?”

“I’m not Anderson Cooper,” I said back to her.  “And when this is over, when we’re not playing the game anymore, I want you to still think I’m a man.”

“I will Mike,” Jen assured me.

“How can you?  With the memory of me sucking cock burned into your brain?”

“I get what you’re saying,” Jen said.  “I worry about that too.  The memory of me fucking other men, burned into your brain.  I was afraid you were going to think I was a slut forever.  But I got over it.  You know why?  Because you told me over and over again that you loved me.  Don’t you get it Mike?  The only reason it gets me hot is because it’s you.  Because you’re my husband and I love you.”

“And you want to see your husband with a cock in his mouth?”

“Yes!” Jen said excitedly.

I frowned again.  “I don’t know Jen,” I said.  “We’ll have to see.”

Jen frowned back at me.  “If you’re gonna be my bottom, you have to trust me,” she said in a chastising voice.  “This’ll add something to our sex life.”

“Our sex life,” I said bitterly.  “What sex life do we have?  You have no desire for me.”

“Don’t give me shit Mike,” Jen said with that chastising voice again.  “Okay, you’re right, I don’t have any desire for you.  Right now, I don’t.  But that’s exactly what you want.  Don’t lie.  It is.”

I frowned at Jen and she frowned back at me.  We glared at each other for long moments.  Then she softened.  She leaned her sexy tight body against mine and reached down for my cock.  Our conversation had softened me.  I was only half hard.  Holding my cock with one hand, she used her other hand to rub the baby blue high heel against my shaft.  I quickly got hard again.  My breathing quickly got heavy again.

“Let me inside you,” I pleaded.

“No.”

“Then put the heels on for me,” I begged.  

“No Mike.  Stop asking,” she said in a gentle yet firm voice.  “I don’t want to say no to you.  So don’t ask for things you know I won’t give you.”

I stared at her.  She was my wife.  Her body was mine.  If I threw her over my knee and spanked her ass, no one would blame me.  If I yanked open her legs and fucked her pussy, no one would blame me.  It was my right as her husband.  

Yet I didn’t do anything.  She was denying me.  But I didn’t do anything.  Jen won.  And I was left with my feelings raw, my heart aching inside, and my cock throbbing.

Jen knew she had won.  That I had submitted to her.  So, she gave me a crooked grin.  She reached down to her feet and pulled off the white cotton socks.  She shifted in the bed so we were sitting across from each other.  She raised a leg towards me.  “You still think I have pretty feet?” she asked me, offering her foot to me.  She arched her foot and pointed her toes, like she did during sex.

I took her foot into my hands.  My wife has the prettiest feet.  Small and slim with an elegant arch, soft and smooth, unblemished, little cute toes.  “Yes,” I told her as I rubbed the bottom of her foot and kissed her toes.  It made me look at the baby blue polish of her pedicured toes.  It reminded me she painted her toes for Doug.  I felt the angst of that, but it made my cock throb.  Jen saw my cock twitch and smiled at me.  “I guess you do still think my feet are pretty,” she said.

Jen moved her feet to my cock.  She curled her toes around my shaft and began stroking me with her feet.  “Does this feel good?” she asked.

“Yes!” I groaned.  It was so hot to see her pretty feet around my cock.  Especially with the baby blue nails she painted for Doug.  And the soles of her feet were so soft.  It felt almost like fucking a pussy.

“Will you cum this way?” 

“Oh god yes!”  Then I was cumming.  My sperm shot out onto her feet, covering her baby blue painted toes.

I half expected Jen to force me to eat my own cum.  But she didn’t.  I guess she realized she had pushed me a lot tonight.  So instead, she wiped her feet with a towel and put her white nighty back on.  She snuggled into me, and I wrapped my arms around her.  “I love you Mike,” she said to me.

“I love you too,” I said back.  “Will you do something for me?”

“What?”

“What you just did, with your feet,” I said.  “Only do that for me.”

Jen looked at me, a slight smile on her pretty face.  “We’ll see ...,” she told me.

Then she got serious.  She looked into my eyes and said, “I’m sorry if I call other men baby.  Sometimes it just comes out.  But you’re my only baby.  Okay?”

“Okay,” I told her.  

She smiled and kissed me, then rolled to her side, holding my arm to roll me with her.  We spooned that way.  I held her tight, and she pushed back against me.  It felt really good.  At that moment I felt secure and loved, and all those dark emotions seemed so far away.  We slept that way, spooned together.
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I held out until Wednesday.  Then I went home with Cam after working out at the gym.  As always, our sex was glorious.  It was all physicality.  All heat and sweat, all passion.  Cam pounded me into the mattress and I loved it.  He gave me the most intense, toe-curling orgasms and I loved it.

There were no feelings or tenderness when we fucked.  For Cam, fucking was all about physical pleasure.  But the feelings and tenderness came after.  

It some ways it was easier with Cam.  He had other girls, I knew he did.  He was too handsome and sexy a man not too.  But he was unattached.  He wasn’t married or engaged.  So, I didn’t have the guilt I felt with Doug.  Doug assured me I wasn’t hurting his marriage with Nancy.  If it wasn’t me it would be another girl.  So I was actually doing Nancy a favor since I wasn’t trying to break them up.  That’s what he told me.  And what he said made me feel better.  But I still felt guilty.

I didn’t have that guilt with Cam.  But I had to deal with feelings.  We were close, and getting closer.  That’s why I had to keep my distance.  

I liked the way Mike put it.  My thing with Cam was just a high school crush.  Just puppy love.  I needed to keep it that way.  It wasn’t just my marriage to think about this time.  There was Anna too.

I liked the fact Cam was younger.  Freaking 8 years younger!  Maybe I was becoming a cougar.  But getting fucked by a 25-year-old was such a thrill!  

Probably a psychiatrist would say I liked younger men because it made me feel young.  It helped with my insecurities of getting older and losing my looks.  I’m sure that was part of it.  But also, it was just a thrill to be with someone so young.  I mean, there’s a freaking magazine called Barely Legal.  If it’s a turn on for men, why not girls too?

“You’ve been avoiding me,” Cam said as he held me.  We had both just cum and I was still breathing hard.

“I’m not,” I said.

“Yes,” Cam said.  “Is it Mike?  Does he suspect something?”

“Cam, no,” I said.  “He doesn’t suspect.  I’m not avoiding you.  Life just gets busy.  I’ve got Mike and Anna.  I’ve just been busy.”

We were silent for long moments.  Then he dropped the bombshell.  He said, “So I got a call from the Washington Post.  They wanna publish my blog.”

“Oh my god Cam!” I said excitedly.  “That’s so wonderful!”

“They want me to move to DC,” Cam said.  “So I’ll be in the middle of what I blog about.”

“Oh,” I said, suddenly deflated.  I forced a smile and said “You need to go.  It’ll change your life.”

“You can visit me,” Cam said. 

“Cam ...,” I began.  I was sad.  I was already missing him.  “You know that’ll never happen.  I can’t exactly go to DC and be back in time to pick up Anna from school.”

“T ... I think we should tell Mike about you and me,” Cam said.

I gawked at Cam.  “What the fuck are you talking about?” I said with incredulity in my voice.

“I’ve done it before with married couples,” Cam said.  “I’ll make Mike understand I’m not trying to break you up.  But something’s happened with you and me.  Not just sex T.  We’ve got a connection.  We’ll make Mike understand.  He might even like it.  Believe it or not, a lot of husbands get off on their wives with other men.  That’s how it was with Erin and Tom.”

“So why aren’t you still with Erin?” I asked.  It was something I was very curious about, but I never felt like I had the right to probe for details.  Especially since I wasn’t being completely honest with Cam about our “illicit affair.”

“It got intense.  Me and Erin,” Cam explained.  “It got too much for Tom.  So I backed away.  Like I said, I’m not trying to break up anyone’s marriage.”

“And what if we got too intense?  And it got too much for Mike?”

“Then I’ll back away,” Cam promised.  “I swear.”

I was silent for long moments.  I thought about Cam.  I thought about Mike.  I played all this out in my head.  Finally I asked Cam, “If I visit you in DC ... can I bring Mike?”

Cam didn’t seem to understand at first.  Then he smiled.
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On Saturday night, we splurged with Blake and Steph and rented a limo to take us into NYC.  During the drive, we sipped champagne and talked mostly about our kids.  To anyone who saw us, you’d think we were 2 couples going out for an evening of dinner and a little dancing.  All completely innocent.  

But it wasn’t innocent.  Blake and Steph were going to tell us about their swinging lifestyle.  And I knew they were hoping to draw us into it.  Steph wasn’t interested in me.  But Blake wanted Jen.  That was the whole point of this.  Blake wanted to get inside my wife’s pants.

I didn’t like Blake.  He was one of those arrogant, pretty boy types.  In many ways, he reminded me of Scott.  At least the arrogance part.  Even I wouldn’t demean Scott by calling him a pretty boy.

Physically, Blake was similar to Doug.  Both men were tall.  Very tall.  Both were slim and fit.  Doug was handsomer.  Blake was the bigger asshole.  

It infuriated me that Jen liked Blake, and thought he was attractive.  This, despite the fact I couldn’t stand the man.  It drove me crazy.

The only redeeming thing about Blake was his wife.  I liked Steph.  She was nice.  She and Blake were as different as 2 people could be.  But then, people could say that about me and Jen too.

“I like your new babysitter,” Steph said to Jen at dinner.  We had recently found the holy grail of parenting – a reliable babysitter.  Callie was a high school graduate but hadn’t decided about college yet.  So she had a lot of time to babysit.  I thought it was going to make it much easier to play our game.  I didn’t want to rely on Steph so much.  I didn’t want to impose on her.  And I didn’t want to owe Blake anything.

Tonight, Callie was watching Anna and their 2 boys at our house.

“Oh yeah, Callie, she’s great,” Jen said to Steph.  “I’ll give you her number.  She’s definitely up for more babysitting gigs.”

“We’ve got a good babysitter too,” Blake said.  “Margaret’s older.  She’s been around the block a few times.”

“Why’s that important in a babysitter?” Jen asked.

Blake grinned at Jen and said, “Well, sometimes we don’t look the same when we get home, as when we left.  If you know what I mean.  Margaret doesn’t ask any questions.”

It took me a moment, but then I got it.  When leaving the house, they looked groomed and coifed.  Getting home after swinging, they looked disheveled, they might be missing clothes, they might look just fucked.  I saw how it would be helpful to have a worldly babysitter who didn’t ask questions.  Callie, on the other hand, was naïve and wide eyed.  I started thinking Margaret might be the better babysitter as far as playing the game went.

I suddenly realized everyone was looking at me.  Jen grinned and said, “Sometimes it takes a while for my husband to catch up.”  Blake laughed and Steph gave me a sympathetic smile.  

I was embarrassed.  But Jen didn’t seem to notice, as she had already turned back to look at Blake.  “So, what happens exactly, to make you look different?” she asked him.

Blake laughed again.  “You’re dying to know, aren’t you Jen?” he teased her.  “Come with us to the next party and see for yourself.”

“You promised to tell us now, and then we’ll decide,” Jen said back.

“So you are thinking about going to a party?” Blake said grinning at her.  “Wear that Supergirl outfit again.  You’ll be very popular.”

“What about what I’m wearing now?” Jen said flirtingly.  “Not good enough?”

Blake gave her a long look, appraising her.  Finally, he shook his head.  “No,” he said.

“Why not?  This is a freaking expensive dress.”

“Because it doesn’t show enough skin,” Blake said, grinning.  Jen was wearing a black dress that ended just above her knees.  The dress was tight on her slim body, but Blake was right, it didn’t show much skin.  For this dinner, Jen had gone for the sexy elegant look, rather than the slutty sexy look.

Then Blake added “But it’s nice to know you bought a new dress for your night out with me.”  

Jen laughed at Blake.  She said, “You think I bought this dress for you?  In your dreams, mister.”

I glanced at Stephanie, and she looked back at me.  I could tell she felt the same way as me.  This playful banter was entirely between our spouses.  Just the two of them. It was like they had forgotten we were even there.  

After dinner, we decided to walk down the street to a bar that had a live band and dancing.  Blake quickly maneuvered himself to walk with Jen.  Steph and I walked together, a few feet behind our spouses.  We watched as they laughed and talked.  They seemed to really enjoy the other’s company.  The sight turned my stomach and made my heart ache.

Jen wore really high, high heels.  They were black, and must’ve been around 5 inches tall, just like her new baby blue ones.  In those heels, my wife was taller than me.  Not by a huge amount, but it was noticeable.  I had to look up slightly to look into her eyes.

In contrast, Blake towered over Jen (and me).  Even in her high heels, he was almost a foot taller. 

Suddenly I understood.  My wife was buying and wearing higher high heels because of her interest in tall men.  Both Doug and Blake.  So she would be closer to their height.

Usually, a girl tried to avoid being taller than her man.  She’d wear low heels or even flats so her man was taller.  But now, Jen didn’t care if she was taller than me.  She was more concerned with other men.  The thought made me jealous.  Once again, I couldn’t believe how much attention and thought my wife was giving to a man I despised.

“They look good together, don’t they?” Steph said as we walked a few feet behind our spouses.

“Why do you always say that?” I snapped.

Steph heard the anger in my voice and looked warily at me.  She didn’t respond.

Her silence made me feel bad.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  “It’s just ... I mean, what exactly’s going on here?”

“Mike ... I think you know, don’t you?” Steph said gently.

“No, I don’t,” I said with defiant frustration.

“Mike ...,” Steph said, her voice still gentle, but firm too.  “I think you need to get your head around the idea that something might happen between your wife and my husband.”

I stopped dead in my tracks.  I stared at Steph.  

“Come on,” she said after a moment.  “We don’t want to fall too far behind.”

We walked in silence for a few moments.  Then I asked, “So you don’t care if that happens?”

“Of course I care,” Steph said softly.  “It kills me every time.”

I was breathing hard, and my heart was pounding.  Steph saw the arousal on my face and said “It gets you hot, right?  You’re just like me.”

Forcing my voice to be steady, I said “I don’t even like Blake.”

Steph shook her head and gave me a sympathetic look.  “That doesn’t help Mike,” she told me.  “All that does is make Blake want Jen more.”

––––––––
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THE BAR WAS PACKED but we managed to find a cozy booth.  I took Jen’s hand and pulled her next to me.  I wanted – needed – some of her attention.

The music was so loud it was hard to hear.  She leaned into me and said into my ear, “Are you having fun?”

“Compared to what?” I deadpanned.  It made her laugh.

Jen wrapped her arm around my neck and said into my ear “Why don’t you get us drinks?”

I felt like she was getting rid of me, so she could be with Blake again.  “Fine.  I’ll get Blake a Shirley Temple,” I said sourly.  Jen laughed again.

“You know, you’re a lot smarter than Blake,” Jen said into my ear.  “It’s not even close.”

For a moment I stared at my wife.  Her words didn’t make me feel better.  It felt like she was patronizing me.

But I dutifully got up from the booth and pushed through the crowd to the bar.  It took a while to get the bartender’s attention, but eventually I managed to order drinks.  Only then did I realize that Steph was next to me.

“You’re always trying to get Blake alone with Jen,” I said to her.

“Mike ... look at my neck.  What do you see?” Steph said.

I didn’t understand what she was talking about.  I focused my eyes on her neck.  She was wearing a black silk necklace that had a precious stone in the center, and that fit tightly around her neck.  I suddenly realized it looked like a collar.  Then I remembered the Halloween party, when she was dressed as slave girl Leia and she said to me, “Blake likes to see me in chains.”

Seeing my recognition, Steph shrugged and said, “I do what Blake tells me to do.”

I stared at her, processing that.  So, Steph was Blake’s bottom.  He was her top.  I wasn’t surprised.  But how far did they take it?  Did she call him Master?  Sir?

I asked, “What do you get out of it?”

“I like watching sluts beg for Blake,” she said contemptuously.  She proudly added, “Especially since he’s my husband and comes home with me.”

“Jen’s not gonna beg Blake,” I told her, feeling confident about that.  This wasn’t my wife’s first rodeo.  She could have any man she wanted.  She might be attracted to Blake, but he was just one man among many.

Steph laughed and gave me a pitying look.  “Mike, you have no idea what you’re getting into,” she said.  “Neither does Jen, probably.”

“And sorry—I don’t think Jen’s a slut,” Steph said.  “But wait.  In the moment, with Blake – she’ll act like that.  A sex craved slut.  You’ll see.”

I frowned at her, not liking, or believing, what she was saying.  Then my attention was drawn to the dance floor.  Jen was dancing with Blake.  It was a slow song, so she was inside his arms and their bodies were pressed together.  

Steph followed my eyes.  We stood next to each other as we watched our spouses slow dance.  

It hurt me to see Jen in Blake’s arms.  Her body pressed against his.  I could see they were talking.  Whispering to each other.  Jen’s full attention was on him.  It pained me to see her that way.  It hurt to watch.  But I couldn’t take my eyes off them.  It was so fucking hot.

I glanced over at Steph.  Her eyes were locked on our spouses too.  I saw a mix of emotions on her face.  She looked aroused but bothered too.  I could tell she felt the same conflict as me.  She was right.  We were the same.  Our heads (and libidos) were wired the same way.  I was a cuckold.  And she was a cuckquean.

I had met other men who shared my cuckold fantasies, but Steph was the first girl.  I knew from reading stories that not all cucks were the same.  Not all open relationships were the same.  Like me, Steph was submissive, a bottom.  How else were we the same?  Where did our fantasies diverge?

I felt a soft body bump up against me.  My reverie ended and I focused my eyes.  It was Jen.

“Hey baby,” Jen said to me.  “Ready to go home?”

Home?  The evening was over?  I was both relieved and surprised.  “Yes, let’s go,” I quickly said.

Jen sat next to me in the limo.  Blake and Steph sat on the other side of the L shaped seats, sort of sideways to us.  Not much was said as the limo threaded through the streets of Manhattan.  Blake had his arm around Steph, but his eyes were on Jen.  Steph snuggled up to Blake like she was desperate for his attention, but he continued to look at my wife.  Jen looked back at him, and it was like they were silently communicating.  The sexual tension was so thick you could cut it with a knife.  I was relieved though that Jen continued to sit next to me and didn’t try to move over to Blake.

Finally, Blake turned his attention to Steph.  He kissed her, and she eagerly kissed him back.  She hungrily ran her hands over his body.  Blake petted Steph too, although not as enthusiastically.

I took the opportunity to talk to Jen.  “How’d it go in the club?” I whispered to her.  “I’m surprised we left so early.  Did Blake do something when you were dancing?”

I was hoping she’d say that Blake was an asshole, and she was completed disgusted by him.  But instead, she whispered back to me, “We have to talk Mike.”

“Talk about what?” I asked.  Then I saw she wasn’t looking at me.  She was looking at Blake making out with Steph.

Blake tugged at the black silk collar, and as soon as he did, Steph submissively cast her eyes down to her high heeled feet.  Jen was staring intently at our neighbors.  As if feeling her eyes on him, Blake looked back at Jen.  He grinned at her as he tugged harder on his wife’s collar.  He was tugging on the collar like Steph was his slave.  A soft moan escaped my wife’s full, pouty lips.

While still looking at Jen, Blake tugged down hard on Steph’s collar.  Steph glanced at me and Jen.  She was red faced from embarrassment.  But she obediently slid off the car seat to the lush carpet floor of the limo.  She got on her knees between Blake’s legs.

“You know what I want,” Blake told his wife in a firm voice.  Steph hesitated, and she glanced at me and Jen again.  She looked mortified to be doing this in front of us.  But then she turned back to her husband.  She worked on his belt and zipper.  Suddenly the limo was completely silent as we watched.  

In the silence, I clearly heard the sound of Steph pulling down the zipper of Blake’s pants. I know Jen did too.  I looked over at her.  Her eyes were locked on Blake’s crotch.  She was breathing hard, and her cheeks were flushed.  She had a major cum face on.

“Talk about what?” I asked again.  But Jen didn’t answer.  I don’t think she even heard me.  She was too focused on what was happening in front of us.

