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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 IMMEDIATELY after the end of Book 11
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I WAS STILL ON EDGE the next day, as we boarded the plane for Christmas holidays at my parents.  I didn’t like the idea of going down on a man, and certainly not Blake.  I didn’t like the fact that Jen talked to Blake about it.  I didn’t like the way Blake was trying to show me up in front of my wife.  The way he was trying to make Jen lose respect for me.  To emasculate me in front of her.

But as the plane taxied down the runway, I tried to rationalize things.  Jen didn’t seem to think I’d be less of a man if I sucked cock.  Jen really wanted this.  It was her biggest fantasy.  

And it wasn’t just 2 straight guys going at it.  That’s not what she wanted.  She could see that on the internet whenever she wanted.  But that wasn’t what she wanted.  She wanted to see me doing it.  Me, not any other man.  So, in a way, the fact her fantasy was about me, it was a way of showing her love for me.  I was her husband.  She loved me.  I was special to her.  That’s why the scenario got her so hot.  It was all about me, not any other man.

I had other things to think about too.  Joe was with us on the plane.  We were all going to my parents’ house for Christmas.  (Joe was like a son to my parents, just like he was like a brother to me.)

It was awkward being around Joe.  The last time we had seen him, it had been in a restaurant and Jen and Joe had exchanged the results of their STD tests.  Then Joe had taken Jen outside and fucked her in the ass.  You could say he had forced her, but Jen got off on being forced.  Her darkest fantasy was to be raped.  Of course, she didn’t want that in real life.  But she could let herself go with Joe, because she trusted and loved him.  He was probably the only guy in the world who could make her rape fantasy come true.
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WE WERE IN A 4-SEAT row.  Joe was sitting on the aisle.  Anna was in her car seat in the other aisle.  I was next to Anna, and Jen was between me and Joe.

The last time we were in a plane together, Jen had worn a short skirt and Joe had caressed her leg while she napped.  This time she was wearing black yoga pants.  Her casual top ended at her waist, so her incredible ass and legs were on full display.  She’d turned many heads in the airport.  Including Joe’s.  I’d seen his eyes lingering on her tight ass and long legs as she walked Anna to the bathroom a few minutes ago.

Anna was napping in her car seat when Jen leaned into me and whispered, “What are you thinking about?”  When I hesitated, she grinned and said, “You’re thinking about the last time we flew with Joey and he touched me.”

I shrugged to let her know she was right.

Jen took something out of her purse.  It was an envelope.  “I got this,” she whispered to me.  I opened the envelope and looked at the paper.  It was a new STD test.  “Joey got tested again too,” she told me.

My face was suddenly burning.  “You planned this with him?” I hissed in a low voice.

“I did,” she said, a playful grin on her beautiful face.

“But you just had unprotected sex with Blake,” I reminded her.

“That’s not how it works Mike,” she whispered to me.  “You get tested to show your lover you’re being safe.  Joey knows our lifestyle.  I know his too.  We trust each other.  You know, he’s very popular with girls.  How couldn’t he be?  He’s handsome and sweet.  And he’s got an amazing body.”  Jen reached over and gave my cock a quick squeeze.  “Especially here.”

“Are you comparing me to him?” 

“Maybe,” she teased, her eyes looking playful.

“So, you talked to Joe about this!” I hissed accusingly.  “You’re gonna fuck him in my parents’ house!”

“Maybe in the bedroom you grew up,” she teased.

“Jen!” I objected in a low voice.  “In my bedroom? And it’s fucking Christmas!”

“But doesn’t that make it more exciting?” Jen asked with a naughty, excited glint in her beautiful blue eyes.  

“You’re just dicking with me, right?” I asked.  “You’re not really planning to do anything.”

“Think whatever you want, Mike,” Jen said with a laugh.

I hesitated a moment.  Then I said, “You know, that’s what’s really exciting.”

“What?” she asked.

“When I don’t know what you’re doing.  Or about to do,” I told her.  “The things I don’t know about – what I have to guess about – they’re more exciting than the things I know about.”

Jen gave me a long look, considering what I just said.  With a slight smile she said, “Really?”

“Yes,” I assured her.  I asked “Have you done things you haven’t told me about?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“Why haven’t you told me?” I asked.

Jen looked thoughtful for a moment, like she was searching her feelings.  “Because cheating’s exciting,” she said.  “It’s more than just cheating on you.  It’s getting a man to cheat on his wife.  Especially if he loves her.  He loves her but still wants to be with me.  That excites me.  The power in that ....”  She shivered, emphasizing how much all this turned her on.

“I know this sounds terrible, but I can’t help how I feel.”

“I don’t think it’s terrible,” I assured her.  “If you were trying to break up a marriage, that would be bad.  But I know you’d never do that.”

“I wouldn’t,” Jen quickly agreed.  She was silent for a long moment, like she was deciding whether to tell me more.  Then she said “There’s another reason I haven’t told you.  It’s because you don’t have the right to know.”