Steph reached into Blake’s pants.  Then suddenly his cock was out, visible to our eyes.

This was unreal.  You have to remember that these were our neighbors.  We’d known them for years.  We’d seen them cutting the grass and at July 4th picnics.  We went to the same church.  Our kids went to school together.  And now here we were.  Blake’s pants were halfway down his legs and Steph was holding his cock in her hands.  It was more than unreal.  It was surreal.

Steph slowly stroked her husband.  He was already mostly hard, but he soon got completely hard.  

Blake leaned back into the heavily cushioned seat, relaxing as Steph stroked him.  His eyes weren’t on Steph.  His eyes were on Jen.  Yes, as Steph stroked him, Blake hungrily looked at my wife.

He grinned at Jen, as if saying, “You like what you see?”  And Jen was definitely looking at him.  Her eyes were locked on his manhood.  She was breathing hard.

I couldn’t help looking too.  Blake’s cock wasn’t porn-star huge, but it was big.  It was above-average in both length and girth.  Not as long as Cam or as thick as Joe, but definitely a good size.  

There were 2 things that set Blake’s cock apart from other men’s.  First, the shaft prominently curved inward towards his stomach.  Second, he had a fat cockhead.  Noticeably thicker than his shaft.

“Isn’t he beautiful?” Steph said.  Her hands were around her husband’s curved shaft as she looked at Jen.

Jen wasn’t looking at Steph.  She was looking at Blake’s cock.  She breathed, “Yes.”  The one syllable came out like a moan.  She had a major cum face on.

Steph smiled proudly.  Then she looked at me, and gave me a triumphant, “I told you so” look.  And a “just wait” look.  I gulped, and my heart sank.  I knew I was losing.  To Blake.  To a man I hated.

Blake seemed to read my thoughts.  He gave me a patronizing look and said, “It’ll be okay Mike.  You’ll get through this.”

I glared at Blake!  I hated him! 

Blake chuckled.  Then he roughly pulled down on Steph’s collar.  “Come on, Steph sugah, suck my dick,” he ordered.  His voice was commanding and left no room for disobedience.  I heard Jen softly moan again, at the way Blake was being so dominating.  So alpha. 

I was surprised to hear Blake call his wife sugah.  I had never heard him use that nickname.  And he said it with the trace of a southern accent, even though he wasn’t from the south.

Steph lowered her face and swallowed Blake’s cock into her mouth.  Blake pulled Steph’s hair back, making sure we had a clear view.  

It was hot seeing Steph sucking her husband’s cock.  She was the epitome of the “girl next door.”  She was shy but friendly, always there with a kind smile.  The first time I met her, she brought over chocolate chip cookies as a home warming gift.  She was a wonderful mother and – like Jen—sang in the church choir.  

Now Steph was on her knees with a cock in her mouth.  It was unreal.  And so fucking hot.  

Then Blake pulled Steph onto his lap.  She straddled his legs, and she wrapped her arms around his neck.  As they kissed, Blake undressed his wife.  Her dress, bra and panties were soon in a pile on the plush carpet of the limo.  

Steph had a nice body.  She had big breasts and looked good naked (unlike most people who looked better with their clothes on).  Her body wasn’t toned and firm like Jen’s, her ass jiggled, her thighs were a tad thick, and there was a hint of sag in her tits, but she was still desirable.  Like Doug’s wife Nancy.  Fuckable. 

Blake reached between them and guided his cock into his wife.  She seemed to take him into her easily.  Then she was passionately moving up and down on his cock.  

I glanced over to Jen.  Like me, she was watching our neighbors fuck.  She appeared mesmerized by the porno show happening in front of us.

Steph moaned as she rode her husband’s cock.  Her moans were passionate and continuous.  She threw her head back and groaned with delight as her body shuddered with each thrust.  It was clear Blake’s cock was giving her extreme pleasure.

Then Jen looked over at me.  She had a major cum face on.  Her eyes bore into me, like she wanted me to do something.  It was clear what she wanted.  She wanted me to fuck her, as Blake was fucking Steph.

But I hesitated.  Steph’s moans sounded outer worldly.  Had I ever made Jen moan like that?  Had I ever given her that much pleasure?  I knew the answers to both questions were no.  I didn’t want Blake to see I couldn’t pleasure my wife the way he was pleasuring Steph.  I didn’t want Steph to see either.

Jen looked desperately at me.  She wanted – needed – to be fucked.  I was afraid she was going to go over to Blake to share him with Steph.

So, I did the only thing I could do.  I got down on the floor, on my knees, and I went down on my wife.  I pushed her dress up, got between her open legs, pulled aside her thong and went down on her bare pussy.  Her lips were slick with excitement.  I licked up and down her slit, then I worked my magic on her clit.

I heard Jen moaned.  She put her legs over my shoulders and gripped my hair as I ate her out.  I knew she was looking into Blake’s eyes as I licked her.  And Blake was looking back into Jen’s eyes as his wife rode his cock.  The image of Jen and Blake looking at each other as their spouses got them off twisted my gut.  It sent daggers into my heart.  But oh god, it made my cock so hard!

I heard Stephanie cum.  Then Blake.  Finally, I heard and felt Jen cum on my tongue.  It was perfect timing, as minutes later the limo arrived at our house.

Steph scrambled back into her clothes.  Jen did too, hurriedly tugging her dress down.  Blake took his time though.  He didn’t seem bothered or self-conscious at all with being half naked.  He continued to recline on the plush seats, his dick hanging out.  

Jen tried to avert her eyes, but finally she glanced over.  I looked too.  Even though he was half hard, his cock was still good sized, especially the big head, and the inward curve of his shaft remained prominent.  He was looking at Jen.  When they made eye contact, he grinned at her.  It was the same “do you like what you see?” grin from before.

“Come on honey,” Steph implored to Blake.  Finally, he pulled up his pants and we made our way into the house.  I paid the babysitter and Steph gathered up her sleeping boys.  Anna was asleep too.  I lost track of Jen.  She disappeared somewhere with Blake while I was paying Callie.  That bothered me.  My nerves were on edge.  I didn’t want her alone with Blake.  Especially not here, in my house.  I needed to talk to her.

Jen appeared a few minutes later.  She was with Blake.  After some hurried goodbyes, Blake and Steph left with their 2 boys.  Jen and I checked on Anna again.  She was still soundly sleeping.  We went to our bedroom.  We looked at each other.
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CHAPTER 7
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I lurched for my wife.  I desperately needed her.  Jen needed me too and we passionately kissed.  We tumbled onto the bed, our clothes going everywhere.  Jen opened her legs, inviting me into her.  Tonight at least, she wasn’t denying me her body.  

I pushed my cock into her.  She was incredibly wet, so I slid in easily.  I pounded her hard and she gripped my shoulders.  Soon I was cumming.  I grunted and lurched as I exploded inside her.

I panted as I supported my weight on my elbows.  My cock softened and fell out of her.  I rolled off and collapsed onto my back.

“Sorry,” I said after a moment.

“Why are you sorry?” 

“Because I came so fast,” I said.

“I came too,” Jen said.

“You did?” I said, surprised.

“I think so,” she said.

She thought so.  Which meant she wasn’t sure if she came.  If a girl isn’t sure if she came, then she didn’t cum, she’s just being nice.

“So, crazy night,” I said.

“Definitely,” Jen agreed.

“But you had fun?”

“So much fun.”

“You were with Blake a lot,” I pointed out.

“I was,” Jen agreed.

“What happened when you were dancing?” I asked.

“Well ...,” Jen said.  She grinned at me.  “He was hard the whole time.”

“Oh.  You felt it?”

“Of course I felt it Mike,” she said with a giggle.  “He wanted me to feel it.”

I thought about how Blake had showed himself off in the limo.  I asked “So what do you think?”
“About his private parts?” Jen asked with another giggle.

“Not so private anymore,” I joked.  

“True,” Jen agreed, and we both laughed.

“So, what do you think?” I asked again.

“I kinda knew already.  Steph told me,” Jen said.  “But does he have the fattest cockhead or what?  And the way it curves ... that’s gotta hurt, right?”

I shook my head.  I didn’t know, since my cock wasn’t curved like that.  “So what else did she tell you?” I asked.

“She said Blake feels amazing when he’s inside you,” Jen told me.  “Something about the way it curves and the fat head.  They’ve been together forever, and she still can’t get enough of his cock.”

“She enjoyed it tonight,” I said, remembering how Steph moaned and shuddered as she rode her husband.

“She did,” Jen agreed.  The matter-of-fact way she said it, it made me mad.

“Are you going to keep talking like all this is normal?” I said with exasperation.  “Jen, they’re manipulating us!  Both Blake and Steph!  To get you into bed!  With him!”

“I know,” Jen said with a shrug.  

I stared at her disbelievingly.  “That’s it?” I asked.  “That’s all you have to say?”

“Say about what Mike?” Jen asked.  “Are you saying you want to stop playing the game?”

“You know I can’t stand Blake!” I yelled.

Jen winced at the anger in my voice.  She hesitated, like she was counting to 10 to give me time to calm down.  Then she said, “You didn’t like Scott either.”  

“No – and look how that turned out,” I said, the anger still in my voice.

“But that wasn’t because you didn’t like Scott,” Jen gently said in a soft, reasonable voice.  “It was because I went too far.  But I’m better this time, right?”

Yes, she was better this time.  But how did that matter to what we were talking about?

“I don’t get your point,” I said with frustration.

“My point is, I think the fact you hate Scott made it more exciting for you,” Jen said in that gentle, reasonable voice.  “Me with your rival.  You hate it, but you love it too.”  She gave me a knowing grin.  “Right?”  

I stared at her.  Yes, she was right.  Being cucked by your rival really pushed my cuckold buttons.  Sometimes, like now, it surprised me at how well my wife understood my fantasies.

“Before you said you want to talk about something,” I said.  “What?”

Jen sat next to me and looked into my eyes.  She asked, “What do you think of me going out with Blake?”

I felt my stomach seize up, like someone reaching into my body, grabbing my gut and violently twisting it.  “Blake asked you out?  On a date?”

Jen gave me a sly smile.  “Does it get you hot to call it a date?” she asked.

“Jen ...,” I said, clenching my hands into fists.  “Don’t fuck with my head.  I can’t handle it.  Not now.”

“Okay, sorry,” Jen said.  “Yes.  Blake asked me out.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow night.”

“Tomorrow night?” I said incredulously.

“Yes.”

I stared at my wife.  She had a determined look on her face.  She wanted this.  This was really going to happen.

Jen put her hand on my crotch.  I was rock hard.  She rubbed my erection and said, “If you didn’t want this, you wouldn’t be so hard.”

“The way my body reacts, doesn’t always mean what I want,” I told her.

“Mike, you’ve told me how your head works,” Jen said.  “It’s not all physical with you.  It’s not even mostly physical.  Your fantasy is about emotions.  If you’re not jealous and bothered, it’s not fun for you.”

“So, you’re going out with Blake for me?” I said sarcastically.

“No.  I’m going out with him for me,” Jen told me truthfully.  “But it works for you too.  That’s what I’m saying.  It’s our game and we both get off on it.”

I stared at her, and we were silent for long moments.  Then she got on top of me.  “You wanna cum again?” she asked as she pulled up her dress.

“I thought I’m not allowed inside you,” I spat out bitterly.

Jen wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me.  “That’s the Cam game,” she told me.  “We’re not playing the Cam game right now.”

Cam.  Joe.  Doug.  Now Blake.  There were so many games going on at the same time, it made my head spin.

“How do you keep them all straight?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Jen said, looking thoughtful.  “I guess it’s like you with sports.  You keep the Mets and Knicks straight, right?  And the Jets? Even though they play at the same time sometimes.  You know all their players, all their drama – right?”

Jen reached down and took hold of my cock, guiding me to her pussy.  She pushed down and I entered her.

God her pussy felt good!  We moved up and down in sync.  It felt so good, but since I had cum earlier I was able to last longer.  I reached down and rubbed her clit as she rode my cock.  

“Yeah, like that baby,” she moaned into my mouth as we kissed.  A few minutes later we both came, Jen cumming for real this time.
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We go to the same church as Blake and Steph.  The next day during the service, they sat with their 2 boys in a pew that was behind and to the left of us.  It was weird being at church with them.  Listening to the gospel and singing hymns, all of us dressed in our Sunday church clothes, while knowing what was going to happen tonight. And what happened last night.   It was all surreal.  I know I’m using that word a lot – surreal – but that’s how it felt.

Our pastor always has a 3-part sermon.  I’ve noticed other pastors are the same way.  Maybe that’s how they teach in pastor school.  Anyway, in his sermon today, the second part was about the 7th and 10th commandments.  “You shall not commit adultery” and “You shall not covet your neighbor's wife.”  I almost laughed when I heard it, and even Jen stifled a grin.  

After the service, everyone gets together for coffee and donuts.  The church calls it “community time.”   I went for coffee as Jen talked to some of her girlfriends and Anna crayoned in the craft room.  I was relieved to see that my wife wasn’t talking to Blake.  Then I sensed someone beside me.  It was Steph.

She handed me a small package.  “Here’s something for Jen,” she whispered.  “What does she usually wear?  Thongs?”

“What?” I whispered back, not understanding.

“Blake thinks Jen has a great behind,” Steph whispered.  “She does, too.  I wish I had her ass.”

“Steph, what the fuck are you talking about?” I hissed in a low voice.

Steph tapped the package with her fingertip.  “G-string,” she whispered.  “They really turn Blake on.”

I stared at her.

“Now you,” Steph said.

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“Tell me something Jen likes,” Steph whispered.  “I’ll tell Blake.”

I frowned at her.  “No,” I said defiantly.

“Mike, come on,” Steph pressed.  “I understand.  It kills you.  It’s killing me too.  Do you think I want my husband with a girl as pretty as your wife?  But that just makes it more exciting.  Right?  Me telling you about g-strings, do you think I want Jen to know that?  But it gets me excited too.  So, tell me something about Jen.  Something she likes.  It’ll get you hot too, I bet.”

I gritted my teeth and my frown deepened.  I felt myself getting hard and that was the last thing I wanted.  I did not want to have a tent in my pants here in church.

“Her neck’s really sensitive,” I blurted out.  “Especially under her ear.”

Steph nodded.  “I’ll tell Blake,” she said.  “Do you mind if I come over tonight?  The waiting’s the worse.  I find it’s easier if I’m not alone.”

I wasn’t sure if I wanted company.  In fact, I was pretty sure I didn’t.  But now my heart was beating wildly and I wasn’t thinking straight.  And anyway, after how she just confided in me, I couldn’t exactly say no.  So I nodded my head in agreement.
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AFTER CHURCH, IT WAS a normal Sunday afternoon.  That is, as normal as it could be given what was going to happen later.  I did my best to push that out of my thoughts.  We spent a family day with Anna.  We went to a museum for kids, one of those hands-on museums, and then we hit the farmer’s market to buy produce for the week.

Jen talked to Wyatt, the local farmer who grew organic fruits and vegetables.  I remembered he was engaged (I think Faith was his fiancée’s name), but Wyatt was manning his stall alone.  Jen spent more time than she needed to pick our produce for our dinner later that night, but Wyatt didn’t seem to mind.  He ignored his other customers as he talked Jen up about his farm.  A couple times I caught him trying to look down Jen’s blouse.  All this barely registered with me though, because I was too pre-occupied with what was going to happen tonight.

Around dinner time, I walked Anna over to Blake and Steph’s house.  The 4 adults had decided to keep the kids there.  Margaret, the woman who didn’t ask any questions, was babysitting.

I spoke only briefly to Steph.  She told me Blake was getting ready.  I told her Jen was getting ready too.  Our spouses were getting ready, for their date.  It made me feel queasy and lightheaded.  I think it had the same effect on Steph.  

I met Margaret.  Blake had described her as “having been around the block a few times,” so I pictured her as an old hag.  But in reality, she was relatively young, about my age, and quite attractive.  She told me she was divorced without any kids.  She was a nurse and babysat to make some extra “under-the-table” money.”  She seemed normal, but as I left she gave me a sly, knowing smile.  Like she knew what was going down tonight.  It kind of creeped me out.

As I got home, Jen was out of the shower and doing her make-up and hair.  She sat at her dressing table wearing only stockings.  And the black g-string.  The g-string consisted of just 2 tiny black strings.  One string went around her waist, low on her hips.  The other went down her crack.  

Finishing her makeup, Jen stood up.  She turned and yelped when she saw me.  “God Mike you scared me,” she said.  “I didn’t hear you get back.”

I barely heard her.  I looked at the black g-string.  From the back, the string went down between her ass cheeks.  In the front, it went across her slit, between her pussy lips.  It didn’t hide anything.  Her bare, waxed pussy was entirely on display.  So was her tight ass.

“No bra?” I asked.

She shook her head.  “I can’t wear a bra with my dress,” she told me.

I slowly nodded, processing that thought.  My insides were a maelstrom.  Then I curled my finger around the string around her hips and asked, “How does it feel?”  Jen usually wore thongs.  I don’t remember the last time she wore a g-string, if ever.

“It’s different than going commando,” she told me.  “I feel it, but just barely.  It makes me feel sexy actually.”

I gently tugged on the string.  With my heart in my throat, I asked, “Jen, are you going to let Blake see this tonight?” 

Jen gave me a sympathetic smile but otherwise didn’t answer.  Instead, she picked up the dress she’d chosen to wear.  She wiggled into it.  It was black and hugged her body.  It was really tight, like a second skin.  The dress was short, ending mid-thigh and barely covering her lacy stocking tops.  And the dress daringly swooped in the back, almost down to the swell of her ass.

My breath caught seeing her.  She looked so beautiful and sexy!  The dress showed off her slim tight body, her long gorgeous legs, her tight ass, and her small perfect tits, and it exposed all of her sexy back.  “You’re right, a bra wouldn’t work,” I said.

“I told you,” Jen said with a lopsided grin at me.

“When’d you get it?” I asked.  “I don’t think I’ve seen it before.”

“You haven’t,” Jen said.  “Scott bought it for me.”

My mouth opened in surprise.  “You still have clothes from then?” I asked in disbelief.

Jen frowned at me.  “Mike, you know I do,” she said.

That was true.  Jen’s closet was full of the clothes she wore when she was with Scott.  But ....

“I didn’t know he bought you clothes,” I said.

“Well, I mean ...,” Jen sputtered.  “Just sometimes.  He made more than me.  And this dress is expensive.  It’s a Dolce & Gabbana.”

My insides were churning.  Clearly Jen didn’t understand why this bothered me so much.  But there was a difference between keeping clothes she wore with Scott, versus clothes he bought for her.  A big difference.

“I’ll wear something else if you want,” Jen said.  “It’s just, it goes with what Blake said.”

“What he said?”

“Remember?  He said he wanted me to show more skin,” Jen said.

I slowly nodded as I processed what she said and tried to get a grip on my emotions.  Often, I felt off-balance when we played the game.  That’s how I felt now.

“You never wore the dress for me,” I said.  I knew I sounded pathetic, but I couldn’t help it.

Jen put a calming hand on my chest.  “Baby, calm down.  You know why,” she said.  “I got pregnant right after we got back together.  No way I could wear this dress with my big belly.  Then we had Anna, and life was all about Anna.  You see that, right?”

“But now you’re wearing it for Blake,” I said bitterly.

“I’m wearing it for us, for our game,” Jen insisted.  She was earnest, but I knew of course it was bullshit.  Seeing my sour face, she offered “I’ll wear something else.”

She turned to go to her closet, but I stopped her with a hand on her arm.  “No.  Go ahead and wear it,” I told her.

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.  Then I forced a grin and said “Scott fucked you in it, right?  So this way I’m screwing Blake over.”

“Ha ha.  I guess so,” Jen said with a grin back at me.  But it took only a moment for me to realize the idiocy of what I said.  I wasn’t screwing Blake over.  He was screwing me over.  Jen also knew how stupid my statement was, but she was polite enough not to say so.  