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“You know you worry about me losing respect for you?” Jen said.  “As a person, as my husband, that’ll never happen.  But I don’t think of you sexually anymore.  I’ve told you that.  So sexually I have lost respect for you.  And I just don’t feel like I have to tell you everything about my sex life.”

My jaw dropped and my insides felt like they were tearing apart.  “But what happens when we stop playing the game?” I asked, desperation in my voice now.  “What happens when it’s just you and me again?”

“Sometimes I think maybe I don’t want that,” Jen told me.  “I mean, do you really want that Mike?  A plain vanilla sex life?”

“Maybe someday I want my wife back!” I snapped.

Jen pursed her lips, not approving of my rising voice.  “You need to be quiet Mike,” she whispered, looking nervously passed me at Anna.  Fortunately she was still sleeping.  “I’ve never stopped being your wife,” Jen said in a patient voice.  “I’m just saying, maybe the game doesn’t have to end.  We both love it, and you get more sex than most men.”

“But you don’t enjoy sex with me,” I said.  I knew I sounded desperate but couldn’t help it.  “Maybe someday I want to get back to where I turn you on.  To where you get off on my cock and not another guy’s.”

“Mike baby, look ...,” Jen began.  “The game is about you and me.  It’s us.  I don’t know ... maybe someday we’ll feel different.  But I think now we should just have fun and enjoy it.”

I stared at her.  I knew her answer wasn’t an answer.  But I couldn’t deny that what she said made sense.  We did both love the game.  We were addicted to the thrills of it.

Jen gave me a patient, encouraging smile.  Then she turned away from me and started talking to Joe.

It was like that the rest of the flight.  Jen gave Joe all her attention.  She leaned into him like she had done with me, and eventually she pulled up the arm rest between them so she could sit even closer to him.  She didn’t go beyond the line.  Like, she didn’t hold his arm.  But the way they were sitting so close together and laughing and talking, to anyone looking, you would think Jen was with Joe instead of me.

For a cuckold, there’s nothing more exquisite than the feeling of being a third wheel.  Of your wife ignoring you and giving all her attention to another man.  The fact that it was Joe – the boy I helped raise. He was 13 years younger than me.  Ten years younger than Jen.  Fuck, early on in our relationship, Jen had even babysat Joe.  And now she was fucking him.  Now this kid was cucking me.  God, it hurt my heart.  It hurt my pride.  But it made me so lustful, so dizzy with lust, I felt like my cock was going to explode!

About halfway in the flight, I watched as Jen reached back and pulled out her hair tie.  She did it as she was talking with Joe and laughing with him.  Her lush blonde locks cascaded down over her shoulders and fell sexily over her beautiful face.  What the fuck?  She let her hair down for this boy?

I was on pins and needles when we got to my parents’ house.  When would Jen disappear with Joe to fuck?  How would they hide it from Anna and my parents?

We put Anna down for her afternoon nap and we were all lazing around watching college football.  Later that night we would all go to Christmas eve service at church.  

With Anna napping, Jen and I had a quiet moment of alone time.  She sat next to me on the sofa and leaned her shoulder against mine.  “I’ve been texting Steph,” she whispered.  “Seriously Mike, she’s a freak.”  

I knew they were at Steph’s parents.  But they probably had moments to think about their “hobby,” just like we did with our game (Steph and Blake called it their hobby whereas we called it our game).

“Let me see,” I asked, reaching for her phone.  She handed her phone to me without any hesitation. I looked at her text messages:

Steffie:  So how are Mike’s parents?

TinyDancer:  I’m missing your husband.

Steffie:  <frowny face> Seriously Jen?

TinyDancer: Do you want me to lie?

Steffie: No.

TinyDancer:  Okay.  Then I’m missing your husband.

Steffie:  He’s MY husband Jen.  You’ve got your own husband.

TinyDancer:  But I want your husband.  And he wants me.

Steffie: Why are you being like this?

TinyDancer: You just told me to tell the truth.

Then there was a long pause of a few hours (I could tell by the timestamps).  Finally Steph responded.

Steffie:  I talked to Blake.  He wants you too.  He says he wants you, not me.

TinyDancer:  I know he does.

Steffie:  Can you at least be nice about it!!!!

Then there was another long pause.  Then:

Steffie:  We just had sex.

TinyDancer:  Did he cum?

Steffie:  Yes.  But it took a long time.  And he came only after I told him to think about you.

Steffie:  He told me you feel better than me.  His cock.  He said it feels better in you than me.

TinyDancer:  He told me that too.  He said I’m still tight, even after Anna.  He said your pussy never got tight again after your pregnancies.

Steffie:  HE TOLD YOU THAT?!

TinyDancer:  Do you want me to tell you exactly what he said?

Steffie:  No.  Yes.

TinyDancer:  He said the pregnancies ruined your pussy.  It was like his playground got bulldozed.

Steffie: Oh god Jen

TinyDancer: Are you crying?

Steffie: Like you care

TinyDancer: It’s not my fault your pussy’s so loose Blake can barely feel anything.

Then after a few moments, Steph texted:

Steffie;  I just came.  You made me cum.

I stared at Jen’s iPhone for a long time.  My insides were churning, and there was a vise around my heart. Finally I said “Do you wish you were spending Christmas with Blake?”

“Mike, come on.  How could you think that?  You know I want to be with you and Anna.”

“So, you’re just dicking with Steph?  Or do you really miss Blake?”

“Yes.  And yes,” Jen said with a shrug.  “Both can be true.  What I just can also be true.  I want to be here with you and Anna.”

“And Joe.”

Jen shrugged again.

The angst was churning in my stomach.  I asked, “When you said you missed Blake — you just meant sexually, right?  Not emotionally.”

“Tell me the truth, Mike,” Jen said with a knowing smile.  “Are you hoping I’ll say sexually and emotionally?”

I looked down, not wanting to answer.  I saw the tent my hard cock was making in my chinos.  When I looked up, I saw Jen grinning at me.

“Did Blake really say that?” I asked.  “That your pussy feels better than Steph’s?  That her pussy is ruined, bulldozed over?”

“He did.”

“They’ve been married as long as us, over ten years,” I said, not counting that time we were divorced.  “If Blake fucked you for ten years, maybe your pussy would be loose too.”

“Ha.  I haven’t thought of that.  You’re probably right.”  She reached over and gave my cock a quick squeeze, and with a grin said “I guess your little thing kept me tight for other men.”  She felt my cock twitch at her words and it made her laugh again.

“So you really miss Blake?”

“Yes.”

“You just saw him last night.”

“I know.”

“So it is more than just sex,” I said.  “You like him too.”

“I told you I like him.”

I felt the vice tighten more around my heart.  The emotions always got to me more than the physical sex.  “So, you feel something for him.  It is emotional, too.”

Jen gave me another knowing smile.  She squeezed my hard cock again, and said, “I know that gets you hot.”

“Don’t fall in love with him,” I said, desperation in my voice.

Jen laughed.  “We always talk about the same things,” she said with a grin at me.  “And I know when you say things like that, you’re really turned on.”

Then she hugged my arm and said “I’m going to the store with Joey.  Your mom needs some things and I’m going to keep him company.”

I stared at her.  My head spun with the abrupt change of subject.  “Really?” I said incredulously.

She gave me a peck on the cheek.  “I’ll be back before Anna wakes up,” she promised.  Then before I could say anything else, she was gone.
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“REMEMBER THAT CHRISTMAS at your parent’s house?” Joey asked me as we drove to the supermarket.  I knew what he was talking about of course.  We had parked in the back parking lot of a little 24/7 market.  There, we had a quick, furious fuck. 

That was before Mike knew about my affair with his — our — young friend.  It was also when I’d been hot and heavy with Scott.  

Mike’s hometown was bigger than little Belmont, MA.  But still, there were stores closed on Christmas eve.  I wasn’t surprised when Joey pulled into one of the closed stores.  It was one of those big lumber warehouses.  He drove to the back.  The parking lot was deserted.

Joey turned off the car.  Then suddenly, he was all over me.  He smashed his lips against mine and pinned my arms to the back of my seat.

“Joey, Joey, stop ...,” I said as I struggled against him.  We’d played this game before.  Joey knew I fantasized about non-consensual sex.  About being forced.  He’d “raped” me before.  He knew I got off on it.  

But this time, maybe he heard something in my voice, that I really seriously wanted him to stop.  So Joey pulled away.  He was breathing hard.  We both were.  He looked at me, like he didn’t understand.

“I don’t always want it that way,” I told him.  “I don’t want you to think girls like it that way.  I’m a freak.  Most girls aren’t like me.”

“I know that Jen,” Joey said.  I guess he thought I was condescending to him, because his voice was bristling.  “I’m not a kid anymore.  I know all girls are different.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, immediately apologizing.  “It’s just I’ve known you since you were a kid.  I guess I still think of you as that boy I first met.”

“Even when we’re fucking?” Joey snapped at me.

I frowned at him.  “Why are you mad at me?” I asked him.  “Have I done something wrong?”

Joey frowned back at me.  “Yesterday on the plane,” he said.  “You were flirting pretty hard with me.  Right in front of Mike.  Is it all just to get him hot?”

I could tell Joey was hurt.  He might have a man’s body, but emotionally he was still just a boy.  I knew he didn’t approve of my lifestyle.  He was jealous of other men.  He was probably jealous of Mike too.  

“It’s not all for Mike,” I told him honestly.  “You’re special to me Joey.”

“Are you still fucking other guys?” Joey asked, his voice bristling with jealousy.

“I have lovers, yes,” I said with a shrug.

“How many?”

“I’m not going to get into details Joey.”

“More than one?” he pressed.