Jen stepped into her high heels.  The black, extra tall 5-inch stiletto high heels.  She bent over to fix one of the shoes.  As she did, the back of her g-string came into view.

I touched the g-string.  “Jen?  What are you going to let Blake do to you tonight?” I asked her.  My voice was desperate and anxious.  Again, I couldn’t help it.  

Jen turned to me.  She saw my angst.  She saw I was tormented.

“I got you something,” she said reassuringly.  She picked up a small rectangular box on her dressing table.  I opened it.  It was a new Apple watch.

I looked at her, not understanding.  She said, “Your watch is analog.”

I nodded.  She was right.  My watch was one my dad gave me years ago, before digital was all the rage.  But I still didn’t understand.

“This one has a timer,” Jen explained.  “I set it for midnight.  I know I’m pushing things with the game.  I know you’re not comfortable with everything I’m doing.  But tonight will be over by midnight.  I promise, it will, midnight.  So this way, with the watch, you can see how much time it’ll be until we’re together again.”

I looked at the small screen of the watch.  At the moment it was 7pm.  So I only had to deal with the next 5 hours.  Jen was right.  With the Apple watch, I could see the light at the end of the tunnel.  And with the passing of each second, the light got brighter.  Having the watch did make me feel better somewhat.  I just had to make it through the next 5 hours.
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STEPH CAME OVER TO my house around 30 minutes after Jen left with Blake.  She brought over a bottle of wine.  I opened it and poured 2 glasses.  I figured we’d need more than 1 bottle to make it through the night.

Steph was wearing another tight necklace around her neck.  This one was made of white gold.  To a casual observer, it would look like elegant jewelry.  But I knew it was a collar.

“Do you know where they’re going?” I asked.

“A restaurant in Glen Ridge,” Steph told me.  Glen Ridge was the next county over.  “We’ve been there a few times.  No one we know goes there.”

I nodded slowly, processing what she said.  Of course, it was important that no one we knew, like our neighbors, saw our spouses out on a date together.

“You’ve done this before,” I said.

“I told you we’ve done this before,” Steph said.  With a chuckle, she added “We’re practically regulars at that restaurant.”

“So sometimes you go too?” I asked.

“Yes.  Like we did last night,” she said.

“Then why aren’t we going with them?” I asked.

“Sometimes it’s better if they go out alone,” Steph explained.  “Especially at the beginning on the relationship.  It gives them a chance to get to know each other.”

“This isn’t a relationship,” I told her.  “It’s a one-time thing.”

Steph looked dubious but didn’t reply.

“And they already know each other,” I pointed out.

“Yes, but ...,” Steph began.  “Not like this.”

I stared at her.  She meant, in a sexual way.  We were silent for a few moments, as my stomach churned.  Then Steph said, “And sometimes it’s better if the husband – you – isn’t there.  Like last night.  It was pretty clear last night was hard on you.”

“And that’s my fault?” I angrily snapped.

Steph winced at the harshness of my voice.  “Mike, please,” she said pleadingly.  “Don’t take this out on me.  We’re both in the same boat.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, and I really was sorry.  Steph might get off on this, but she was tormented too, just like me.  

We were silent again.  Then I asked, “So you and Blake only play with couples?”

“Sometimes singles,” Steph said.  “But usually couples.  That’s better for me.  I don’t want my husband with a single girl.  If the girl is married, especially if she has children, I know she’s not going to try to steal my husband.”  Then she added “Also, Blake likes couples better.”

“Why?” I asked.

Steph hesitated.  Looking warily at me, she said “Mike, if we’re going to talk like this, we have to agree not to kill the messenger.  I mean, I’ll answer your questions, but you have to promise not to get mad at me if you don’t like the answers.”

“Okay.  I promise,” I said, looking just as wary as her.  “So why does Blake like playing with couples better?”

Steph gave me a “you asked so don’t blame me” look.  Then she said, “Because he gets off on being with another man’s girl.”  She looked into my face and grinned, “That gets you hot, doesn’t it?”

I was embarrassed and my cheeks went red.  Steph noticed it and quickly said “Don’t be embarrassed Mike.  I understand you.  I think we’re the same. Like, it gets me hot when Blake’s with a girl who’s prettier than me.  Like Jen.  Right before he left, he said ‘Jen’s a 10 and you’re a 6 at best.’  And then he said, ‘Jen’s always a 10, but you’re hardly ever at your best.’”

“Wow.  That’s harsh.  You really get off on talk like that?” I asked incredulously.

“I know, right?” Steph said with an embarrassed laugh.  “I’m so twisted.”

I was silent as I processed that.  All of Jen’s lovers were better looking than me.  They had better bodies, they were better endowed, and they fucked better.  And, it made me dizzy with excitement when my wife compared me to her lovers.  It made my stomach churn too, but it always got me so hard.

I gave a knowing look to Steph.  “It hurts too, though,” I said.

Steph’s eyes got big as she realized I understood what went on inside her head, and her heart.  She tilted her head slightly and grinned at me.  I grinned back at her.  We were wired the same way.  And it was good – comforting – to know there was another person in the world like you.  The fact she was a woman and I a man made the experience more ... well, confusing in a way, but in other ways, enlightening.

Our glasses were empty, so I refilled them.  As Steph held her glass to me, I noticed her wedding ring.  It reminded me of something.  “You have a black dot tattoo on your ring finger?” I asked.

“I do,” Steph said.  She took off her wedding ring and showed me.  On the top of her ring finger, centered between her knuckle and joint, was a little black dot tattoo.  It was small enough that it wasn’t visible when her wedding ring was on.

“You got it for Blake?” 

“I did,” Steph said.

“That’s a unique tattoo,” I said, probing.  

“All tats are unique,” she said with a shrug.

“Jen says Alicia has one too,” I said.  “Just like yours.”

“Oh.  I didn’t know Jen knew,” Steph said, surprise in her voice.

“Did Alicia get tatted for Blake too?” I asked.

“I don’t talk about other people Mike,” Steph said with a firm voice.  “You shouldn’t talk about other people either.  That’s the only way this is going to work.”

I nodded slowly.  I knew she was right.  But I was enthralled and terrified by the black dot tattoo.  I was desperate to know if Blake fucked our neighbor Alicia.  Was her husband John a cuckold like me?  Did Blake convince Alicia to ink herself for him – brand herself for him—as a sign of ownership?

“Let me ask you a question,” Steph said, giving me a sly smile.  “What’s the story behind Jen’s 55 tattoo?  She says it’s an Angel Number, but Blake asked her about it, and she barely knows anything about Angels.  So what’s the scoop?”

“Why’s it matter?” I asked, deflecting her question.

Steph grinned at me, as she knew I was avoiding her question.  She said, “Let’s just say, we talk about you and Jen a lot, just like you guys probably talk about us.  And something doesn’t add up about you two.  You both act innocent but you don’t seem like newbies.”

“Newbies?” I asked.

“New to this lifestyle,” Steph explained.  “So, we’re curious about the 55.  You know, the number fifty-five could be the letters SS.  Like, someone’s initials.”

My eyes rose with shock.  “You do really think a lot about us,” I lamented.

“So I’m right then?” Steph asked.  “The 55 is really SS, someone’s initials?”

I stared at Steph but didn’t say anything.  

“So who’s SS?” Steph pressed.

Again I didn’t respond.

Steph grinned at me, that sly smile again.  “I’ll make you a deal Mike,” she said.  “When you tell me about the 55, I’ll tell you about the black dot.”
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The restaurant was called Pelican’s Perch.  It was part bar, restaurant and lounge, and had live music.  Although somewhat tacky, it was dark and intimate, and it was unlikely they’d run into anyone they knew here.

Blake had reserved a booth and his hand was on Jen’s knee almost as soon as they sat down.  She didn’t push his hand away.  After all, this was why they were here.  Still, it made her laugh.  She said, “Not too long ago, we were just neighbors.”

“We’re still neighbors,” Blake said with a grin.  He was lightly brushing his thumb on her thigh just above her knee.  Jen could tell he had a nice touch.  

“So, tell me your story,” Jen said.  “You and Steph’ve been swinging your entire relationship?  How’d it start?”

“We met in college,” Blake said.  “Started as friends, then dated.  I admit I was a player.  Still am, I suppose.  What can I say?  I like variety.  Anyway, Steph’s best friend was on the women’s swim team.  One time after a meet, we hooked up.  Steph caught us.”

“Seriously?  She walked in on you?”

When Blake nodded, Jen lamented, “God Blake.  You cheated on Steph with her best friend.”

“They’re not best friends anymore,” Blake said.

“I guess not,” Jen said with a humorless laugh.

Blake shrugged, like he was saying “This is who I am.  I can’t help it.”  

Then he said, “Steph dumped me.  Then a week later she came back.  She said she loved me.  And you know, I loved her too.  I still do.  But I was honest with her.  I told her I doubted I could ever be faithful.”

“So, that time wasn’t the first time you cheated on Steph?” Jen asked.

Blake shrugged again, the same “This is who I am.  I can’t help it,” shrug.

“So, we kind of fell into it,” Blake said.  “It was a way for me to be with other girls, but not cheat on Steph.  And Steph got her rocks off too.  So, it works for us.”

“And you don’t get jealous seeing Steph with other men?” Jen asked.

“I’m not a jealous person,” Blake said.  “Anyway, we’ve worked it into our hobby.”

Jen couldn’t help smiling inside.  Blake and Steph called it their “hobby” or their “adventures.”  She and Mike called it their “game.”  Different names but the same thing, really.

“How?” Jen asked.

“You’ll see,” Blake promised.  “Steph gets off on it.  Her pity fuck.”

“What?” Jen asked, not understanding.

“While I’m doing the wife, I let her get off with the husband,” Blake explained.  “Couples like you and Mike, it’s pretty common.  Hottie wife like you with a plain Joe husband like Mike.  Happens all the time.  Pretty girls wanna be taken care of, and Mike’s successful, no doubt about that.  So, I get to fuck the hot wife and all Steph gets is the leftover husband.  I call it her pity fuck.  She gets off on it.  I suppose you’ve already figured out that Steph’s into humiliation.” 

Jen pushed Blake’s hand from her leg and glared at him.  “Nothing is going to happen between my husband and your wife,” she told him firmly.  “Nothing.”

Blake laughed.  “Okay, okay, calm down,” he said with a big grin.  “So, it’s one way with you guys.  I get it.  Mike’s a cuckold.”

Jen stared at Blake but didn’t respond.  “I already knew that,” Blake said with a knowing grin at her.  “You’re wearing the g-string Steph gave to Mike, right?  And Mike told me – through Steph – that your neck is a major erogenous zone.”

Jen’s eyes got big as realization hit her.  “You were testing Mike,” she said.

“Yes,” Blake said with the grin still on his face.  “That, and I admit, I do get off on g-strings.  How does it feel by the way?”

“Like I’m flossing my ass,” Jen deadpanned.  They both laughed.  

“It feels sexy actually,” Jen admitted.  Blake smiled at her.  He brought his hand to Jen’s neck and, with just his thumb, he lightly caressed her neck just below her ear.  Jen’s eyelids fluttered and she began breathing harder.  This man seriously had a nice touch!

Blake caressed down her back, appreciating the daring swoop of her dress that exposed almost all of her back to him.  “I like this dress,” he told her.

“I’m glad you approve,” Jen said. “Mike likes it too.”

Blake laughed.  “But you’re not wearing it for him, are you?  You put this on for me.”

Jen didn’t respond, not denying what he just said.

Blake caressed just below her shoulder blades.  “No bra?” he asked.

“Obviously,” Jen said.  A bra wasn’t possible in this dress.  As if wanting to make sure, Blake reached up with his other hand and flicked his finger across Jen’s breast, right where he knew her nipple would be.  He smiled approvingly, feeling her hard nipple under the soft material of the dress.  

Jen pulled away and laughed uncomfortably.  “Don’t you think this is weird?” she asked.  “Okay, I admit, we’ve flirted for years.  And you and Steph swing.  But don’t you think this is weird?  We’re neighbors.”

“That makes it more exciting,” Blake said, his hand still caressing Jen’s sexy, toned back.  “The taboo of it.  The risk of getting caught.  All that makes it more exciting.”

“But we live on the the same block,” Jen said.  “I get the excitement.  But what if people find out?”

“You won’t be the first wife in our neighbor I’ve slept with,” Blake said.  “Have you ever heard anything?  Even rumors?  Steph and I are very discreet.  I’m sure you and Mike will be too.”

Jen nodded slowly, processing his words.  He was right, the taboo was exciting, and so was the risk of getting caught.  She thought of going to their next neighborhood party, of mingling with their clean cut, church going neighbors, all the while knowing she was Blake’s lover.  It sent a thrilling shudder down her spine.  She also thought about Mike.  About how jealous he would be, about how much angst it would cause him, as he watched her “innocently” talk with Blake, knowing that it would be Blake’s cock inside her that night, not his.  

“So, exactly how does this work?” Jen asked.  “Tonight I mean.”

“Steph likes to watch,” Blake said.  “I take it, that’s Mike’s fantasy too?”

Jen nodded.

“You’ve done this before, haven’t you?” Blake asked with a knowing smile at her.  “I’m not the first.  Mike’s watched you with other men before.”

“That’s not true,” Jen lied.  She had to talk to Mike before revealing their game.  For now, they were pretending that their fantasies were just that, fantasy, and they had done nothing more than pillow talk and role playing.  

Blake looked dubious but he didn’t pursue it.  He said “I’ll talk shit with Steph.  Don’t let it bother you.  She likes it.”

“What do you mean?  What kinda shit?” Jen asked.

“Steph gets off when I’m with a girl who’s prettier than her,” Blake explained.  “Especially when she’s way prettier, like you.”

“Steph’s pretty,” Jen quickly said, coming to the defense of her friend.

Blake laughed.  “Jen, don’t bullshit,” he said.  “It’ll be a lot more fun for all of us if you don’t bullshit.  Like I said, Steph’s into humiliation.  She likes it.  And she’s not stupid.  If you bullshit, it’ll just hurt her feelings more.”

Jen didn’t respond as she thought about what Blake said.  In a way, she understood Stephanie.  She wasn’t wired the same way, but her husband was.  Mike wanted her to be with men who were more handsome, had better bodies, were better endowed.  And he wanted her to compare him to her lovers.  He got so incredibly hot when she told him how much bigger they were, how much harder their bodies were, and how her orgasms were so much more intense.

“Okay, I get it,” Jen said agreeably.  Then she eyed Blake and said, “You know, Mike doesn’t like you.”

Blake gave her an unconcerned shrug.  Then he smiled lecherously and said, “That’ll make it even more sweet when I fuck you.”  

“You’re so sure of yourself,” Jen scoffed.

“I think we both know it’s gonna happen,” he said with a confident smile.

His smile grew larger when Jen didn’t respond.  He said “You know I’ll be fucking Mike as much as fucking you tonight.”

Jen’s breath caught in her throat, and her knees felt weak.  Back before the game, if Blake had said that, she would’ve slapped his face.  But now she’d been with other men.  She got so much pleasure from it.  And it wasn’t just the physical sex.  It was the fact her husband was a cuckold.  Their game was as much mind fucking as real fucking.  

Blake added “Figuratively of course.  Unless of course you’re into that.”

Jen laughed dismissively, like that was a ridiculous thought.  But for an instant she imagined Mike on his knees with Blake’s cock in his mouth.  The thought made her shiver.

“What?  No rushing to your husband’s defense?” Blake said with a tinge of superiority mixed with contempt in his voice.  “You don’t care?”

“I care,” Jen finally said.  Her cheeks were flushed.  Mike would say she had a major cum face on.

Blake chuckled.  “You’re a submissive slut, just like Steph, aren’t you?” he said.  “And Mike’s the most submissive of all.  A submissive cuckold.  I’m right, right?”

Blake laughed when Jen didn’t answer.
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I CONSTANTLY CHECKED the countdown timer on my new Apple watch.  The timer was at 2 hours and 30 minutes when Jen got home with Blake.  She was holding his hand as they walked in from the garage.  Seeing her holding his hand made my stomach turn over.  I looked at the watch again.  Now 2 hours and 28 minutes.  I just had to make it that long, and she would be mine again.

The air was tense as Blake and Jen walked into the family room holding hands.  I sat on the sofa with Stephanie.  Blake and Jen stopped in the middle of the room and looked at us.  We looked back at them.  No one spoke for long moments.  My insides felt like a string that was coiled so tight I was about to snap.  I hated that Jen was holding Blake’s hand.  At that moment I needed some reassurance, I needed to hold her.  But instead she was holding Blake’s hand.

Blake moved his hand to Jen’s back.  I couldn’t see since they were facing us, but from the movement of his arm I could tell he was caressing her bare back at the sensitive spot just above her ass.  A flush came over Jen’s pretty face and her pouty lips parted as she began breathing harder.   

It was Stephanie who finally broke the silence.  “She’s so beautiful Blake,” she said, her eyes both on her husband and Jen’s beautiful face.

“She is,” Blake agreed, leaning over to kiss Jen’s neck.  He pulled her long blonde hair to the side so he could kiss the side of her neck just below her ear.  Jen’s face flushed and a soft moan escaped her lips as Blake used his lips and the tip of his tongue to expertly fondle one of her most sensitive erogenous zones.  Steph looked knowingly at me.  I had told her about Jen’s neck, and she had told Blake.  I had helped set up her husband’s seduction of my wife.

Within moments, Blake and Jen were on the sofa opposite us, and they were kissing.  

Kissing.  

Blake, a man I despised, was kissing my wife.  I realized then it was really going to happen.  This was real.  Blake was giving me the ultimate fuck you.  He was going to fuck my wife.

I watched as Jen parted her pouty lips for Blake.  I watched as he pushed his tongue into her mouth, knowing by the motion of her cheek that they were tonguing each other.  

Then I watched as Blake moved his hand up and cupped Jen’s breast through her dress.  The sight turned my stomach.  Then it got even worse as I heard Jen moan as he rubbed her nipple with this thumb.

Seeing them on the sofa, hearing their sounds, it hurt so much.  I looked at my new watch.  The timer read 2 hours and 12 minutes.  This time though the timer didn’t offer me any comfort.  For the next 2 hours and 12 minutes, Blake was going to kiss my wife, and fondle her, and push his cock inside her.  It seemed so long.  I didn’t know how I was going to make it. 

I sensed movement and my eyes shot back up to them.  Blake’s hands were on Jen’s back, on her dress.  He was searching for the zipper.

Jen pulled her lips away from Blake’s.  She was breathing hard but managed to say “It’s on my side.”  

Then Blake’s lips were on hers again, and he was pushing his tongue back down her throat.  At the same time, he moved his hand to the zipper at Jen’s side.  I watched as he pulled it down.  The room was silent except for the sounds of their kissing and rustling on the sofa.  So the sound of the zipper being pulled down screamed into my ears.  

God.  Blake was undressing my wife.  Fucking god!

After pulling the zipper down, Blake’s hands went to her shoulders.  He pulled the straps down her arms, exposing her.  Blake pulled away from kissing Jen.  They both were panting.  His eyes went to her chest.  To her braless breasts.  To my wife’s sweet, teenager breasts.  

“I’ve wanted to see these for a long time,” Blake said as he feasted on Jen’s small, perky tits.  

Jen arched her back, giving Blake the best view possible of her breasts.  She had a Cheshire cat smile on her beautiful face.  It was like she was saying, “yeah, I know you’ve always wanted me.”  It struck me then how confident Jen had become.  She knew she was beautiful.  She knew men desired her.  She knew she could have any man she wanted.  Her attitude was thrilling but also intimidating too.

Blake moved his hands up to cup Jen’s breasts.  Her tiny tits disappeared in his big hands.  Jen’s face flushed and her lips parted in a moan as he thumbed  her hard, sensitive nipples.  

Then he lowered his head.  I watched as he flicked his tongue across one of Jen’s hard, eraser size nipples.  Then he took the nipple into his mouth.  He licked and sucked my wife’s tender nipple.  Jen rolled her head back and moaned.  “Oh god,” she groaned.