“I said lovers Joey.  Plural.  Yes, more than one.”

He glared at me.  Well, fuck it, I glared back at him.  He didn’t have the right to judge me.

“I just don’t get it,” he finally said.

“What’s there not to get?  I like sex.  I like variety.  And I have my husband’s permission.  So, well, there you go.”

Joey didn’t like my answer.  He continued to glare at me.  I grinned at him to ease the tension, and said “We don’t have a lot of time.”  I put my hand on his lap.  He was wearing sweatpants.  It was easy to feel his cock through the cotton.  I rubbed up and down his shaft and he quickly got hard.  Also, he stopped glaring at me.

With both hands I reached for the waistband of his sweats.  I pulled down and he helped by lifting off the seat.  His now hard cock popped out.  I noticed that Joey was now shaving himself down there.  “I like your new look,” I said with a crooked grin at him.

“Jamal shaves too,” Joey said, referring to his black friend.  

It made me laugh.  “So is Jamal your style guru now?” I joked.  I reached for his cock with both hands.  It took both hands to handle a monster like his.  “God Joey you are so freaking big,” I said.  I felt awed whenever I saw it.  It was easily the thickest cock I had ever seen in my life.

I especially wanted to see it after being with Blake.  Blake’s curved shaft and big head made him feel thicker than he was.  But Joey WAS thick.  I was fascinated by the comparison, Joey versus Blake.  Joey was so big, his cock was heavy, solid.  Joey might be young – barely legal in fact—but he truly had a man’s “manhood.”

I began stroking him.  He got bigger – and thicker – which amazed me more.  “Are other girls as impressed as me?” I asked him.

Joey moaned as I stroked him.  “You really want to talk about other girls?  Now?”

“I’m just curious,” I said as I continued to stroke him.  I gathered spit in my mouth and let it ooze from my lips to his cockhead, for lubrication.  And I knew it looked sexy when I – when any girl – did that.

It worked too.  Joey watched me intently.  As a line of spit connected the tip of my tongue to his cockhead, he moaned and said “Fuck Jen, everything about you is sexy.”

I grinned at him.  Then I pulled my hair to the side and went down on him. 

I struggled to get much of his cock into my mouth.  I had to open my mouth as wide as possible, but even then I could swallow barely any of his shaft.  That’s how freaking thick he was.  Joey didn’t seem to mind though.  He moaned as I sucked him and licked the underside of his cock.

After a few moments, I lifted off of his cock and asked “Do other girls suck your cock better than me?”

“Jen, really?” he said impatiently, wanting my lips back around his cock.

“I’m looking for tips,” I joked with a grin.  “But really I’m just curious about how you’re doing.”

“I’m doing fine,” Joey insisted.

“Are you?” I asked.  “You don’t have a steady girlfriend.”  Mike’s mom had asked earlier and Joey said that right now he was playing the field.

“Why settle for one entrée when you can get a buffet?” Joey said.

“Oh my god, that’s a dick thing to say,” I said.  “Are you serious?”

“Like you can talk,” Joey said sarcastically.  “You’re the queen of buffets.”

“Well ... I guess I have an entrée and a buffet,” I said with a grin.

“Is Mike really an entrée?” Joey said spitefully.  “He’s more like an appetizer.  Or – what do you call it?  An amuse-bouche.”

“Be nice,” I said, but I couldn’t help laughing.  I thought about Joey’s cock – the big monster I was holding in my hands at that very moment – and my husband’s.  Entrée versus amuse-bouche was pretty accurate.  I looked at the big cock in my hands.  I liked he was shaving.  It made his cock even sexier.  I felt heady looking at it.  God he was so thick.  “I want you inside me,” I told him.  

Joey didn’t have to be asked twice.  We quickly shuffled in the car, changing places so now Joey was in the shotgun seat.  I got on top of him, straddling his lap.  Joey pulled my skirt up.  I had worn a skirt on purpose, just in case.  

“You’re not wearing panties,” he said as he looked at my naked pussy.

“No.”

“You knew this was going to happen,” he said with a grin at me.  I grinned back at him.  Rather than answering, I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him.  We kissed for long moments, our tongues rolling over each other.  Then I reached down between us.  Taking his cock, I guided him into me.

“Oh god!” I grunted.  He was so freaking thick!  I’d been with him many times before, but each time his thickness surprised me!

Eventually I got him all the way inside me.  Fuck I felt so full!  Thick is so much better than long.  There’s nothing wrong with long, I like long, and Joey was longer than average.  But god, thick feels so fucking good!  Always with Joey, it was like being a virgin again!

We got into a rhythm, moving up and down together.  Joey pulled up my sweater and reached inside my bra, cupping and fondling my tits.  I shuddered as he thumbed my hard nipples.  Then he kissed down my neck and I groaned as I rolled my head back.  God, Joey was getting so good at this!

“I just haven’t met anyone,” Joey said as we fucked.