Blake pulled Jen’s dress the rest of the way off her body.  Now she was naked except for the g-string, stockings and heels.  Blake looked her up and down, a lustful grin on his face.  He ran his hand over Jen’s flat stomach and toned thighs.  “She’s got a tight body.  Right Steph?” he said to his wife.

“Yeah, tight,” Steph agreed.  She was breathing hard, panting.

Then he cupped Jen’s breast again with one hand.  With his other he squeezed Jen’s tight ass.  “And ripe too,” he said to Steph.  “Right?”

“Oh yeah,” Steph moaned.  “She’s so ripe.”

“So go ahead and ask me,” Blake said, grinning at his wife.  “I know you want to.”

Stephanie looked nervously at me, then at Jen, like this was something private between her and Blake.  But she asked, “Is Jen prettier than me?  Is she sexier?  Do you want her more than me?”

Blake looked sympathetically at his wife.  “You know she’s prettier,” he said.  “And you know I’ve wanted her for a long time.  You know that, right?”

“Yes,” Steph said.  I looked at Steph and saw a mix of emotions there.  Excitement, sadness, jealousy, resignation.

“So tell them,” Blake ordered her.  Steph began to speak but he interrupted her. He motioned over at me.   “Tell him,” he said.

Steph turned to look at me.  “Blake talks about Jen all the time,” she told me.  “From the day you moved here.  Jen was pregnant then.  My husband likes fucking married girls.  Especially pregnant married girls.”

“Tell Mike about Halloween,” Blake ordered.

Steph nodded to her husband, then looked at me again.  “Blake got hard seeing Jen dressed as Supergirl.  He told me to distract you so he could be alone with her. Remember?  We went downstairs to check on the kids?”  Steph gave me a weak, apologetic smile.  I nodded, and she said “After the party, all Blake could talk about was Jen.  When he fucked me, he talked about Jen.”

“Tell him what I said,” Blake told his wife.

Steph said “Blake said he wished he was fucking Jen instead of me.”  As Steph said this, she looked embarrassed but also turned on.  She looked beyond turned on.  I knew that feeling.  So turned on that if you touched yourself you’d cum.  That’s how turned on Steph was.  She truly was a cuckold like me.  A cuckquean.

“Tell Mike what I said about him,” Blake ordered.

“He said you’re not competition.  He said you might be smart and all, but you’re not competition.”  Steph at least looked embarrassed and ashamed as she said these things to me.  Then she added, “I’m sorry Mike, but you’re going to find out.”

We heard shuffling on the sofa, so we turned back to look at our spouses.  They were kissing again, and Blake was tracing Jen’s g-string with his fingertips.  The g-string didn’t hide anything.  If anything it emphasized her nakedness.  

Jen was facing Blake so we could clearly see her petite tight ass, and Blake’s fingers as he caressed along her waist and down her crack.  “Her ass is so sexy,” Steph said.  Her words came out like a longing moan.  

Blake pushed Jen onto the floor, onto her knees between his open legs. He grinned down at her and said  “I’ve wanted my cock in your mouth for a long time.”  Jen had that smile on her pretty face again, although this time it was like she was playfully saying “Oh you have, have you?”

Jen didn’t hesitant.  She unbuckled his belt and pants and pulled down his zipper.  Then she reached into his pants and pulled out his cock.

With both hands she stroked him and he quickly got fully hard.  Once again I was struck by the way his shaft prominently curved inward towards his stomach, and the fatness of his cockhead.  

Jen pulled her long blonde hair to the side, then took Blake’s cock into her mouth.  Blake moaned as he felt Jen’s soft, pouty lips around his shaft.  He looked at me and said “I knew someday my cock would be in her mouth.”

I didn’t say anything.  What could I say?  My wife had his cock in her mouth.  He had beaten me.

Jen raised her head from his cock.  I thought she was going to come to my defense.  But instead she looked up at Blake with heavy lidded, lust filled eyes, and said “I freaking love the way you taste.”  

Then she was sucking on his cock again.  Blake laced his fingers into her lush blonde locks and gave me a triumphant, fuck you grin.

I heard a whimper next to me and looked over at Steph.  I was shocked to see she had undressed.  Like Jen she was naked except for heels, stockings and g-string.  And the collar around her neck.  With one hand she was pressing a small vibrator against her clit.  With her other hand she was mauling one of her big tits.

“You like this babe?” Blake said to his wife.  Again, I felt like I was hearing their private conversation.  I felt like I was intruding on their private pillow talk.

“Is she good?” Steph asked her husband.

“Yeah, she sucks good cock,” Blake said.  His breathing was labored, and he was having trouble talking.

“Better than me?” Steph asked.  This time her words came out like a sob.

“Yeah, she’s better ... she’s about to make me cum,” Blake said, his voice strained.

“Already?  She must be good.”

“Yeah, she’s good, way better than you,” Blake moaned, his voice strained.  “You know it’s hot with my cock in a pretty girl’s mouth.”

“A girl prettier than me,” Steph lamented, looking both excited and sad.

“Jen’s way prettier than you, Steph,” Blake said to his wife as he looked into her eyes.  “Come on, you know that.”

“Oh god Blake,” Steph sobbed.  She looked like she was about to cry.  But her nipples were rock hard, and she was vigorously rubbing the vibrator against her clit.

A moment later, Blake cried out and came.  He kept his fingers gripped in Jen’s hair so she had no choice but to take it and swallow.  I watched Jen’s cheeks balloon out as he flooded her mouth with his sperm, then her throat muscles frantically working to swallow all of it.

“Fuck, fuck ...” Blake panted as he finished.  He got up and went over to Steph.

Was that it?  Was it over?  I glanced at my new watch.  The timer said 1 hour and 44 minutes.  

I looked up from the watch when I heard Jen said “Mike, come with me.”  She offered her hand to me, and I took it.  It felt good to hold her hand.  To my surprise, she guided me to the guest room downstairs.  “Is this helping?” she asked, tapping my new watch.

“Yes,” I said.  I moved to hug her, but she got onto the bed.  I followed.  Jen parted her legs.  Then she pulled my head towards her pussy.  It was pretty clear what she wanted.

I tugged the g-string to the side (it took almost no effort) and began lapping at her pussy.  She was incredibly wet!  “Oh yeah baby, do it, lick me, do it, do it,” she urged me.

I went to town on Jen’s pussy, wanting to give her pleasure.  Jen was mine again!  I was going to make her cum with my tongue, and then I was going to make love to her. Then I would hold her all night as we slept together.

But abruptly Jen pushed at my head, pushing me away.  I looked at her, not understanding.  But Jen wasn’t looking at me.  She was looking passed me.  I turned my head and looked behind me.  Blake was standing there, and he was hard again.

“Mike baby, move,” Jen said.  She didn’t say it harshly or meanly.  But she said it.

I got off the bed and Blake took my place.  “Thanks for keeping her hot for me,” he said with an evil grin at me.  He got on his knees between Jen’s open legs.

“You ready for this, sugah?” Blake asked Jen as he stroked himself.

“Oh yeah,” Jen said, practically purring.  “I want to feel you inside me!”

Blake looked over at me.  He grinned and said, “Your wife’s about to find out what it’s like to be with a real man.”

I glared at the asshole!  I expected Jen to defend me.  But instead, she pleaded, “Come on Blake, stop teasing me!”

Steph had moved beside me.  I heard her laugh and whisper to me, “Jen’s just another slut who wants my husband’s cock.”

Blake’s focus was on my wife.  He ran the fat cockhead of his penis up and down Jen’s slippery slit.  “You want this?” he teased.

“You know I do!  Stop teasing me Blake!” Jen whined.  “Put it inside me!  Please!”

Steph leaned closer to me.  She whispered into my ear, “I told you she’d beg for it.  Now my husband is going to make your wife cum like she’s never cum before.”

“Ugh!  God!” I heard Jen groan.  I turned back to the bed and saw Blake on top of my wife, bearing down on her.  He was inside her!

“Your cock is so freaking big!” Jen cried.

“Wait until you feel it all,” Blake said.

“Oh yeah, I want it all, give it to me!” Jen enthused.

It took a few moments but soon Blake was soon balls deep inside Jen.  “Fuck you feel good,” Blake groaned.  “Your pussy’s so sweet.  Steph sugah her pussy is so sweet.”

Steph was sitting next to me.  There was only a love seat in the guest room so we were practically touching.  With her eyes locked on the action on the bed, she pressed the vibrater against her clit.  Apparently not satisfied with the angle, she opened her legs and in the process, hooked one stockinged leg over mine.

Blake was slowly pumping in and out of Jen’s pussy.  Her face was tense, like she was struggling with his size.  That didn’t make sense to me, as both Cam and Joe had bigger cocks (Cam in length and Joe in girth).  But then I realized that it was Blake’s curved shaft and fat cockhead.  Somehow that combination made him feel immense inside my wife.

My thoughts were confirmed when I focused my eyes on Jen’s pussy.  As Blake pulled out, her pussy lips stretched wide to accommodate his big cockhead, and then clenched back tight around his shaft as he pushed back inside her, but even then, it looked like he was tugging this way and that on her pussy lips because of his curved shaft. With all that happening on her pussy lips, I could only imagine how he felt inside her.

Blake wasn’t fucking Jen particularly hard or fast, but he fucked her deep and steady.  I looked at her face.  To my surprise, she looked puzzled, like she didn’t understand what was happening to her body. 

As if reading my thoughts, Steph leaned over and said to me, “Girls are used to cocks going straight in and straight out when we get fucked.  But Blake’s not like that.  His cock curves inside you as it goes in and out.  And it feels amazing.  Jen’s finding that out now.”

I suddenly realized how close I was sitting to Steph, and how naked she was.  The fact I was still fully dressed only emphasized her nakedness.  Her stockinged leg was still over mine.  I looked down at her knee.  She had a small run there.  For a long moment, I focused my eyes on the laddered stocking at her knee.

“You’re a leg man,” Steph said knowingly to me.  “No wonder you married Jen.  She’s got amazing legs.”  She took my hand and placed it on her thigh, over the lace of her stocking tops.  “My legs aren’t as nice as Jen’s, but they’re still nice, right?”

Suddenly Steph put her hand on my crotch.  On the tent my hard-on was making in my pants.  I seized up and she quickly reassured me.  “Don’t freak out Mike,” she said with a friendly smile.  “I’m just checking you out.  Why don’t you take your clothes off?”

I stared at Steph, breathing hard.  Then I heard Jen moan and turned back to the bed.

Jen was cumming.  She was desperately clutching at Blake’s arms, and there was a look of pure ecstasy on her face.  A frenzied, helpless look of pure ecstasy.  

She cried, “Oh my god!  Fuck!”

Then Jen was throwing her head back and arching her back, and crying out with a long soulful moan.  It seemed to go on forever – “Oh god! Oh god!  Oh god! Oh god!—her body shuddering and writhing uncontrollably.  And then her moans turned into what sounded like sobs.  

My wife was crying!  I was about to jump up to go to her when Steph held me back. 

“It’s alright,” Steph assured me with a soothing voice.  “This is what Blake does to girls.  I told you, he was going to make her cum like she’s never cum before.”

Blake fucked Jen through her orgasm.  He didn’t let up either, as he began fucking Jen harder and faster as his own orgasm neared.  I knew he was about to cum as the muscles of his ass and the back of his thighs tensed up.  Then he pushed deep into Jen one more time as his orgasm hit.  He clutched Jen’s hips to stay deep inside her as he came.

Next to me, Steph was frantically finger fucking herself as she held the vibrator against her clit. Her eyes were locked on her husband fucking my wife.  

“Mike, squeeze my tits!” she pleaded desperately, but I made no move to touch her.  She glared at me when I didn’t reach over to fondle her, like I had rejected her.  It didn’t matter as she came anyway, her orgasm almost in sync with Blake’s.  

I watched as Blake pulled out of Jen and collapsed onto his back next to her.  That’s when I saw he wasn’t wearing a condom, and his still hard cock was covered with milky white sperm.  

Blake had fucked Jen bareback!  He had ejaculated inside my wife!  He had shot his sperm inside her!

Reading my thoughts, Steph leaned over to me and spitefully hissed into my ear, “I hope she’s on the pill, or my husband just got your wife pregnant.”  

That’s when I came.
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Blake and Steph went home soon after.  Anna was sleeping over their house, so Jen and I were alone.  We went upstairs to our bedroom.  I went into the bathroom to clean up after cumming in my pants.  Jen waited for me on the bed, still wearing the g-string, stockings and high heels.

I emerged from the bathroom and Jen patted the bed next to her.  “Come here baby,” she said with a kind smile at me.  I sat down next to her but didn’t touch her.  My emotions were raw from what happened earlier.

“You let him cum inside you,” I said with a hard look at her.

“Yes.  I never said I wasn’t going to.”

Her flippant attitude hurt my feelings and made me angry.  “Don’t you care about me?” I asked with exasperation.

“Of course I do.”

“Then why didn’t you ask me first?!”

Jen frowned and pursed her lips at me.  She said, “Mike, if you asked I would’ve told you.  I talked to Steph.  She told me Blake was clean.  I trust Steph.  I trust Blake.”

Hearing her take Blake’s side tore at my heart.  It also made me even more angry.  “I don’t give a fuck about Blake!” I yelled.

Again, Jen pursed her lips at me.  “Mike, you need to calm down,” she said sternly.  “You need to stop trying to control things.  You’re not in control.  I am.”

Her words shocked me.  I stared at her without saying anything.

After a few moments, Jen’s face softened and in a gentler voice she said, “I knew this might be my only time with Blake, so I wanted to experience him.  That’s why I didn’t make him use a condom.  That’s why I let him cum inside me.”

“But don’t you see ...,” I began, struggling to find the right words.  “Don’t you see how that diminished me?”

Jen gave me a patient smile.  “Mike, Blake fucked me tonight.  He undressed me, he touched me wherever he wanted, he kissed me, he fucked me.  How does cumming inside me make it any worse for you?”

I stared at Jen again.  It seemed like she was taunting me, instead of trying to make me feel better and soothe my feelings.  “You make me feel like I’m not even a man anymore!” I spat out bitterly.

Jen put her arm around me.  With her other hand she rubbed my chest.  In a gentle voice she said “Mike baby, as my husband, of course you’re a man.  That hasn’t changed.  As Anna’s father, you’re a man. But not in bed. Okay?  I love you.  Only you.  But in my sex life, you’re not a man.”

“Ugh, god!” I groaned, my body shuddering uncontrollably at her words.  Jen grinned at me.  She reached into my boxers and wrapped her hand around my cock.  

“God Mike you’re so freaking hard,” she said, still grinning at me.  She slowly stroked me.  “I saw Steph feeling this.”

“I think she wanted to fuck,” I said as my heart pounded wildly in my chest.

“Yeah, she did.  The bitch,” Jen said with a scowl.  Then she grinned at me again.  That taunting grin again. “You’d be her pity fuck.”

“What?”

“That’s what they call it,” Jen told me.  “Blake gets me, and Steph gets you.”  She squeezed my shaft as if to emphasize her next words.  “You’re her pity fuck.”  My eyes opened wide as she told me this.  My cock got even harder, if that was possible.

“So, my cock is just worth a pity fuck?” I asked, breathing hard.

“Your little thing?  Yeah, I guess so,” Jen said with a grin.  Her words, and especially the grin, tore at my manhood.  But God it got me so hot!

“Am I your pity fuck?” I asked my wife.  I felt desperate, but also intensely excited.

“Compared to Blake?” Jen mused rhetorically.  “Yeah, you are.”  With a dreamy look, she gushed, “Blake’s an incredible lover Mike.  Steph’s right.  She’s so lucky.  His cock’s freaking amazing.  It felt so good inside me.  He made me cum so hard.”

“You’re not making me feel any better,” I said sourly.

Jen laughed.  “I’m telling you exactly what you want to hear,” she said as she grinned at me.

Once again, I stared at my wife.  My thoughts from earlier came back to me, about how she had become so confident, so dominate.  It was both exciting and disconcerting.  “Are you this alpha with your lovers?” I asked.

“You know I’m not,” she said.  “But I’m your top.  That’s what I mean.  Don’t try to top from the bottom Mike.  It’ll only ruin it for both of us.”

“So, you’re Blake’s bottom now?” I spat out bitterly.  “Are you going to ink your ring finger with a black dot for him?”

“He hasn’t asked me,” Jen said.

Her answer surprised me.  “So, all he has to do is ask?” I said incredulously.

“It’ll take more than just one time,” Jen said with a shrug.

I gawked at her.  “Are you seriously considering it?” 

Jen laughed.  “Mike baby, calm down,” she said.  “I’m just teasing you.”

“So, you won’t ink yourself for Blake?” I asked, wanting to make sure.  “You know, they’re curious about your 55 tat.  Steph asked me if fifty-five is really SS.  She wants to know who’s SS.”

“Oh,” Jen said, looking surprised.  But from her face, it seemed like there was something else there too.

“What?” I asked.

Looking guilty, she hesitantly said “I might have mentioned Scott’s name to Steph.”

“What?” I yelled.  “You told her Scott’s name is Scott Stafford?  Why were you talking about him at all?”

“Because Steph asked why we divorced,” Jen said.  “Mike, Steph and I are really good friends. We’ve told each other our stories.  Scott was a major mistake.  A disaster.  But he’s part of my story.  So, I had to talk about him.”

“So, Steph and Blake know you inked yourself for Scott!” I angrily said.

“... maybe,” Jen hesitantly said in a little voice.

“And now they think you’ll ink yourself for Blake!  And you’re thinking about it!”

“I am not Mike!” Jen insisted.  “I was just teasing you!”

I glared at Jen and she stared back at me.  We were both silent, at an impasse.  

It was Jen who spoke first.  She took my hands and said, “I’m not thinking about getting a tattoo for Blake.  And I’m sorry for talking about Scott.  But Mike – the 55 tat gets you hot.  You’re the reason why I haven’t lasered it off.  And if I did ink a black dot on my ring finger – and I’m not going to, I’m just saying if I did – then that would get you hot too.  You know it would Mike.”

I continued to glare at Jen, but her words dissipated part of my anger, because she was right.  “So, what are you saying?” I asked.

“I’m saying you’re a bottom, so stop trying to be a top,” Jen said.  Her voice was gentle but firm.  “You’re my cuck.  Stop trying to control things.  I’m in control.  I want you to trust me Mike.  If I ever go too far, you can take back my free pass.”

I didn’t say anything for long moments.  Finally, I said, “Okay.  I’ll try.  I mean, I trust you.  I’ll try to give up control.”

“You promise?” Jen asked.

“... yes,” I said after a moment’s hesitation.

“Then there’s something I want you to do,” Jen said with a grin at me.  As she said this, she ran her fingertip across my lips.  I knew what she wanted me to do.  Eat her out.  But her pussy was full of Blake’s sperm ....

“That’s what you want?” I asked uncertainly.

“Yes!” Jen hissed.  She pushed me onto my back then moved up my body and straddled my face.  I was looking right up at her pussy.  Her lips were red and swollen and gaped apart.  They were wet too, and I knew where that was from.  

“How do I look?”

“Your pussy looks used,” I said honestly.

Jen laughed.  “Well, Blake did use me tonight,” she said, grinning down at me.  Her words tore at my gut but made me groan too.

I was still looking at Jen’s pussy.  The g-string ran down from her tiny waist and disappeared into her pussy.   I hesitantly licked up and down her slit.  I felt the string of the g-string rub against the tip of my tongue.

“Come on Mike!” Jen said impatiently.  She grabbed my hair and pushed her pussy onto my mouth.  I licked her harder and faster.  “Oh yeah, that feels so freaking good!” she purred as I ate her.  

I sensed Jen bearing down, and suddenly liquid flowed into my mouth.  I knew it was Blake’s sperm.  Jen knew it too.  She said “How does Blake taste? You like it, Mike?  Does he taste like a man?”

Jen reached behind her and grabbed my cock.  “You’re so fucking hard Mike!” she hissed.  “I know you love this!”