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“Why I don’t have a steady girlfriend,” Joey said.  “I guess I’m looking for a girl like you.”

I stopped moving on his cock.  I looked at him.  He was looking tenderly at me.  “God Joey ...” I said softly, my voice trailing away.  I didn’t know what to say.

“Have you thought about what I said?” he asked.  “Remember?  You don’t need other lovers.  I’ll be your lover.”

“Joey it can’t work that way,” I told him.

“Why?”

“Because of your relationship with Mike.  And me.  It’s like you’re family,” I said with exasperation.

“But it’s better that way,” he insisted.  “It’s better to keep it in the family.  It’s hot, right?  The taboo.”

“Oh god ...,” I said with a laugh.  He was being both crazy and sweet at the same time.  And he was right.  It was hot fucking Joey because he was so young.  Because I babysat him.  I freaking helped raise him.  And because he was like my husband’s younger brother.  He was like MY younger brother.

Shivers ran down my spine and tickled my clit.  God!  I was going to hell for sure.

Joey thick cock – his young thick cock – felt so good inside me.  I loved how it stretched me.  

I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him.  “Make me cum, Joey,” I urged him, moving up and down on his shaft again.  “And then I want you to cum inside me.  But hurry.  We have to get back.”
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Jen and Joe weren’t home when Anna woke up from her nap.  My daughter’s always grouchy when she wakes up.  Ironically, the longer she naps, the more grouchy she is.

“Where’s mommy?” Anna asked.

“She’s with Uncle Joe,” I told her.  Anna called Joe “Uncle Joe,” just like she called Allie “Aunt Allie.” 

“They ran out to get a few things for dinner,” I said.

Anna pursed her lips.  Anna looked more like Jen every day, and the expression on her face looked exactly how her mother looked when she disapproved of something.  “She’s always with Uncle Joe,” she said.

Anna’s comment surprised me.  It alarmed me too.  Was she just being her grouchy self?  Or had she sensed something between her mother and “Uncle”?  But how could she?  She was only 3 years old, after all.
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JEN AND JOE GOT HOME about 30 minutes later.  By then I had gotten Anna ready for the Christmas eve service at church.  Luckily Anna was playing a board game with my parents when Jen got home.  Jen bolted upstairs to my childhood bedroom, where we always stayed when visiting my parents.

I grabbed her arms and asked “Where have you been?” 

“Mike I’ve got to get ready for church,” she said, sounding panicked at getting home so late.

“Where have you been?” I asked again.  This time I pressed my nose against her neck, feeling her soft blonde hair fall across my face.  I inhaled deeply.  I smelled strawberry vanilla of her shampoo, the faint lilac of her perfume ... this was how my wife always smelled.  But I smelled something else too.  Perspiration.  The musk of a man’s cologne.  

“Did Joe just fuck you?” I whispered into her ear.  I pressed my body against hers.  I was certain she could feel my erection pressing against her thigh.

“We don’t have time for this Mike,” she whispered back.

“Just tell me,” I pleaded.

Jen pulled away.  She looked into my face and said “Yes.”

I gasped at her answer.  I had suspected what they’d done, but hearing her confirm my suspicions still sent me reeling.  I felt jealous and betrayed that she would fuck Joe – the kid!—on Christmas eve while visiting my parents with our daughter.  But the naughtiness of it all took my breath away and got me so hard it hurt.

I pulled her back to me, pressing my body against hers.  God I wanted to fuck her so bad!  I needed to fuck her!  Again she pulled away from me.  “Mike I really need a shower before church,” she said.

My wife needed to shower before church.  To clean the sex from her body.  The sex with another man.  A boy really.  Was Joe’s sperm in her pussy at that very moment?  I knew it was.  That was the point of getting tested.  So Joe could fuck her bareback.  So he could shoot his spunk into her pussy.

“So does Joe still make you feel like a virgin?” I asked.  It was something she told me before.  That Joe’s cock was so thick, whenever he fucked her, he made her feel like a virgin.

Jen searched my face, to see if I was hurt.  I WAS hurt and feeling anxious, but mostly I was aroused, and she saw that.  So she gave me a crooked grin.  She nodded yes, and whispered “Joey’s so freaking thick I can barely walk.”

Then she reached down and gave my hard cock a quick squeeze.  “To be continued, okay?” she said.

“Okay,” I said, nodding back.
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ANNA’S EARLIER GROUCHINESS was gone by the time we got to church.  Jen bounced Anna on her knee during most of the service.  Anna seemed a little more clingy with Jen than normal.  She seemed a little standoffish with Joe too.  That concerned me, as usually she adored her Uncle Joe.

Jen wore a Christmas dress that was tight over her breasts and then flowed into a loose skirt that went down to her knees.  She wore black stockings and shiny black high heels.  They weren’t the super high (5 inch+) heels she’d been wearing lately with Blake.  They were more like 3 inches high, but still they made her beautiful legs look even longer and more shapely.  As always, Jen turned a lot of male heads.  I caught Joe looking at her legs too, and even my father took a long glance.

As we sang Christmas carols, my thoughts were elsewhere.  Jen had said “Joey’s so freaking thick I can barely walk.”  And yes, Jen had been a little unsteady on her feet as we walked the short distance from the parking lot to church.  Was her body still tingling from cumming on Joe’s thick cock?  Where exactly had they done it?  Were Jen’s pussy lips moist from Joe’s sperm leaking out of her?

Once again I caught Joe looking at Jen.  Joe saw me looking, and for a moment we locked eyes.  Joe had the good graces to at least look a little shameful for fucking my wife just a couple hours before going to church for Christmas eve services.  

When we got back home, Anna was bouncing with the excitement of Santa’s approaching visit.  The tradition in my family was to open 1 present on Christmas eve.  Anna was so excited as we handed her a present, she looked like she was going to burst.  Jen knelt down on the floor to help Anna untie the red silk ribbons around the box.  As she did, her skirt hiked up, and you could see the heavy black lace of her stocking tops, and the way it stretched at the garter snap.  Oh my fucking god -—Jen had worn a garter belt.  To church.  Why?

I found out a moment later.  While my parents and Anna were distracted by her new gift (a tricycle from my parents), Joe furtively reached for Jen’s leg.  He had seen the flash of her stockings too, and he touched the lace of her stocking top with his fingertips.  Then he rubbed the garter snap with his thumb.  Jen pushed his hand away and pulled her skirt down.  But she wasn’t angry at Joe, and I even saw her silently mouth to him “bad boy.”  All this had happened in just a split second.  But still, it had happened with my parents and daughter with us in the same room.

Joe glanced over to me.  He saw that I’d seen everything.  We locked eyes again, like we’d done in church.  This time, though, he didn’t look ashamed.  Instead, he smirked at me.

Joe smirked at me!

But I couldn’t think about Joe.  I was focused on my wife.

I couldn’t believe how daring Jen had become.  Had she flashed Joe on purpose?  Jen had become addicted to the thrill of the game.  Was this another thrill?  More ratcheting up of our game?

We put Anna down for the night.  She was so excited it took a while to get her to sleep.  Afterwards we shared a bottle of wine with my parents.  My mom and dad were oblivious to what was going on under their roof.  But Jen was being the good daughter-in-law.  While we chatted over the wine, Jen sat next to me on the sofa.  She was snuggled into me and had her arm wrapped in mine, and barely paid any attention to Joe.  To anyone looking, you would think she was a loving and faithful wife.  I knew the truth though.  Loving yes, but not faithful.

I was reminded of that later.  Mom and dad were asleep.  They always slept soundly after drinking.  Also, as she often did, Anna was sleeping in my parent’s bedroom.

Inside my childhood bedroom, I was sitting on the bed and Jen was standing in front of me.  “You wore a garter belt to church?” I asked, running my hand up her leg and feeling the garter straps.

“I did,” Jen said with a grin at me.  

“Why?” I asked.  Before Jen could answer, there was a soft tap at the door.

Jen whispered, “I invited Joey over for a nightcap.”

My eyes went wide.  “Jen are you crazy?” I urgently whispered.  “My parents! Anna!”

“They’re all the way on the other side of the house,” Jen said, with a mischievous grin on her beautiful face.  “And if they hear anything, they’ll think it’s you and me.”

Joe stepped into the room.  He was holding a bottle of champagne and 3 glasses.  It was a tight fit for the 3 of us in my small bedroom.  Without saying anything though, we shuffled to our places.  Jen sat on the bed, and Joe sat next to her.  I sat across from them, in my wood desk chair.

My wife next to her lover.  And me, the cuckold husband, sitting across from them.

Joe poured the wine and we each took a sip.  No one said anything.  The tension was high in the air.  The clock chimed and we all looked at the clock.  It was midnight.  It was now Christmas.

This very special day.  Jesus’s birthday.  And here we were.

My wife next to her lover.  And me, the cuckold husband, sitting across from them.

“Merry Christmas baby,” Jen said, smiling at me.  Then she turned that smile to Joe.  “Merry Christmas Joey.”

“Merry Christmas,” Joe said back to Jen.  He glanced at me and shot me another smirk.

Jen grinned at Joe.  She took his hand, giving him an encouraging look.  Then she pressed his hand to her leg.  To her thigh, right where her garter strap would be.

Joe’s cheeks flushed with arousal as he felt the garter strap under Jen’s dress.  He was breathing hard as he traced the outline of the garter strap with his thumb and finger.  He looked beyond excited.  “This is sexy,” he said with a husky, lust filled voice.

“You like what you feel?” Jen whispered to him.  “My garter belt?  And stockings?”

“Yeah.”

“I wore them for you, Joey,” Jen said as she looked into his eyes.