Then Jen  pulled me by the hair, forcing my face into her crack.  “Lick my ass!” she ordered.  Without hesitation I spread her tight cheeks with my hands and began lapping at her puckered asshole.  My head spun with submissive cuckold lust.

I eagerly licked around and over her little puckered anus.  The musty, pungent taste made my head spin.  “Oh god, yeah, lick my ass baby, oh god, just like that,” Jen moaned.  “Oh, you dirty boy.  You dirty, dirty boy.”

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!” Jen demanded, jerking my hair so my nose was in her crack.  “Fuck my ass with your tongue!”  Then she rolled her head back and her body jerked wildly as she came.

Jen collapsed onto the bed next to me, panting.  I lay beside her, not moving, feeling like I was in shock.  Feeling used.

Finally Jen got up on an elbow and looked at me.  “You like eating my ass?” she asked me.

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.

“You like eating Blake’s cum from me?” 

This time I didn’t answer.  “I guess we’ll have to work on that,” Jen said with a grin.  Then she put her pink vibrator to my lips.  She forced it into my mouth.  It was like a small penis.  Jen said “You wanna suck cock baby?  I’ll teach you.”

When I didn’t reply Jen grinned at me.  She reached down and grabbed my cock again.  I was still rock hard.  “I think you like the idea,” she said.

I didn’t answer.

Jen laughed.

Then Jen straddled my hips.  She guided my cock into her pussy.  I went in balls deep with almost no resistance.

“I barely feel you inside me,” Jen said as she looked down into my face.  “Blake really stretched me.  If he fucks me enough, he’s gonna ruin my pussy for your little dick.”

I moaned, her words so hurtful and horrible.  But they had their intended effect.  I pushed up into her once, twice, then I grunted and came.
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Our game was changing.  Jen was becoming more dominate.  She seemed to get off on her control of me.  And she was delving into aspects of cuckoldism that had never appealed to me.  Eating creampies and sucking off her lovers.  

All of this thrilled me.  Even the part about sucking off another guy.  Not really.  But sort of.  It’s hard to explain ....

Part of being a cuckold is losing your manhood.  You don’t want your wife to think of you sexually.  And we were there, Jen was openly saying I’d been replaced sexually in her life.  So, wasn’t that the same as losing your manhood?  Not being a man in your wife’s eyes?

I knew from reading cuckold stories that there were various manifestations of this.  Like, the wife making her husband wear panties, to symbolize the fact that she doesn’t view her husband’s penis with any sexual interest.  

Or, the wife making her husband suck off another man. Because, once the wife sees her husband with another man’s dick in his mouth, how can she see him as a man?  So there you have it.  The husband loses his manhood in his wife’s eyes.  And that’s what a cuckold wants.

That’s why it excited me.  I didn’t want Jen to view me with any sexual interest.  I wanted her to see me as a pity fuck.  I didn’t care what Steph thought about me.  But for Jen – for my wife – I wanted her to view me as a pity fuck.

Demented, right?  So totally fucked up.  But that’s why all this was so thrilling to me.  I loved the way our game was going.  I loved it.

But it scared me too.  Because, once Jen no longer saw me as a man, could we ever go back?  Once she saw me sucking off another man, would she lose all respect for me?  Can you have a marriage if the wife doesn’t view her husband as a man, if she doesn’t respect him as a man?  If she doesn’t desire him at all sexually?

We talked a lot about her night with Blake.  Steph had been right – he made Jen cum like no man had done before.  

“I don’t know,” she told me.  “It’s something about the way his dick curves, and the fat head.”  She took my hand and put it on her stomach, just below her belly button.  “My g-spot is here.  I’ve had g-spot orgasms before.  I’ve had orgasms where my lover’s cock is rubbing both my clit and g-spot at the same time.  But Blake was different.  It was freaking amazing.  Like, he was edging me, keeping me right at the brink.  Then he pushed me over the edge.  And it was like explosions in my body.”

“You were crying,” I told her.

“Not quite, but almost ... it was so intense Mike,” she said.  “I’ve had amazing orgasms before.  But this was something else.  Blake took me someplace I’d never been before.”

Then she added, “Steph is really lucky.”  

“That’s the second time you’ve said that.”

“Well ....”

“So, that means you’re not lucky?  Because you’re stuck with me.  While Steph’s got Blake.”

“I never said that, Mike.  You said that, not me.”

I was silent for long moments.  All this was getting my dick hard of course, but it was also churning my gut.  The way she was gushing about Blake with such reverie was tearing my heart apart.  Jen knew it too.  She rubbed my arm and said “You’re upset.”

“It’s just hard to hear you talk about Blake that way,” I said.

“Baby, the fact Blake is a good lover doesn’t mean he’s a good man,” she said, trying to reassure me.

“So he’s a good lover?” I asked.  “It’s not just his dick – he’s a good lover too?”

“Do you want the truth?”

“I always want the truth, Jen.”

“Then yes, Blake’s a good lover,” Jen said.  “He’s a freaking awesome lover.”

Again I felt my heart being torn apart.  “I don’t need the truth with that much enthusiasm,” I deadpanned.  Jen laughed.

We talked about Jen’s next time with Blake.  Because now there was no doubt there would be a next time.  “Why didn’t you play with yourself?” she asked me.  “Steph did.”

I didn’t answer.  Jen read my thoughts and said, “You didn’t want Blake to see your cock.”

“I didn’t want him to see my body,” I said bitterly. I added sarcastically, “Sorry but I didn’t swim with Michael Phelps in college.”

“You know I don’t care about that,” Jen said.

I laughed.  “Yeah right,” I said sarcastically.  “That’s why you couldn’t take your hands off his chest.  Don’t bullshit me, Jen.  You’re all about men’s bodies.”

Jen shrugged as if admitting what I said was true.  “Since Steph felt you up, it doesn’t matter anymore,” she said.  “She knows you’re small.”  When I didn’t respond, Jen said “Isn’t it better to play with yourself and let them see your cock, than cum in your pants?  Isn’t that more embarrassing?”

“Oh, so now I embarrass you?” I said bitterly.

“Mike god ...,” Jen lamented.  “You don’t embarrass me.  I’m not talking about how I feel.  I’m talking about you.”

“But it’ll turn you on if Blake sees my small dick, right?” I said, lashing out.  “Like how he humiliates Steph?  You’re into that too.  You’re just like Blake.”

Jen paused, like she was counting to ten to allow me to calm down.  “Steph gets off on that. She gets off on humiliation,” she finally said.  She gave me a knowing look and added, “Just like you get off on humiliation.  Just like you get off on being called a pity fuck.  Just like you get off on me being hot for Blake, even though you hate him.  Just like you’ll get off if he sees your dick and makes fun of you because you’re small.”

“What about you?  Will you get off if he makes fun of my dick?” 

Jen didn’t answer.  Instead, she got onto her knees between my legs and went down on me.  
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I didn’t have to wait long for Jen’s next time with Blake.  It was the next Saturday.  Once again, Blake and Steph came to our house while Margaret babysat the kids at their house.

We had a drink, but quickly went downstairs to the guest bedroom.  I was relieved we were doing it this way.  I didn’t want Jen to go out on another “date” with Blake.  The sex was bad enough.  But it was easier for me if we kept it to just sex.

It didn’t take too long for Jen and Blake to be naked in bed.  She was on top, riding him.  She moved slow, up and down, her face serious.  On the up stroke she pulled almost all the way off his cock.  His cockhead was so fat her pussy lips stretched outward like trying to hold him in.  Then on the downstroke Jen’s pouty lips parted and her pretty face took on the look of pure ecstasy as his fat head and curved shaft rubbed over her clit and g-spot.

They were both breathing hard as they fucked.  Their movements were slow and rhythmic.  Jen’s long, lush blonde hair fell over her shoulders and partially covered her tits.  Blake’s eyes were on her, and she pulled her hair back to give him a better view of her breasts.  Jen’s little perky tits looked so luscious, so fucking ripe.  Her eraser sized nipples were hard and pointed up towards the ceiling.  They begged to be rubbed and squeezed, and that’s exactly what Blake did, cupping her pert little high school breasts in his big hands and thumbing and pinching her nipples.  Jen’s beautiful face became even more lustful and heavy lidded, and she rolled her head back and moaned, “Oh god Blake, Blake ....”

At one point, Jen pulled up on his shaft and then stayed there, suspended on her knees, just Blake’s cockhead inside her.  She was staring intently at Blake, like she was mesmerized by the feel of him inside her.  I watched as she moved her hand to her mouth.  I think she licked her hand, as then she brought her hand down to her pussy, as if wanting extra lubricant to better enjoy Blake’s cock.  The entire time she was looking into Blake’s eyes, and Blake was looking back into hers. 

Then Jen slowly lowered herself, impaling herself on his big cock.  When he was all the way inside her, Blake wrapped his arms around her neck and pulled her pretty face to his.  They kissed.  They stayed like that, kissing, as Jen slowly rocked back and forth on his cock.  

The intimacy of the moment was devastating.  It made me feel dead inside – it hurt so much—yet my cock was hard as a rock.

I looked over at Steph.  She was naked except for high heels.  She was slowly rubbing herself, her eyes locked on the scene in front of us.  She was clearly turned on by it all.  But her eyes were wet with tears.  She was seeing what I was seeing.  The intimacy.  The connection between our spouses.  It was hard to watch.  It hurt.  

I got up.  I needed a break.  I left the bedroom.  

I sensed Steph follow me.  Her high heels clicked on the hardwood floor of our finished basement.  “Pretty intense in there,” I said, forcing my voice to be light.

“Yes,” Steph said with a forced laugh.  It was weird standing there, with Steph completely naked except for high heels.  She sensed it too, and pulled a robe around her.

“Is it always like that with Blake?” I asked.

“You mean when he’s with another girl?” Steph said.  “No.  Hardly ever.  I think ... they’re really attracted to each other.  Blake really likes Jen.”

“Yeah ...,” I said, my voice trailing off.  It felt like my gut was turning over.  “I guess a lot of pent-up arousal.”

“Yes ...,” Steph agreed, her voice trailing off too.  

“Doesn’t it scare you?” I asked.

“It does, but, we’ve been doing this for years, and Blake’s always come home with me,” Steph said.  “And it makes me proud that so many girls are so enthralled by my husband.”

I wasn’t sure if enthralled was the right word to describe how Jen felt about Blake.  

Steph seemed to read my thoughts, as she said, “You can think what you want, but I’ve seen this lots of times, I know the signs.  Jen’s just like all those other girls.  She’s gotta get obsessed with Blake.  She might even fall in love with him.  That’s when Blake will dump Jen, because she won’t be a challenge anymore.  I’m sorry Mike, but I just want you to be prepared—Blake may break Jen’s heart.”

I stared at Steph.  That couldn’t possible happen.  Could it?

Our attentions turned back to the bedroom as Jen’s moans got more urgent.  “Oh god Blake, oh, oh, god Blake, god ...,” she moaned.  Through the open door, I watched my wife cum on the cock of a man I hated.  I watched as her head rolled back and her lips parted in a long soulful moan. Her orgasm didn’t seem as explosive, earth shattering as the first time with Blake.  This one seemed to roll through her body, but it seemed to go on forever, and when it finally ended Jen fell into Blake’s arms, her body limp and sometimes convulsing with the after-shocks of her orgasm.  

Blake held her, stroking her hair, kissing her.  Once again the intimacy – the tenderness – it was devastating.  It made me ache inside.  But it got me so aroused it made my knees weak.

Steph was back in the bedroom, playing with herself again.  I went in too, and sat next to her.  Blake and Jen were softly kissing and touching, their bodies still connected as one, whispering to each other.  Me and Steph were forgotten.  They only had eyes for each other.  It was so fucking hot.  I was consumed with cuckold lust.

I finally gave into it and took out my cock.  Steph looked down at my dick, seeing it for the first time.  It wasn’t just a quick glance either.  She stared at it.  I couldn’t help thinking she was comparing my dick to her husband’s.  Then she looked up at me, and she looked embarrassed, and she quickly darted her eyes away from me.  “Go ahead and look if you want,” I whispered to her.  “I know I’ve got a small dick.”

“Size isn’t everything Mike,” Steph whispered back to me.

“Don’t try to make me feel better, and I won’t try to make you feel better,” I snapped at her.  “Your tits are big but they sag.  They’re not perfect like Jen’s, not even close.  No wonder Blake likes hers more than yours.”

Steph moaned at my words.  I looked at her.  There was a tear in her eye but her face was contorted by out of control lust.  We stared at each other for a long moment.  Then our attention was drawn back to the bed as we heard Blake grunt and groan.

“I’m gonna fucking cum!” Blake groaned as Jen continued to ride him.  

Jen wrapped her arms around his neck and rode him harder and faster.  “Cum inside me Blake!” she urged him.  “I want to feel you cum inside me!”

“Oh fuck here it cums!” Blake shouted.  He pushed deep inside Jen and grabbed her hips to stay that way, and then he ejaculated his sperm deep inside her.  Jen kissed Blake as he came, kissing him urgently as the orgasm rocked through his body, and then tenderly as he panted and came down from his climax.  

“Fuck, fuck,” Blake panted.  He pulled out of Jen and collapsed onto his back next to her in the bed.  Jen’s legs remained open.  I had a clear view of her pussy.  Normally her pussy was a slit formed by thin lips pressed tightly together, the lips thin and just a shade darker than her skin.  Now though the lips were red and swollen and they gaped apart.  Blake’s sperm oozed from her used pussy and leaked down between her tight ass cheeks.  I sat in the loveseat next to Steph, feeling stunned and unable to move, unable to stop looking at them, my hand around my soft dick and wet from my own orgasm.
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CHAPTER 13
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So now I’d been cucked by my rival.  A man I hated.  This was different from Scott.  I grew to hate him, but only after he got involved with Jen.  Also, my interactions with Scott were mostly neutral.  Sure, he was a dick.  But mostly he was focused on Jen, and he was aware of me only because I was her husband.

It was different with Blake.  We didn’t like each other.  He was one of those pretty boys that girls always flocked to.  To this day I’ve never understood that.  Don’t girls see he’s a player?  That they’re just notches on his belt?  

I have to admit I envied him.  The same way I envied Scott.  The way they would walk into a room and immediately get everyone’s attention.  They were always the life of the party.  Pretty girls (like my wife) gravitated to men like Blake and Scott.  

But Blake envied me too.  I was more professionally successful.  I made more money.  I was a “contributing editor” for CNN.  The title was bullshit, it just meant I was a talking head on financial matters from time to time.  But that was the point, I was on CNN pretty regularly, and Blake envied my semi-famous status.  So, in every way that mattered, I was better than Blake.  I was beating him.

That all changed though.  Blake had fucked my wife.  He fucked her, he made her cum, he pumped his sperm into her.  Blake had turned our rivalry completely upside down.  You fuck a man’s wife ... you make her cum hard ... you make her beg for your cock ... then you win.  Blake had beaten me.
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THE NEXT WEEK WAS FILLED with getting ready for Christmas.  It was family time.  We took Anna to see Santa Claus, and decorated a tree.  I hung lights outside and Anna helped me.  When we were done and went back inside, Jen was waiting for us with smiles and big steaming mugs of hot chocolate.

It was weird, the different sides of my wife.  There was this Jen, my loving wife and devoted mother, the sweet, bubbly church-going girl I fell in love with back in college, who I loved more now than ever.  Then there was Jenny, the insatiable submissive slut who couldn’t get enough cock, who had a growing list of big dicked lovers, who was fucking a college kid I considered my brother, my neighbor, her young lover from the gym, and the hot dad from the car line.  I didn’t know how Jen could keep them all straight.  

I didn’t see Blake or Steph for a couple weeks, and that separation along with getting ready for Christmas helped calm me down.  The memory of Jen with Blake—those memories and images seared through my brain and tore through my heart.  We had done it twice and I wasn’t sure I wanted to do it again.  But as I calmed down, the taboo hotness of it all got me so hot.  My dick was perpetually hard.  Even the rivalry part of it.  The fact that Blake had fucked me over in the most basic, carnal way.  That got me hot.  It was like pouring gasoline on the cuckold fire burning inside me.  As the normalcy of our family life reassured me, I felt those urges building inside me.  I wanted it to happen again.  

We went to the farmer’s market for fresh evergreen cuttings to decorate the house.  The market had moved into a huge barn for the winter.  Again, Jen spent time talking to the organic farmer, Wyatt.  His fiancée (Faith) was at this booth this time, and I saw her frown at how much time her future husband was talking to my pretty wife.  

“Is Wyatt your bud now?” I asked her, using the word (bud) she often used to refer to her best guy friends.

“Ha.  Yeah right,” Jen said with a laugh.  “Actually, he’s starting one of those weekly produce services.  You know, one of those where you can get a full share, or half, or quarter.  I’m thinking about getting a quarter share for us.”

“You’re turning us into vegetarians?” I asked with a sour face.

“Oh no baby.  I know you could never live without your steak,” Jen said with a grin at me.  Then she poked my side with her finger and said, “You could lose a few pounds though.”

“I don’t work outdoors like your buddy Wyatt,” I said defensively.  

“Neither does Blake, but he stays in shape,” Jen said.

I stopped dead in my tracks, my jaw dropping, looking incredulously at my wife.  Did she really just say that to me?

Jen laughed and playfully bumped her hip against mine.  “I’m just teasing,” she said, taking my arm and leading me out of the barn.  But the damage was done.  My cock was hard as a rock.

Blake and Steph always threw a neighborhood Christmas party.  It was the first time we’d gotten together with all the neighbors since the Halloween party when Jen had dressed up like Supergirl.  This time Jen dressed in a short black number.  All the wives got dolled up for this annual party, but Jen really stood out this year.  Her dress was a little tighter, a little shorter than she had ever worn before to a neighborhood party.  She looked stunning and achingly hot.

She was wearing the higher high heels she had been wearing lately (5 inches instead of 3 or 4).  I’d figured out previously she was buying and wearing higher high heels because of her interest in tall men.  Both Blake and the hot dad she was cheating with, Doug, were tall.  She wore the higher heels so she would be closer to their height.  Seeing my wife slipping her pretty stockinged feet into those high heels earlier that evening, it got my cock hard as steel.

Once we got to the party, Jen took Anna downstairs to the babysitters (a group of teenage girls from the neighborhood) while I fetched drinks.  Blake approached me at the makeshift bar in the kitchen.  We were alone.

“Haven’t seen you around lately,” Blake said.

“The holidays are always busy,” I said.  I was trying to look unconcerned and nonchalant, but I had butterflies in my stomach.  This was the first time I’d seen him since his cock had been in my wife.

Blake put his hand on my shoulder and said, “You okay, buddy?”  He said this with a condescending tone of voice, like he was patronizing me.

I shrugged his hand off as I said, “I’m fine.”

“You seem agitated,” Blake said with the wisp of a smile on his smug face.

“I’m fine,” I said again.

“Look Mike.  There’s no reason our relationship has to change, just because of what happened between me and Jen.”

“We have a relationship?” I said with a laugh.  “I think our relationship is, we don’t like each other.”

“Yeah, I guess we aren’t the best of friends,” Blake said, still smiling smugly at me.  Now his face took on a superior, triumphant look.  “It must kill you that my cock has been inside your wife.”

He moved closer so his face was almost touching mine.  Still looking superior and triumphant, he said, “It must kill you I fuck Jen better than you.”

“You’re an ass!” I growled.  I looked around.  The kitchen was still empty, but someone might come in at any moment.  I said, “And keep your voice down, okay?”

Blake laughed.  “I’ve dicked a few of the wives here.  Not just Jen.  You’re not the only husband who doesn’t like me.”  He paused a moment for dramatic effect, then added, “But I’ve gotta say Mike, of all the husbands, you’ve got the smallest dick.”

“Fuck off!” I hissed at Blake as I moved passed him.  

But he grabbed my arm, stopping me.  He said, “I need you to run interference.”

“What?” I snapped.

“You and Steph are gonna run interference,” Blake said.  With that smug, superior grin on his face again, he said, “While I have some fun with your wife.”

“That’s not gonna happen!” I hissed.  This was a neighborhood party!  With Anna right here!  Jen would never do that!

Looking superior and triumphant again, Blake said, “Jen’s dying for it.  Don’t believe me?  I’ve already had my hand up her skirt.  She’s soaking.”  He offered his hand to me and crassly asked, “Wanna smell my fingers?”

“Fuck off!” I hissed.  I tried to move away but he grabbed my arm again.

Blake gave me that triumphant grin again, and said, “If Jen wasn’t planning on getting naked for me tonight, then why’s she wearing a g-string?”

I angrily pushed his hand away and stormed off.  Back in the living room, people saw I was angry and moved out of my way.  That’s when I ran into Steph.  She saw the angry look on my face and pulled me to the side.  “What’s wrong?” she whispered to me.

“Blake and Jen have been fooling around,” I hissed in a low voice.  

Steph looked around nervously.  My voice was low but still there was a danger people would hear.  “Mike, calm the fuck down,” she said urgently to me.  “It was nothing.”

“You saw?” I asked incredulously.

“It was nothing,” Steph repeated.  “Just a little kissing.”

“You saw?!” I repeated.  “Where?!”

“In our new game room,” Steph told me.  “Mike, you need to calm down.”

“But here?  Our neighbors are here!  Our kids are here!”

“Our kids are downstairs in the basement, watching a movie,” Steph said in a reassuring voice.  “And our neighbors are clueless.  Did you ever suspect Blake and Alicia?”

My eyes opened wide, shocked she had revealed this secret.  “So they did have an affair,” I said.  “I thought you said being discreet was the only way this worked.”

“I think you and Jen already figured it out,” Steph said.  “Besides, if you say something about Alicia, John will say something about Jen.  So that’s another way it stays secret.  It’s like mutually assured destruction.”

“You told John about Jen and Blake?” I said accusingly.  John was Alicia’s wife.

“No,” Steph said immediately.  “But they know our lifestyle.  They watch us.  They’ll sense something between them.  They’ll figure it out.”

I stared at Steph.  Then I asked, “Is John like me?”  Is he a cuck?”

Steph shook her head.  “No, they’re swingers,” she said.

“So you and John ...,” I said.  Steph nodded her head.  Yes, they had fucked.  Blake and John had swapped wives.  As I processed that, Steph said “I don’t know if it’s a lifestyle for them, or a one-time thing.  We were their first.  I don’t know if they’re still doing it.”

“You don’t talk to Alicia?” I asked.

“We’re still friends, but ... it’s kinda awkward.”

“Why?”

Steph looked at me, as if considering whether to tell me more.  Finally, she said, “You asked about the black dot tattoo on my finger.  I actually have 2 dots.  One for each of my sons.”  As she continued to stare at me, she said “Do you get it Mike?”

Yes, I did get it.  The realization sent my head reeling.  “Lizzy is Blake’s?” I asked, looking incredulously at her.  Lizzy – Elisabeth—was John and Alicia’s youngest child.  She was the same age as Anna.

Steph nodded.  “You can never tell anyone,” she warned.  “Especially John.”

“He doesn’t know?” I asked, looking incredulous at her again.

She answered my question with a question. She asked, “Would you want to know Mike?  He might suspect, but ....”

I shook my head, trying to process all of this.  Then I said, “Blake said he’s slept with other wives in the neighborhood.”

“He has but, Alicia and Jen are the only ones still living here,” Steph said.  

“How many wives?  Who? They moved away?”

Steph shook her head.  “There’s only so much I’m gonna tell you, Mike.  Discreetness, remember?  Let’s just say, those husbands wanted to get their wives away from my husband.” 

I stared at Steph.  She had a proud look on her face.  It reminded me of Blake’s superior, triumphant smiles.  “And you like that?” I asked.

Steph’s face looked lustful.  She excitedly said, “I told you, I like seeing married sluts begging my husband to take them to bed.  I like seeing them obsessed with my husband. And the fact their husbands are so threatened by Blake they had to move away, that makes it even better.”

“Jen’s not gonna beg Blake,” I insisted.

Steph shook her head and gave me a pitying look.  “You think what you want, Mike.  Just make sure Jen stays on the pill.  Or she might end up with a black dot on her finger too.”  
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I FOUND JEN TALKING with some of the neighborhood wives.  I grabbed her hand, and we moved off to the side.  In her new high heels, she was taller than me.  I had to look up to talk to her.

“You’re taller than me in those heels,” I said.

“I think I am,” Jen said with a grin.

“You’re wearing higher heels now, for Blake and Cam, right?” I asked her.  I didn’t mention Doug because I wasn’t supposed to know about Doug.

Jen gave me a Cheshire cat smile.  She pressed her body against mine and whispered, “Does it get you hot, knowing I dress for my lovers?  For them, not you?”

Her words made me lightheaded.  I pressed my body back against hers.  I smelled her lush, silky hair.  It was the familiar smell of her shampoo.  Vanilla-strawberry.  The familiarity was reassuring somehow.

“Steph said she watched you with Blake,” I lustfully whispered.  “You fooled around with him?”

“Just a little,” she admitted.

“What happened?”

“He wanted to show me his new game room,” Jen said.  

“Sounds so innocent,” I said sarcastically.

“Yeah,” Jen agreed with a laugh.

“It wasn’t?”

“No.  It wasn’t innocent.  We made out.”

“He kissed you?” I asked.  “Or you kissed him?”

“Does it matter?” Jen answered.  

“It matters, Jen,” I told her.  She shrugged like she didn’t think it was important.

I frowned.  Then I asked, “You opened your legs for him?”

“I did,” Jen said.  “He put me on the pool table.  I helped him pull up my dress.”

“While he was kissing you?”

“While his freaking tongue was down my throat.”

I stared at my wife.  “You’re going to fuck him again,” I said.  It was part question, but mostly a statement of fact, like “the sun is going to rise tomorrow, right?”

“I am,” Jen told me.

“I have no say in it?” I asked.  

“You know you don’t Mike,” Jen told me with a sympathetic smile.  She rubbed my arm.  “Stop trying to top from the bottom.  Stop torturing yourself.” 

“You’re going to do it here?  Now?” I asked incredulously.

“I wanted to talk to you about that,” Jen said.  “Can you go downstairs and watch Anna?  Make sure she stays downstairs?”

I stared at my wife.  “Did you really just ask me that?  What about our neighbors?”  

“No one cares Mike,” Jen insisted.  “We live in a rich neighborhood.  People like us play.”

“People like us play?” I repeated with incredulity in my voice.  “Did Blake tell you that?”

Jen pursed her lips at me.  With a patient voice, she said, “Mike, we play.  We freaking call it our game.  Remember?”

Remembering the fallout after what happened on the plane with Joe, I added, “What about, we don’t play the game when Anna’s around?”

“That’s why you’re going to watch Anna and run interference with our neighbors,” Jen said.

“Interference,” I said.  “That’s the word Blake used.  How long have you been planning this with Blake?  Have you been talking to him behind my back?”

Jen looked at me like I was crazy.  We were neighbors.  Her talking to Blake would not be “behind my back,” and we both knew it.

But it would be if the talking was to plan their next hookup!

Looking innocent, Jen said, “I didn’t plan this ahead of time with Blake.  I swear. It’s just sort of happening.”

I stared at Jen, trying to read her thoughts, trying to figure out if she was lying to me.

But wasn’t she allowed to lie to me when it came to playing our game?  Wasn’t that part of her free pass?  Lying to me about Blake would be the same thing as lying to be about her hookups with Doug at the Swarthmore Hotel, wouldn’t it?  And after all, we hadn’t drunk any truth serum.

“Are you wearing a g-string?” I asked in a low voice.

Jen’s cheeks went red.  At least she was embarrassed.

“Look, Mike baby,” she said as she reached out and clutched my hand.  “Yes, I am wearing a g-string.  I admit, I hoped this would happen.  But I didn’t plan it ahead of time with Blake.  I swear.”

“You hoped this would happen,” I said, repeating Jen’s words.  I thought to myself, “Steph is right.  Jen’s becoming obsessed with Blake and his fat, curved cock.  Maybe she’s already obsessed.”

Jen squeezed my hand.  “Calm down baby,” she whispered.  “Go downstairs and watch Anna.”

“Because you want Blake to fuck you again,” I hissed bitterly.

Jen pressed her body against me and gave me a soft kiss on the lips.  “Don’t hate me baby.  I need it,” she whispered desperately.  She reached down and squeezed my dick.  “This isn’t enough.  I need more.  And I want to feel him inside me again.”

I groaned and lurched.  She was going to fucking make me cum in my pants!

“Why here?  Why now?” I asked, desperation in my voice.

Jen gave me a sly, mischievous smile.  “Because it’s exciting,” she said.  “I like thinking about you trying to act normal with our neighbors, knowing I’m with Blake.  Thinking about how a man you hate is beating you because your wife is with him — his cock is inside your wife — he’s cumming inside your wife.  And he’s beating you because he fucks your wife better than you.  Way better than you.”

“Oh god Jen!” I cried.  I was almost cumming in my pants!

I grabbed her arm and said, “You have to get me off!  Now!  I need it!  Then you can go off with Blake!”

“You know that’s not going to happen,” Jen said, still wearing that sly smile.  “You can get yourself off in the bathroom.”

“Jen, please!” I begged.

“No, Mike,” she said again.  This time the smile was gone, and her voice was firm.

My head was spinning.  I thought about Alicia, and how her husband Tom didn’t know Blake was Lizzy’s biological father. I knew Jen wasn’t going to make Blake wear a condom or pull out.

I pulled her to me and urgently said, “Jen, if another man ever gets you pregnant, you need to tell me!  Don’t keep it from me!”

Jen staggered a step back.  She looked shocked and seemed to lose her composure.  With an unsteady voice, she asked, “Where did that come from?”

“Just promise me!” I said desperately to her.

“Okay Mike, I promise,” Jen said.  She gave me a strange smile that I couldn’t read. Then she walked off to find Blake.  

With a heavy heart, I made my way downstairs to the basement, to find Anna.  I was still horny but the thought of jerking of into the toilet while Blake shot his sperm into my wife was too disturbing. 

Steph was already there, making sure her boys stayed downstairs.  I saw that all the kids (including Anna) were still watching the movie.  I sidled up to Steph, who was standing off to the side like she’d been waiting for me.  We moved down the hall to avoid being heard.

“You know what they’re doing?” I whispered to her.

“Of course I know,” Steph said.

“And you’re okay with that?  Doing it here?” I scoffed in a low voice.

Steph shrugged like she had no control over this.

“Where are they going to do it?” I asked.

Again, Steph shrugged.

“What the fuck, Steph?  This is your house!  You must know where Blake is gonna take Jen!”

“He’s done this before with other girls – other wives – and I don’t know,” Steph said.  “It’s not always the same place.  Probably in the garage.”

“Why don’t they just go to my house?” I asked with frustration.  “Even in your garage, they might get caught.”

“Blake will take Jen there, if you agree to let him do her in your bed.  Not the guest room.  Your bed.”

“No way,” I said stubbornly.  “Not in my bed.”

Steph gave me a pitying look.  She said, “Mike ... Blake is going to replace.  That’s his goal, to replace you.  He gets off on it.  So you need to know ... soon, it won’t be your bed.  It’ll be Blake’s.”

My throat suddenly went dry.  My cock was rock hard and my need for an orgasm – for release—was again boiling over.  Because Jen and I talked about this already.  I no longer was her man when it came to sex.  She didn’t see me, or desire me, that way.  Other men already had replaced me in my wife’s sex life.

Steph saw my weakness and pounced.  There was envy and bitterness in her voice as she said, “You don’t like what’s going on?  Then go talk to your wife.  Prancing around in short skirts and showing off her legs.  Using her skinny body and pretty face to get attention.  You saw her beg for it.  She begged my husband to take her to bed.  He rocked her world, Blake gave her the best orgasm of her life.  And you know what?  Jen hasn’t thanked me.  She could’ve at least said, ‘Hey Steph, thanks for sharing your husband with me.’  But she didn’t.  She hasn’t thanked me.  Not even close.” 

I stared at Steph incredulously.  “Do you seriously think this is Jen’s fault?  That she pursued Blake, not the other way around?”  

Steph frowned at me.  “Whatever,” she said dismissively. 

We were silent for long moments, watching the kids watch the movie.  It seemed to calm Steph down.  Calm us both down.

Eventually, Steph said, “You should at least answer my questions.  It’s only far.  I’ve told you a lot.”

“What are you talking about?”

Steph’s eyes bored into me as she said, “Jen inked her breast for her old boyfriend.  Right? The man who broke you up.  Scott Stafford.  Right?  That’s what fifty-five really stands for.  SS, Scott’s initials.  Right?”

I hesitated.  Then I nodded my head.  “55 was his jersey number too,” I told her.  “So, the tattoo stands for 55 and SS.”

“Wow,” Steph said, looking shocked.  Then with an amazed laugh, she said again, “Wow.”

“So, Jen must have been really into Scott.  To ink herself that way for him.  I mean, not on her ankle or someplace inconspicuous, but under her breast.”  Steph said all this like a statement, but also a question.

I shrugged, and answered, “Like you said.  He broke us up.”

“Was Jen cheating on you? Or were you in the lifestyle?”

“You’re asking a lot of questions,” I said evasively.

“Mike—mutually assured destruction, remember?  I’ve told you a lot.  It’s only fair you tell me.”

I hesitated for a long moment.  I knew I should say no more.  But the fact was, I wanted to tell Steph.  

I wasn’t like Jen, who had Allie to confide in.  I didn’t have anyone to talk to.  Except maybe Joe, but he didn’t understand my fantasies, so he disagreed with me sharing Jen with other men (even though he jumped on every opportunity to get into her pants).  

Steph, though, did understand my fantasies.  Also, I liked talking to her about my kink.  It turned me on.  In fact, at that very moment, my cock was rock hard, and my heart was pounding.

So, I finally admitted, “Lifestyle.”

“Wow,” Steph said, awe in her voice again.  “I knew we weren’t your first.  So, Scott stole her away from you.  But you let her keep the tat.  It gets you hot whenever you see it, right?”

I nodded.  At that moment I didn’t trust my voice. This conversation was pushing me deep into cuck-space, making my head spin (and my dick throb).

“So, you’re a major cuck,” Steph said, realizing the extent of my fantasies.  “Blake getting Alicia preggy must so turn you on.  Is that your ultimate fantasy?  Another man getting Jen pregnant.  Or is it losing your wife to another man?”

“I’ve already done that one,” I said with a laugh.  But the laugh was without humor, and to her credit, Steph understood and kept a straight face as she continued to look at me.

“I don’t want another man to get Jen pregnant.  But I think about it.”  After a moment, I hesitantly added, “I fantasized about it.”

Steph nodded.  With a soft voice, she said, “I get it.  Sometimes your fantasies run wild, to places not good for your marriage, and worse for you.  Sometimes I fantasize about Blake’s cuckcake being really mean to me.  I want Blake to be mean to me.”  In cuckquean jargon, the husband was the hot husband, and his lover was the cuckcake.  Some people called the cuckquean fantasy “reverse cuckold” or “hothusbanding.”

Steph said, “Blake says I’m not as pretty as Jen.  He says I don’t have a tight body like her.  He says my pussy doesn’t feel as good.  It hurts, but I want him to say things like that. It all gets me so hot.  I hate it.  I hate Jen.  But I love it too.  My body’s on fire all the time.”

I stared at Steph.  Her fantasies were so similar to mine.  In a lust filled, husky voice, I said, “I get it.”

We looked at each other, sharing a moment.  Then Steph grinned and said, “Do you think your slut wife has cum on my husband’s cock yet?”

I groaned at Steph’s words, and she laughed.  She put her hand on my crotch, feeling my hard cock through my pants.  “I’m glad you’re off limits,” she taunted.  “It would be really humiliating if Blake made me fuck your tiny dick.”

My cock jerked and Steph laughed again.  
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JEN AND BLAKE WERE making out in the upstairs guest bathroom.  Blake had pulled the front of her strapless dress down, exposing her perfect little high school breasts.  He was thumbing her erect, upturned nipples as he French kissed Jen and pushed his tongue down her throat. 

“Have you had other girls in this bathroom?” Jen asked between kisses.

“Yeah, other wives,” Blake said with a proud grin in his voice.

“Oh I forgot, you only do married girls,” Jen joked with a laugh.  She reached a hand between their bodies and rubbed Blake’s manhood.  Unlike Mike’s dick, which Steph was cupping at that very moment, Blake’s cock was anything but tiny.

“Not only, but that’s my specialty,” Blake said with a laugh back.  It was exciting to talk as they kissed and fondled each other.  “I like showing married girls what their husbands can’t give them.”

“God you’re so arrogant,” Jen said with the laugh still in her voice.

Blake pulled down his pants and shorts.  He straddled and sat on the side of the tub.  He gave his hard cock a stroke up and down with his hand as Jen’s watched.  

“Are you saying Mike is giving you what I give you?” he asked with an evil glint in his eyes.

Jen pulled up her short LBD, exposing the lacy tops of her silky black thigh high stockings.  She straddled Blake’s hips, and used her hand to guide his cock towards her pussy.  She gathered herself, then she pushed down hard, until his fat cock head penetrated her pussy.

“No, Mike can’t give me what you can,” she gasped as she slowly lowered herself down onto Blake’s thick, curved shaft.  “But not all men are as small as my husband.”

Blake laughed.  “You sound like me, talking about Steph.  You get off putting Mike down?”

Jen was slowly moving up and down on Blake’s cock.  With her pretty face contorted in concentration, she said, “Yeah, it gets me hot.”  As his fat cockhead rubbed over her clit, and then her g-spot, she moaned, “Fuck, you feel so good inside me, Blake!”

“So, Mike’s little dick doesn’t feel as good?” Blake asked, his voice laced with contempt.

“Not – Even – Close,” Jen groaned, the words coming out strained as Blake’s big curved cock worked its magic in her pussy.  Then her body was tensing, and her pretty toes curling in the high heels, as suddenly an orgasm hit and pleasure washed through her body.  “Oh fuck! Blake, you’re making me freaking cum!”

Blake fucked Jen through her orgasm, repeatedly jackrabbiting up into her sweet married pussy.  “I’m gonna fucking cum too!” he growled.  “I’m gonna fucking cum inside you!”

“Do it!  Do it!” Jen urged him.  “Cum inside me and I’ll make Mike eat it!”

“Oh fuck! Fuck!” Blake cried, and then he was cumming, pumping his baby making sperm into Jen’s fertile pussy.
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I looked up as Jen walked down the stairs into the basement.  Blake walked a few steps behind her.  

As it happened, the movie ended at the same time.  Jen saw me across the room and gave me a hesitant smile.  Then she walked over to Anna.

Steph walked over to Blake who was with their sons.  I was alone for a moment.  I looked at my wife.

Did she look just fucked?  No.  

But her cheeks were a bit flushed.  A few strands of blonde hair were out of place.  Her makeup wasn’t perfect like before.  And her little black dress had a few creases.

And then I saw them.  Runs in her black stockings.  They hadn’t been there before.  Evidence of her hookup with Blake.  Somehow, the laddered hose made her long, lovely legs even more sexy.

I walked up to her.  She was sitting at a table, playing a board game with Anna.  I sat close to her, so close I could take in her scent.  As before, I smelled the strawberry vanilla of her shampoo.  But now there was something else.  A man’s cologne.  The sweat of a man.  The smell of Blake.  

As Jen played Candyland with Anna, she reached under the table and took my hand.  She moved it to her leg under the table.  I touched her knee and the scruff of her laddered stockings.  Jen moved slightly, parting her legs.  No one saw because of the tablecloth.  I moved my hand up her leg, under her skirt.  I reached the heavy lace of her stocking tops.  They were wet.  I touched the baby soft skin of her inner thighs above the stockings.  Her skin was damp.

It was Blake’s sperm.  His sperm was leaking out of her pussy.  It sent me reeling.  I got lightheaded, and I think I groaned a moan.  Jen must have noticed, because she leaned towards me.  In a soft voice, she whispered in my ear “Keep it together baby.”