My body seized up at her words.  It was like a punch to my face.  No, worse – a dagger to my heart.  She wore the lingerie for Joe?  Specifically for Joe?

“Yeah?” Joe said with a grin at her.

“Yeah,” Jen said.  “You see?  It’s not all about Mike.”  She glanced my way with an encouraging smile and said, “A lot’s about Mike.  But not everything.”

“I do things for other men, too.”  With a giggle, she added, “Obviously.”

Jen took Joe’s hand and put it under the skirt of her dress.  Now his hand was on the nylon of her stockings.  “You like that?” she asked him.

“Yeah,” Joe moaned, his voice husky with lust.  From the way her skirt moved, I could tell he was caressing her thigh over the heavily laced stocking top.

Jen smiled at him.  “See?  It doesn’t have to be violent.  I like that game.  But I like my sweet Joey too.”

Joey gave Jen a hesitate smile.  “Okay, well then, I’ll rape you again soon,” he joked.

Jen continued to grin at the boy I thought of as my younger brother, and her beautiful eyes sparkled with playful mischief.  She said “Is that a threat or a promise, mister?”  They both laughed.

I felt like I was coming into the middle of a conversation.  It reminded me that my wife and Joe had shared—were sharing—something I wasn’t part of.  In fact, at that moment, it seemed like they had forgotten that I was there.

Joe was caressing Jen under her skirt.  Her eyes were getting dreamy and her cheeks flushed.  She was rapidly getting her cum face on.  “Kiss me Joey,” she said.

Joe didn’t have to be asked twice.  He leaned closer and kissed her.  Jen wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back.  Soon they were passionately kissing and petting.  Jen had her hand in Joe’s pants, stroking his cock.  Joe unzipped her dress.  Jen pulled it off her shoulders and reached back to unsnap her bra.  As she did this, Joe continued to finger her under the skirt of the dress.  With her chest bare now, Joe used his other hand to grope her breasts.  He broke away from her lips and sucked a hard eraser-sized nipple into his mouth.

They fell back onto the bed.  MY bed, which I’d slept in my entire life before going to college.  Joe pushed Jen’s skirt so it was up around her waist.  He took his time kissing her and running his hands up and down her long nyloned legs, and playing with the straps of her garter belt.  

Like Joe, Jen was beyond excited.  “I want you inside me Joey!” she said urgently.

“Don’t say his name!” I warned in a low voice.  If my parents heard something, they’d think it was me and Jen, but that ruse would be blown if they heard Jen saying “Joey.”

Jen glanced at me and gave me a nod.  Then she was kissing Joey again.  “Come on, I want it!” she said between kissing, reaching between their bodies for his cock.

Jen opened her legs for Joe.  He was on top of her.  He pulled her thong panties down her long silky legs.  I realized Jen had worn the panties on top of the garter belt, the way girls do in porn movies.  She had planned this!

Jen guided Joe’s cock to her pussy.  He dugged his toes into my mattress, and pushed forward.  “Oh fuck!” Jen hissed through clenched teeth as he penetrated her.  He had just fucked her hours before, but still his thick cock stretched her pussy.

Jen and Joe knew they had to be quiet, with my parents and Anna just down the hall.  So Joe fucked Jen slow.  The bed didn’t creak or hit the wall.  Their fucking was mostly silent, with the sounds just their heavy breathing and the swish-swish of Joe’s body over Jen’s Christmas dress.

When Jen came, Joe had to clamp his hand over her mouth to keep her from screaming.  It made them both laugh even as their bodies were still tangled together, and that moment of sensual intimacy tore my heart apart.  And then Joe was cumming, and Jen wrapped her long stockinged legs around his thighs to keep him inside her, so he ejaculated into her.  After, they hugged and kissed a long time.  Finally Joe pulled out and got off the bed.  He rapidly dressed.  The entire time he didn’t look at me.   He looked at Jen again, and they smiled at each other.  Then he carefully opened my bedroom door, looked both ways, and scurried back to his room.

“Come here Mike,” Jen softly said after he was gone.  I didn’t move.  I wasn’t able to move.  I felt like my wife had destroyed me.

Jen came over to me.  “Come to bed baby,” she said, taking my hand.  I finally got out of my wood desk chair and got into bed with her.

“Did you cum?” she asked me.

“Is that it?” I said angrily.  “You fuck Joe.  Then you fuck me.  And that makes everything okay?”

Jen pursed her lips at me.  It was the same expression of disapproval as Anna earlier.  “I told you what I was going to do,” she reminded me.

“But why now?  Why here?” I asked with exasperation.

Jen gave me a long look.  Then she grinned and said, “Because it gets me really hot to cuck you in the bed you grew up in.”

I stared at my wife.  Then I was all over her, throwing her legs open and thrusting my hard cock into her.
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THE WEEK BETWEEN CHRISTMAS and New Year’s
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I WALK PAST THE CLERK at the reception desk.  He’s always there at the Swarthmore Hotel, like the fake flowers in the vase next to the elevator.  The clerk’s young, maybe just out of high school.  He’s tall and skinny.  His black hair is greasy, and his face is acne scarred.  