“Let’s go,” I whispered urgently.

Jen nodded.  Then we both got up.  Jen took Anna upstairs to say quick goodbyes.  I stayed to clean up the game.  Blake came over to me.  He had a smug smile on his face.

“I’m enjoying being with your wife,” he whispered to me.  “Very pretty.  Very sexy.  I wish I fucked her when she was pregnant.  But she’s young.  There’s still time for that.”

I didn’t say anything.

“So, now you’re going home for sloppy seconds?” Blake asked with a grin. “Don’t worry if she doesn’t cum.  I just got her off twice, so I think she’s okay.”

Still I didn’t say anything.

“I ruined her tonight, Mike,” Blake taunted with that smug smile.  “Ruined her little pussy.  Jen wanted me to.  She didn’t care I was ruining her pussy for your little dick.  She loves my cock.  She said how good I felt inside her.  Pretty soon Jen’s pussy will be mine.  She’ll pull up her dress and bend over whenever I snap my fingers.  Think about it Mike.  I’ll own your wife’s pussy.”

I turned to Blake and glared at him.  My hands were fists.  I wanted to hit him.  But if I did, if we got into a fight, then everyone would know about Jen and Blake.  There would be rumors.  People would guess the truth.  Also, my dick was so hard.  My heart was pounding.  I felt lightheaded from all the blood pumping into my cock.

Blake chuckled and walked away.  Steph came over.  She put a sympathetic hand on my shoulder and whispered, “Calm down Mike.  Don’t let him get to you.  He gets off on it.  It’ll just encourage him to dick with you more.”

I went upstairs.  It took a moment for me to find Jen.

She was with Blake.

Jen was laughing with him.  Smiling into his eyes.  They were surrounded by people.  Our neighbors.  Jen playfully punched his stomach.  Blake grinned and curled a finger around the thin black belt around her waist, and tugged.  They looked so familiar with each other.  The moment looked intimate.  The way a boyfriend would be with his girlfriend.

Then I saw something above them.  Mistletoe.  It was like seeing a train wreck in slow motion.   I saw Jen rise up onto her tiptoes in those 5-inch-high heels.  I saw Blake put his arms around her waist.  Then I saw them kiss, right in front of all our neighbors.
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“It was mistletoe Mike!” Jen pleaded.  They had been arguing non-stop for over an hour after getting home and putting Anna down to sleep.  “We were just playing!”

“You kissed Blake in front of everyone!” I angrily yelled.

“It was mistletoe!  We were playing!  No one knows anything!”

“You just fucked Blake!” 

“No one knows that!  Mike!  It was just freaking mistletoe!”

I glared at Jen.  She glared back at me.  We were silent for long moments, like 2 boxers retreating to their corners.  Finally, in a calmer but tired voice, Jen said “It was just mistletoe Mike.  It happens at Christmas parties.  Do you know how many times I’ve been kissed under mistletoe?  It doesn’t mean anything.  No one suspects anything.  Everyone was laughing.”

Jen’s soothing voice calmed me down.  But I still hurt.  “I know Jen,” I said, trying to make her understand how I was feeling.  “But I know.  I know what you’d just been doing.  Then I come upstairs and see you with him.  How do you think that makes me feel?”

“I get it,” Jen said looking guilty.  “I guess it was just the high after being with him.  You know, that buzz you get after sex?  And I guess I felt wicked, goofing with Blake in front of everyone, after we’d just done it.  Don’t you think that’s sexy?”

When I didn’t answer, Jen grinned and playfully pushed against my arm.  “Oh come on Mike,” she urged with a playful smile in her voice.  “How does this not get you hot?  Kissing Blake in front of everyone.  After he just fucked me.  With his freaking cum running out of me!  Don’t tell me that doesn’t get you hot.”

“It’s just ... you really pushed things tonight,” I told her.  It wasn’t just what she did with Blake.  It was talking with Steph, too.  And the taunting from Blake.

“I know I pushed things,” Jen said with another playful push against my arm.  “And now we’re alone.  I’m all yours again.  And all you want to do is fight?”

I looked at my wife.  I tried to stay mad at her, but I couldn’t.  It was impossible for me to stay angry at her.  She was too beautiful, and I loved her too much.  

Jen saw my weakening resolve and pressed her advantage.  She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me.  “Don’t you want me to tell you about tonight?” she whispered between kisses.

“He was leaking out of you,” I said.

“Yes,” she said and then kissed me again.  “He still is.”

My insides flipped over at her words.  I pulled away and looked at her.  I thought about her damp inner thighs, her wet stocking tops.  “He said he ruined your pussy,” I said, my throat low and hoarse from cuckold lust.

Jen laughed and said, “Ha!  He said that?  Well may he did.”

“He said he’s gonna own your pussy,” I said.

Jen laughed again.  “Oh my god, he’s such an arrogant ass,” she said with a grin on her pretty face.  

“But maybe he will.  Does that get you hot Mike?  Blake’s ruining my pussy for you.  He’s stretching me so much I can’t feel you at all.  You’ll never make me cum again.  But he will.  He’s resizing my pussy for his curved cock with the really fat head.  You’ll never make me cum, but he will all the time.  So, I guess he will own your wife’s pussy.”

“Ugh god!” I groaned, lurching and moaning at her words.  “Tell me more,” I begged.

“You want me to compare you to Blake?  Okay ... his cock’s way bigger.  That’s obvious.  And he’s a better lover too.  He knows how to touch a girl, better than you.  And he’s so hot.  What you said the other day, you were right.  I can’t keep my hands off him.  His body’s so ripped.  So much better than yours Mike.  Your body’s soft.  Blake’s is hard.”

“Oh god Jen!” I gasped.  Her words tore at my soul, at my manhood, but god they got me so hot.  I was in a frenzy, panting, my heart pounding.

“Blake compares Steph the same way,” I said.

“I know he does,” Jen said.  

“You should taunt Steph, the way Blake taunts me,” I said.  “You’ll get her hot.”

Jen grinned.  “So, you admit you like when he does that?” she asked.

“It’s not that,” I said, struggling to explain.  “I don’t like it.  I don’t like Blake.  But that’s the point.  If I liked it, it wouldn’t be hot.”

Jen laughed.  “Okay, I get it, I guess,” she said with a cute shake of her head.  “Well, I’m not wired like Blake.  What would I say to Steph?”  With a giggle, she added “What’s the girl equivalent of ‘I’ve ruined your wife’s pussy’?”

I thought about it for a moment.  Then I said “Go to lunch with her.  Some place with a lot of men, like a business restaurant that’s crowded at lunch.  You’ll turn a lot of heads, and Steph will notice.  When you get to your table, say to Steph ‘Don’t you wish men looked at you the way they look at me?’”

Jen’s jaw dropped.  “Mike that’s so freaking mean,” she said.

“Steph’ll get off on it,” I insisted.  “You know what else you can do?”

“What?”

“Go over to their house, ask to borrow Steph’s high heels,” I said.  “Make sure Blake sees as you try them on.  They won’t fit; they’ll be too big.  Say to Steph ‘God Steph you’ve got big feet.’  Then go over to Blake.  Put your foot in his lap.  He’ll probably caress your foot, maybe even kiss it.  While he’s doing that, look at Steph and say, ‘My feet aren’t fat like yours  Your husband likes me better than you, even my feet.’” 

Jen laughed.  She looked awestruck at me.  “My god Mike, you’re evil.”

“She’ll love it,” I insisted.  “She’ll hate it, but love it.”

“And do you hate it and love it too?” Jen asked with a wicked smile.  “Do you hate and love I kissed Blake in front of our friends?”  Before I could answer, she handed me the ice water next to her side of the bed.  “Truth serum.  Drink.  Now tell the truth.  You got off seeing me kiss Blake in front of our friends.  Knowing I just fucked him.  Right?”

I took a sip of the water, hesitated, then admitted, “Yes.”  

Jen’s grin grew.  She was still in the slinky, little black dress.  She climbed onto my lap, hiking up the skirt of the dress and straddling my thighs.   Then she wrapped her arms around my neck and smiled into my eyes.  “We’re both the same Mike,” she said.  “We get off on the rush.  I push things because it’s a rush.  It’s like a drug.  And we both get off on it.  We’re addicted to the rush.”

“So, that’s what Blake is to you?” I asked.  “A rush?”

“Yes, he’s a rush,” Jen said with a nod of her pretty head.  “He’s also an amazing fuck.”

My cock jerked at her words.  “Just don’t fall in love with him,” I told her.

“With Blake?” Jen said with a laugh.  “First off, he’s Steph’s husband.  Second, he’s Blake.  I like him.  We’re friends.  Maybe even bud material.   But I’m not going to fall in love with him.”

“I don’t want him to be your bud,” I said defiantly.  To Jen, a “bud” was more than a friend.  It was a best friend.

Jen laid her forehead against mine.  “Baby ... I just told you I’m not going to fall in love with him,” she said with some exasperation.  “You can’t ... want me to play the game ... and not feel things.”

“I don’t want you to have a relationship with him,” I said.  “Fuck him if you want.  But no feelings.”

“Mike ... you know there’s always feelings.  But that’s a long way from love.  And anyways, you get off on the emotions.  Admit it, you do.  That’s your rush.”

I didn’t answer for a long moment.  Then I said “You’re right.  I get off on the rush too.  But what if it hits real life?” 

“What do you mean?”

I looked at Jen and said, “Steph told me about the black dots.  About Alicia’s black dot.  She got it the last time she was pregnant.  Jen ... Blake is Lizzie’s father.”

Jen’s jaw dropped.  “You’re fucking shitting me,” she said, shock in her voice.

“Steph told me tonight,” I said.

“Wow ...,” Jen said, looking shocked as she processed this information.  “Wow .... so you’re worried Blake might get me pregnant?  Mike, I’m on the pill.”

I hesitated for a long moment.  Then I said, “I’m worried I might push things.  The idea of another man getting you pregnant.  I mean, god Jen, talk about a rush.  Add to that what Blake said.  How he likes fucking married pregnant girls, how he was so hot for you when you were pregnant with Anna.  I’m afraid I might push things ....”

Jen stared at me.  Then a lopsided grin formed on her beautiful face.  “You are the most kinky man I’ve ever met in my life,” she said, delight in her voice.  “Do you know how freaking hot you are?”  She hiked up her skirt until it was around her waist, then reached down and guided my cock into her pussy.  I went in without any resistance.  Blake had really stretched her.

“So, that’s what you want?” Jen hissed into my ear as she rode my cock.  “You want a man you hate to get me pregnant?  Then you’ll watch him fuck me while my belly gets fat with his baby?  For 9 months you’ll watch him fucking me.  Is that what you want Mike?”

“Oh god, Jen!” I gasped.  I lurched and came.  

Blake was right.  I didn’t come close to getting Jen off.  He had taken care of her.
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Jen was over at Steph’s drinking coffee.  Anna and her two boys were napping after an active (and exhausting) play date.

“So, how did it go?” Steph asked.  She was standing up, leaning against a sideboard, as Jen sat on the sofa.

“Go?”

“You know.  The other day with Blake,” Steph said.

It was a week since the Christmas party.  Christmas was just a couple days away.  Jen had been with Blake twice since then.

“You want to talk about it?” Jen asked.

“I do,” Steph said.

“I thought Blake tells you.”

“He does, but ... I guess I’d like to hear your side of it.”

Jen looked at Steph. She was dressed up today.  She wore a dress and high heels.  Better dressed than her, as Jen wore a casual loose top, jeans and black, pointy toe Mia flats.

“Are you really sure you want to talk about it?” Jen asked.  “I don’t want to – you know – upset you.”

“Are you doing something with my husband I should be upset about?” Steph said.  She laughed and said it as a joke, but Jen could see she was agitated, and looked unsure. 

“So, how do you start?” Steph asked.  “With my husband.  When you get together.”

“He likes to kiss me,” Jen said.  “With my clothes on.  He might have his shirt off, but he likes touching me with my clothes on when we start.”

Steph nodded.  Her cheeks were flushed, and she was beginning to breath hard.

“Blake says he likes the anticipation,” Jen said.  “That’s why he likes touching me over my clothes.”

“Where does ... where does he touch you?” Steph asked, her voice shaky.

“If I’m on his lap, mostly my back and ass.  The sides of my legs,” Jen said.  “If I’m on my back and he’s next to me, he likes fondling my breasts.  My stomach.  He says my stomach is tight.  He says that word a lot.  Tight.  Like, he says I have a tight body.  He says my ass is tight.”

Steph nodded.  Her face felt hot.  She knew her husband desired pretty girls with tight bodies – like Jen.  Steph wasn’t fat, but she didn’t have Jen’s Sports Illustrated bikini body.  People might describe her as “pleasantly plump.” 

“Blake likes touching my legs,” Jen said as she looked at Steph.  “He says I have good legs.”

Steph nodded again.  Blake always talked about Jen’s legs.  He raved about them.  Steph knew her legs were nice, and she often wore stockings and high heels (like now) to make them as alluring as possible, but unlike Jen’s, her legs weren’t super long, slim and shapely like a ballerina’s.

With a laugh, Jen said, “Blake says he likes my thigh gap.  He says it’s sexy.”

Steph nodded again.  She was finding it hard to look at Jen.  Because she knew she was so inferior.  Jen’s thighs were firm and tight.  She had a thigh gap!  Steph’s thighs were a bit thick, and despite intense dieting and exercise, there was cellulite on the back of her thighs, above her knees (that was another reason she wore stockings, to hide the cellulite).

Steph had a thigh gap when she and Blake were dating, and when they got married.  But she lost the thigh gap after she got pregnant the first time – she gained weight in her hips, ass and thighs, and she was never able to get her pre-pregnancy body back.  Steph knew Blake found slim girls with thigh gaps to be very sexy – girls like Jen.  She knew despite the short skirts, stockings and high heels she habitually wore, her husband would never find her legs to be as pretty and alluring as Jen’s.

Maybe, when she had been at the height of her beauty, back when she was fresh-faced and her body was ripe – back in her late teens – maybe her more curvy body could compete with Jen’s.  But now?  After 2 pregnancies?  Steph knew she was inferior to Jen in every way.  Even her breasts, which were much bigger than Jen’s, but they were already beginning to sag, and Steph knew it would only get worse as she aged, whereas Jen’s small breasts would be perky and perfect forever.

“Am I upsetting you?” Jen asked.

“No, no,” Steph quickly answered.  “Keep going.  What happens next?  Do you take off your clothes?”

Jen shook her head.  “No, Blake likes to undress me.”  With a grin, she added, “He said he likes unwrapping me.”  She gave Steph an inquisitive look and asked, “Is that how he is with you?”

Steph shook her head no as she looked down at her feet.  No, the days of Blake “unwrapping her” were long past.  Now, she undressed herself, hoping the delicate lingerie she wore underneath might excite her husband and get him into the mood.  But it rarely worked anymore.  Blake had a massive sex drive, but not for her.  Now, she got sex with her husband only when he was hot for another girl – like after their Halloween party when Jen dressed as Supergirl – or as part of their hobby – like when Blake fucked her in the limo with Jen and Mike watching.

“So then what happens? After Blake undresses you.  Do you have sex then?”

“We’ve only done it four times,” Jen said.  “The last couple times, since your Christmas party, Blake likes to kiss first.  He touches me, and I touch him too.  He fingers me, and plays with my nipples at the same time, and sometimes I cum that way.”

Steph nodded.  She was breathing hard.  Her face was flush with arousal.  Talking about her husband this way – with the girl who was her husband’s current crush – and knowing how inferior she was to her husband’s current cuckcake – it was so arousing!  So deliciously arousing!

“Does Blake fuck you then?” Steph asked excitedly.

“No.  First, he likes me to go down on him,” Jen said.  She held up her hand, with the manicured fingernails.  “He likes when I caress his balls with my nails, and when I scrape my nails across his inner thighs.”

Steph was still looking down at her feet.  She was incredibly turned on.  So turned on, she was on the verge of shivering uncontrollably. She wanted to touch herself, but it would be too humiliating to masturbate in front of Jen.  She found herself running the pointy toe of her high heel of her right foot up the back of her left leg, wishing it was Blake touching her.  But knowing he would much rather touch Jen than her.

“What’s Blake’s favorite color?” Jen abruptly asked.

“What?” Steph said, not understanding.

“I’ll do my nails in his favorite color,” Jen said.  “He’ll think that’s sexy, right?”

“It’s ... it’s red,” Steph said.

“Blake will like it if my nails are bright red when I stroke him.  Right?  And when I run my nails across his balls, and down his thighs.  Right?”

“Oh god,” Steph moaned.  This cuckcake – this bitch cuckcake – was going to paint her nails for her husband!  She was going to paint her nails his favorite color!

“After I go down on him – then he fucks me,” Jen said.  “He always says how good I feel.  He says things like, ‘your pussy feels so good around my cock’.”

“Oh god, oh god,” Steph moaned.  She was rubbing her pussy over her dress.  She couldn’t help it, she was too turned on not to.

“Can I ... can I watch you with my husband, the next time?” Steph asked.  So far, she had only watched the first time.  She desperately wanted to watch Blake with Jen.  It was the main thing she got out of sharing her husband with other girls.  Other slutty bitches!

“Maybe ... but you have to do something for me first,” Jen said.  She had a sly smile on her pretty face.

“What?”

“I want you to cut your fingernails short, and don’t paint them,” Jen said.  “That way, your husband will have another reason to think I’m better than you.  Especially after I paint my long nails his favorite color.”

“Oh god, Jen!  Oh god!” Steph groaned.  “Please watch the kids!” 

Steph ran into her bedroom and locked the door.  A moment later, she was on the bed, her skirt up, frantically rubbing her clit.
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It was the day before Christmas eve.  Tomorrow morning, we were flying to my parent’s house, to spend Christmas there.  I was excited to have a long weekend of just family time.  I was especially looking forward to having Jen all to myself.  

But when I got home from work, I was surprised to find Steph there.  She was babysitting Anna and her 2 boys.  “Where’s Jen?” I whispered to her.

“At my house,” Steph whispered back.  She looked distressed. “They wanted ... they wanted to exchange Christmas gifts.”

I felt my heart sink.  “Are you serious?” I asked.  

Steph shrugged and said, “It’s okay Mike.  Sometimes it’s like this when Blake’s in a new relationship.”

“Jen’s not in a relationship with Blake!” I insisted.

Steph shrugged again.  “Then what do you call it?” she asked.  She handed me the key to their house.  “Go ahead.  Go to my house and get them.  Jen made a big pot of spaghetti.  She said we could all eat here.”

Steph was frowning inside.  She wanted to go fetch Blake and Jen.  She wanted to watch if they were still having sex.  

But Jen said she couldn’t, because she had not cut her fingernails short.  Steph didn’t want to do that!  She spent a lot of time making her nails look perfect.  Long nails helped make her hands look slender.  If she cut her nails short, then her hands would look like what they really were – a little too small for her frame, a little chubby.  Certainly not like Jen’s slim, elegant, pretty hands. 

––––––––
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I HEARD THEM IMMEDIATELY as soon as I walked into the house.  They were upstairs, in the master bedroom.  It reminded me about the other night, the last time they had hooked up.  It had been at our house.  Had Blake fucked Jen in our master bedroom, the way Steph said he would?

I walked upstairs, feeling like I was invading their privacy even though it was my wife’s moans I was hearing.  I looked into the bedroom.  They were both naked.  Jen was on her hands and knees, and Blake was fucking her from behind.

“Oh my god this feels so fucking good!” Jen gushed as Blake plowed her from behind.

“I told you it would,” Blake said.  He kissed her shoulder as he steadily moved in and out of her pussy.  His hands were around her front, cupping and caressing her small breasts.

Jen must’ve sensed my presence because she turned her head and saw me.  There was no hint of regret or guilt in her face from allowing our neighbor to fuck her when she should be back at our house, taking care of our daughter and getting ready to visit my parents for Christmas.  

“Oh baby,” Jen said as she saw me. “We’re – we’re—almost—done.”  She was having trouble talking from the pounding she was getting from Blake.  

“Yeah, Mike we’re almost done,” Blake said to me, a smug grin on his face.  “Jen wanted to try doggy.  Isn’t that right, sugah?” As he said “sugah,” he kissed Jen’s shoulder again.

I didn’t know what hurt worse.  Jen saying “we” to refer to her and Blake.  Or hearing Blake call her “sugah” with such affection and familiarity.

“Yeah ...,” Jen said, the one word coming out like a moan.  Her face was in the mattress, so her voice was muffled.  She labored to talk.  “Steph said – it was good – this way.  She was – she was right.”

Blake wasn’t fucking Jen hard and fast, like a pile driver.  It wasn’t soft or slow either.  His fucking was more measured and deliberate, each stroke building on the previous one, like he was seeing what Jen liked best and he adjusted in real time to give her the most pleasure.  It seemed to be working, as Jen was moaning into the mattress and desperately clawing at the sheets as if trying to hold onto consciousness as Blake brought her to the peak of sexual pleasure.

Then abruptly Jen cried out, “Oh fuck I’m cumming!”  Her tight body spasmed and shuddered as she let out a long wail from deep inside her.  Blake fucked her through her climax, his strokes harder and faster now, as if working to extend the wave of Jen’s orgasm and give her every last bit of pleasure possible.  When Jen’s orgasm finally ended, she literally collapsed onto the bed on her stomach, panting heavily and her body sporadically spasming from aftershocks of her massive orgasm. 

With his dick still inside her, Blake twisted her around, so she was mostly on her back.  Jen was still breathing hard.  Blake hugged and softly kissed her as she recovered.  I didn’t like seeing that.  

After a few moments, Jen started kissing Blake back, and it morphed into a passionate make out session.  Blake began moving in and out of her body again.  They continued to kiss, and then they whispered to each other.  Their voices were too low to make out, but it sounded like Blake was trying to get Jen to do something.  I heard her say to him “Are you sure?”  Blake nodded, and they both stole glances at me.

Blake moved up onto his knees.  His dick was still deep inside her, but now their bodies were at right angles.  Their eyes were locked together as Blake stroked his cock in and out of her pussy.  Despite having just cum, Jen had a major cum face on.  Both were breathing really hard.  I was too.  My cock was so hard it hurt, and my head spun from cuckold lust.  My heart ached, I felt so much jealousy and angst, but all of that just made my cock harder.

Blake gave my wife an encouraging look, a nod of the head.  Jen gave back an excited smile, and it was clear they were conspirators on a secret.  Then she turned her head to me.  “Come here baby,” she said, reaching her hand out to me.

I was confused but walked over to the bed on weak knees.  Jen took my hand and pulled me the rest of the way over.  I sat on the edge of the bed, almost touching their bodies.  I was well aware of Blake’s cock in my wife.  I couldn’t miss it, as he continued to fuck her, although now his strokes were slower than just moments ago.

Jen’s beautiful blue eyes sparkled with excitement.  She had a mischievous smile on her beautiful face.  She reached up and put a hand behind my head.  “I want you to go down on me,” she said as she tugged my head down.  “Lick my clit as Blake fucks me.”

Jen put pressure on the back of my head.  But I resisted.  Jen and Blake both smiled at me expectantly as they waited to see what I would do. 

I knew what Jen wanted me to do.  She’d told me her fantasy many times.  Lick her clit while she’s getting fucked ... it was a step towards making her fantasy come true.  Probably she thought it was a way to ease me into it.  But why with Blake?  Of all people, why him?

“Do it Mike,” Jen urged me, putting more pressure behind my head.  I looked at her.  I don’t know if I’d ever seen her more excited.  I couldn’t bear to look at Blake.  

So, I didn’t look at him.  I didn’t look at him as I lowered my head to Jen’s pussy.  But I couldn’t help seeing his cock.  I stopped inches from her pussy, so I had a perfect view of their coupling.  

Blake was still slowly pumping her.  Gliding all the way in, and then all the way out.  His shaft was slick from their combined juices.  Jen’s lips stretched as he pulled out, then fell back into her insides as he pushed back in.  His curved shaft was like a scimitar, slicing its way deep into my wife, then arching out, her pussy lips distorting due to its thickness and sloping bend.  And when he pulled out almost all the way, her pussy lips stretched around his enormous cockhead, forming an airtight seal, molding around him.

I watched for long moments as that big cock moved in and out of my wife.  Was that big cock ruining Jen’s pussy for me?  Was it permanently stretching her pussy, so she’d never feel me again?  Would I ever be able to pleasure her again?  Make her cum?  

These thoughts, as well as being so close as Blake fucked Jen – as he abused and ruined her pussy– it got me so hot.  My head spun into cuck-space, I was reeling, I couldn’t think, my entire being was my cuckold lust and my dick that was so hard it hurt.  As Jen pressed down again at the back of my head, I gave into it, I let her push my head down to her pussy.

I extended my tongue to her clit.  Her clit was so hard.  A tiny button that was baby soft on the outside but granite on the inside.  I tentatively licked up and down.  As I did, Blake was on the out-stroke, and I could feel his cock slithering out.  I could fucking feel it!  

I licked again, just as Blake was pushing back in.  I felt it moving again, like a python.  I licked her more, flicking back and forth across her clit, all while Blake was pumping his cock in and out of her pussy.  

“That’s it Mike,” Jen purred.  I glanced at her.  She was watching me, her eyes were heavy lidded with lust, she had a major cum face on.  Seeing her so aroused, it made me even more aroused.  Up to that point I’d only used the tip of my tongue, so I’d managed to touch only her clit.  Now though I pressed down with the flat of my tongue.  “Yesssss!” my wife hissed.  Blake pushed back into her.  Now my tongue was on his shaft as well as Jen’s clit.  I felt his cock slide across my tongue.  My tongue was on his cock!

Jen knew it too.  She was seeing everything.  “That’s it, baby,” she purred as Blake’s cock slid back and forth across my tongue.  “Do it.  Do it! Lick Blake’s cock.”

There was so much lust in Jen’s voice.  I don’t think I’ve ever seen my wife so aroused.  “I’m gonna cum again!” she cried.  I sensed though, she was telling Blake, not me, and that fired my cuckold desires even more.

“I’m closed too sugah!” Blake growled.

“Cum with me!” Jen urged him.  Their fucking got more urgent.  Jen kept her hand on the back of my head, and then I felt another hand there, Blake’s hand, pressing my face – my face!—against his cock as he fucked my wife’s pussy.  

Then their bodies jerked and shuddered, and they cried out, and I knew they were both cumming.  I sensed and heard them kissing, tonguing each other as they orgasmed.  Blake pushed deep inside my wife, and he stayed there, and with my tongue still on Jen’s clit I literally could feel his cock jerking as he ejaculated his sperm into her womb.  When he pulled out, his cock was covered with his milky white seed.
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My head was spinning at dinner.  Only an hour had passed since I’d been licking Jen’s clit while Blake slid his cock in and out of her pussy.  He came inside her and when he pulled out, his curved shaft was coated with his milky cream.  Jen had cum at the same time, and I had been trying to make her orgasm good, so I was still licking her clit as he pulled out.  That meant Blake’s cock rubbed across my tongue as he pulled out, and I got some of his spunk into my mouth.  

Now the 4 of us plus our kids were sitting around the dinner table eating spaghetti and meatballs, and I was trying to act normal.  How could I act normal, with the after taste of Blake’s sperm still in my mouth?

The thing was, I had to act normal for Anna’s sake.  So, I talked and joked around with my daughter like I usually did, pretending like nothing was wrong, all while I was dying inside.

After dinner, we put the kids in front of the TV while the adults washed the dishes in the kitchen.  Our family room was separate from the kitchen, but there was a breakfast counter with a large pass-through window so we could see them (and hear Elmo on the TV).  I was washing and Jen and Steph were drying.  Blake didn’t help.  Instead, he leaned against the counter drinking a beer and looking smug.  

“So, I’ve got to admit Mike, that was a new experience for me,” Blake said, grinning smugly at me.

“Don’t be a jerk Blake,” Jen said, scowling at him.

“Yeah Blake, be nice,” Steph told her husband.  He had filled her in on what happened.  “You have to be really secure to do what Mike did,” she said.  She looked at me and gave me an encouraging smile.

“Ha!  Well how about that Mike?” Blake said sarcastically, that smug smile still on his face.  “You’ve got the girls on your side.  Maybe I oughta learn to suck cock to win them over.”

“Will you shut up!” I hissed at him.  I glared at him, and then looked nervously through the pass-through at the kids.

Jen came to me with a consoling smile.  “Calm down baby,” she whispered.  “Blake’s just joking.”

I put on a neutral face because I didn’t want to let Blake see my emotions.  But inside I was dying.  Jen and Steph’s defense of me didn’t help; it just made me feel weak compared to Blake.  And Jen’s defense of him tore my heart apart.

Blake sensed my distress, and it was like he wanted to twist the knife inside me.  Jen moved to a side cabinet to put some dishes away.  From there the kids couldn’t see her, even if they turned and looked through the pass-through.  Blake gave me a smirk, then he moved up behind my wife.  He put his hand on her ass and kissed the back of her neck.  “Sugah, you got the finest ass,” he whispered, giving her ass another squeeze.  “So tight.”

Jen giggled and wiggled away from Blake’s hands.  Her grin disappeared when she looked at Steph.  I followed Jen’s eyes and looked at Steph too.  Our neighbor looked flushed.  She was definitely aroused.

“Next time it’s my turn to watch,” Steph said.

“You know what you have to do,” Jen said back.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

Blake laughed.  “This doesn’t involve you, Mike.  Or me.  It’s between Steph and my cuckcake.”

“Whatever,” Steph said with a frown on her face.  It was clear to everyone she was upset.  I understood.  Even though I’d been humiliated, at least I’d been there.  Steph had been the odd girl out, having to stay here with the kids.  But what was going on between the two girls?

Jen moved over to Steph.  She took one of her hands and showed it to me.  “Doesn’t Steph have the prettiest nails?” she asked me.

“Yes, sure,” I said.  Steph’s nails were pretty.  They were perfect actually, long and smooth, and painted a shiny bright red.  But why were we talking about Steph’s fingernails?

Jen said to Steph, “You know what you have to do.  If you want to watch me with your husband.”

Steph jerked her hand back.  “Don’t make me, Jen!  Please!” she pleaded.  Her voice was shaky, and she was clearly upset.  At the same time, everyone could tell she was aroused.  Her nipples were hard and denting the blouse she wore, and you could practically smell the sexual pheromones her stirred-up body was sending out.

What was going on?

Blake was grinning and had an amused look on his face.  He was clearly enjoying the dynamics between – what did he say? – his wife and his cuckcake.

Jen grinned at Blake.  Then she walked over to me.  There was a mischievous smile on her pretty face.  “Remember what you said?” she whispered to me.  “About what I should do to Steph?”

I looked at Jen questioningly, as I didn’t remember.  At that moment, my emotions were too raw and my brain too stressed out to keep track of things.

Was she about to do something?  Now?  Here?  With the kids just feet away on the other side of the pass-through?

“You’re playing the game?  Here?  Now?” I asked with a worried glance at the children.

Jen frowned at me.  “What have I told you, Mike?  You can’t control things.  You’re not a top.  You’re a bottom.  Remember what you were doing two hours ago.”

My eyes got big.  Did she really just say that to me?

Jen’s expression softened.  “I’m not playing the game.  Just having a little fun with Steph.”

Before I could respond, Jen turned to look at Steph.  “Steph, honey, Blake told me you’re going to a Christmas party?  I’ve got the perfect dress.  You can borrow it.”

“Um ... okay,” Steph said warily.  It was clear she didn’t understand where Jen was going with this.

“Come on, I’ll show you,” Jen said.  She took Steph’s hand and led her upstairs to our bedroom.  While on the first step, she looked over her shoulder at Blake and said, “Blake, you should come too and see if you like it on Steph.  Mike baby, watch the kids, okay?”

About 30 minutes later, Steph and Blake came down the stairs.  Steph’s face was flushed and she looked extremely agitated.  She was holding a bag.  She hurriedly rounded up her boys and then rushed out the door with Blake.  

What the fuck just happened?  

When I asked Jen later as we got Anna ready for bed, she whispered, “I think she needed fucked.”  I looked questioning at her, but I didn’t get the whole story until later.

We were naked in bed and Jen was slowly stroking my cock.  She used a light touch to keep me from cumming too fast.  “I did what you said,” she explained.  “I offered her a dress to wear, to the holiday party they’re going to.  It’s my sweater dress.  You know, the black one that buttons up the back?”

I nodded slowly.  I knew that dress well.  My wife looked fantastic in it.  At first glance it appeared modest, as it showed no cleavage and ended passed her knees.  But it was made of stretchy wool and cashmere, so it hugged her curves and clung to her tight body.  She looked incredibly sexy in it.

“Steph tried it on,” Jen said, continuing the story.  She grinned and added, “It didn’t fit.”  

That didn’t surprise me.  Jen was petite and had a slim tight body.  Before having Anna she was a size 0.  Childbirth had left her with a slightly curvier body so now she was a 2.  Steph wasn’t fat, but she was a bigger girl, probably an 8 or 10.  She had big tits, a big butt and thick thighs.  She was an attractive MILF, but not a super-hottie like Jen.

Jen said, “She got the dress on, but just barely.  Then I gave her heels to put on.  I just got them – they’re really slim with pointy toes.”

“She couldn’t get them on,” I guessed, knowing that Steph’s feet matched the rest of her body.

“She did but you could tell they didn’t fit,” Jen said.  “She didn’t look good at all.  She was bursting out of the dress and shoes.”  Jen’s face was flushed.  She had her cum face on!

“This all got you hot,” I said.

Jen nodded with a delighted grin on her pretty face.  She was definitely aroused.

“It got better,” she said excitedly.  “Blake said she needed to lose weight.  He said he wished she looked like me.  He told me Steph gained weight over the years, and never got her pre-pregnancy body back.  He said that didn’t matter anyways, because even back then my dress wouldn’t have fit her.”

“Wow,” I said.  I knew Steph got off on humiliation, but it was still shocking to hear the cruel things Blake said about his wife.  And Jen had played along with it. 

Looking delighted, Jen said, “Then Blake told Steph he wished she had my ass and legs.  That’s when Steph said her boobs are bigger than mine.  But Blake said her breasts sag.  He made me take off my blouse and bra.  He said to Steph, ‘Don’t you wish your tits were perky like Jen’s?  Your tits are big but they’re like pancakes.  You think pancakes turn me on?  No, they don’t.  Your fat ass and legs don’t turn me on either.  That’s why I’m fucking Jen.  She’s prettier and sexier than you.  She turns me on, not you.’”

“Holy shit,” I said with shock.  “That’s harsh.”

“Yeah but, hot – right?”

“Steph’s your friend,” I reminded her.

“That makes it hotter,” Jen said, looking aroused.  “It would be even better if I hated Steph.  The way you hate Blake.  You’re lucky.”

“I’m lucky?” I said sarcastically.

Jen gave me a playful pout.  “So, is this when you act like a hurt puppy?” she asked with a playful baby voice.

“What’s that supposed to mean?!” I snapped. 

“Mike, calm down, I’m just joking,” Jen said, using her normal voice again.  She was still stroking my cock.  Now she gave it a squeeze.  “I understand you.  If it doesn’t hurt inside, it’s not exciting.”

“So that was your plan?” I shot back.  “You wanted to hurt me?  That’s why you made me lick his dick?”

Jen frowned at the anger in my voice.  “Number one, you didn’t have to do it.  I asked you to do it, but you could’ve said no,” she said.  “Number two, it’s okay to be bi-curious Mike.”

My eyes went wide.  “What the fuck are you talking about?!”  I asked, shock in my voice.

“I think you know.”

“No, I don’t know!” I insisted.  

“Mike baby, come on,” Jen said in a soothing voice.  “You’re obsessed with men.  Their bodies, their faces, their cocks.  More than me sometimes.  Just admit it.  You’re curious.  It’s okay to admit it.”

“I’m into it because of you, not me!” I insisted angrily.  I was practically yelling at her.

“Okay, okay,” Jen said, immediately surrendering.  “I’m completely wrong.  I’m sorry.”

“Don’t fucking patronize me!” I angrily yelled.  Then I remembered how she had whispered with Blake right before asking me to go down on her.  “Did you talk to Blake about this?!”

“Mike, it doesn’t matter—,” she said evasively.

“It does matter!  Tell me!” I growled.

Jen frowned at me for long moments.  She hated when I yelled at her, and it was like she was counting to 10 to allow me to calm down.  “Okay, fine, yes, I talked to Blake about it,” she admitted. “And to be honest, I’m glad I did.  You know what my fantasies are.  But I’ve never had the courage to do anything about it.  Blake helped me through it.”

A chill ran down my spine.   Blake helped her?  I was so upset I had to concentrate and force myself not to shake from anger.  

“What do you mean he helped you through it?” I asked in a low, accusing voice.

“It was his idea,” Jen said, looking defiant.  “You going down on me while he was inside me.  Blake suggested it.  He thought it was a way to ease you into it.”

I felt rage suddenly boil up and overflow inside me!  “What the fuck Jen!” I angrily yelled.  “Blake set me up!  He wants you to see me with his dick in my mouth!”

“But ... that’s what I want,” Jen said, not understanding my anger.

“Blake wants to demean me in front of you!  Don’t you see that?!”

“Mike ... why does it matter what Blake wants?” Jen said patiently.  “I mean, I could say the same thing about Steph.  That she just wants to make me look like a slut in front of you.  I worry about you losing respect for me, too.  But then I remember it’s just a game, and we both get off on it.”

She said, “We talk about this all the time, right?  About how you get off on humiliation. How it has to hurt inside to really excite you.  You crave your angst, Mike.  So yes, I talked to Blake about my fantasies.  I get what you’re saying, he probably does want to humiliate you in front of me.  But if it gets us both off, we’re the ones winning.  He’s not beating you.  You’re beating him.”

“You seriously think I’m beating Blake if I’ve got his dick in my mouth and he’s fucking my face?” I said sarcastically.

Jen shivered, like my words were a bolt of orgasmic pleasure pulsing from her nipples to her clit.  With a helpless laugh, she said, “Baby, I love when you talk dirty.”  She squeezed my cock.  “Don’t you want to put this inside me?”  

Jen didn’t wait for my answer.  She got on top of me and guided me into her pussy.  “How do I feel?” she asked as she rocked back and forth on my cock.

“You feel loose,” I told her.

Jen heard excitement in my voice.  She said, “You’re such the king of mixed signals.”

“What do you mean?”

Jen laughed.  “You know exactly what I mean, mister.  You just want me to say it.  Okay, I will.  My pussy’s loose because of Blake.  His big cock ruined my pussy for your little dick.  I can barely feel you inside me.  There’s no way you can make me cum with your little dick.  You’re useless to me, Mike.”

“Oh, fuck, Jen ...,” I moaned.

Jen laughed again.  “See?  Mike likes when Jenny’s mean to him,” she said with her playful baby voice again.  This time I didn’t get mad, because her cruel words had sent me deep into cuck-space.

“You really want to watch me suck cock?” I asked breathlessly.

“It’s my biggest fantasy,” she said as she slowly rocked back and forth.  She was back to her normal voice.

“I don’t get that.”

“I don’t know ...,” she said thoughtfully.  “I guess it’s like a guy wanting to see 2 girls together.  Remember? I did that for you.”

“You didn’t do it for me.  You did it for Scott,” I said.

“I did it for Scott and you,” Jen insisted.  “Anyways, the point is, I liked it.  That doesn’t make me gay.  And I know you don’t think less of me for it.”

“It’s different for guys.  It’s not something I want.  I’d hate it.”

Jen looked at me.  Her cheeks were flushed from arousal.  Her words came out like a moan as she said, “Mike ... I know that. That’s why I want you to do it.”

––––––––
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See what happens next with Jen and Mike in Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace Book 12!
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