The clerk always stares at me whenever I walk through the lobby.  He knows I’m cheating.  Everyone who checks into the Swarthmore in the middle of the day is probably cheating on their spouses.  

It thrills me, knowing that the clerk knows I’m cheating on my husband.  Cheating is exciting.  Last night, I painted my nails baby blue, right in front of Mike.  It’s Doug’s favorite color.  I got wet doing it in front of Mike.  

I wonder if Mike knows I’m cheating on him.  He seemed distracted last night as he watched me paint my nails.  I know he gets off on the idea of me cheating on him.  Sometimes I wonder if he follows me, peeking into the window as Doug fucks me.  I imagine my husband, all hot and bothered, furiously stroking himself as he watches me getting fucked.  

The image makes me smile and even giggle.  Someday I’ll tell Mike that seeing him stroking his little dick makes me giggle.  I know that sounds mean, but Mike gets off on it.  Like Steph, he gets off on humiliation.  I get off on it too.  Both ways.  I’m submissive so of course humiliation is part of that.  Mike’s submissive too.  He hates thinking that, because he doesn’t want to give into other men.  But giving into other men turns him on.  It’s part of his cuckold fantasy.  It’s why cheating excites him.  It’s why Blake excites him.  And all that excites me too.  I get hot humiliating Mike.  

I know there have to be boundaries.  I can’t go too far.  I love Mike and want to spend the rest of my life with him.  I don’t want to damage our marriage.  But at the same time we both love the game.  It’s where we are at this time in our lives.  Scott used to say “live for the moment.”  He was right.  Life is short, people should live for the moment.  My mistake was, I was living for the moment with the wrong man.  Now I’m back with the right man, and we’re having fun.  What’s wrong with that?  If we’re both into it, what’s wrong with it?

The Swarthmore is like a hybrid motel.  You can get to the rooms from the outside, and also through the elevator in the lobby.  The clerk is still staring at me.  I pretend not to notice.  Still, it always turns me on.  He’s a witness to my infidelity. He knows I’m about to cheat.

“He’s not here yet,” the clerk says as I’m about to press the elevator button.  “Your friend.  He’s not here yet.”

“Oh,” I say.  It’s kind of strange to hear the clerk’s voice.  It’s the first time he has ever spoken to me.  In the past he always talked to Doug about reserving the room. “Okay.  I’ll wait.”

I sit down on the one sofa.  It’s threadbare but looks clean.  I sit with my hands in my lap and my knees pressed together, waiting for Doug.  I check my phone to see if he texted me.  Yes, he texted me.  He had to run an errand for Nancy (his wife) and would be a few minutes late.

“I haven’t seen you around for a while,” the clerk says.

Again it’sweird to talk to the clerk.  I shrug.  “Well, you know, the holidays ...,” I say, my voice trailing off.

The clerk grins at me and says, “So you gonna get wasted on New Year’s?  Going to some kick ass party?”

“Well, I’m not sure about kick ass,” I say with another shrug.  “At my age the parties aren’t too kick ass.”  Mike and I are going to Blake and Steph’s party.  They have one every year.

“You don’t look old,” the clerk says.  “How old are you?”

I don’t tell the clerk you aren’t ever supposed to ask a girl her age.  Instead I just tell him the truth.  “33.”

The clerk looks surprised.  “Wow you ARE old,” he says.

I can’t help laughing.  “Thanks a lot,” I say.

“You don’t look old,” the clerk says.  “You’re super hot.”

“Well, thanks ...,” I say, feeling uncomfortable by his compliment.  I look away and will Doug to arrive to save me.

“My name’s Billy,” the clerk says.

“Oh ... hi Billy,” I say.  I don’t tell him my name because I don’t want him to know my name.

Billy grins. I see his teeth are stained from cigarettes.  He says, “I’ve got a secret.”

“Oh, ah, you do?” I say, feeling awkward.  I give him a questioning look, not knowing what he’s talking about.  Before I can say anything more, Doug walks into the lobby.
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“I’VE MISSED YOU,” DOUG says as his cock moves in and out of me.  

“I’ve missed you too,” I say, looking up into his eyes.  “But we see each other almost every day.”

“At school in the car line,” Doug says as he pulls backwards, sliding his cock out of my pussy until just the head is still inside.  He cups my breasts as he pushes back in.  “Not like this.”

“Oh god that feels so fucking good,” I moan as his cock slides back into me.  “Yeah, definitely not like this,” I agree.  I reach up and wrap my arms around his neck, bringing his head down to kiss me.

We both cum a few minutes later.  I came looking up into Doug’s face.  God he is so handsome!  He has a nice body too.  Tall and toned.  His cock isn’t huge but he is more than a handful, and he always makes me cum.  Especially when I look at his gorgeous face and those sexy black eyes.  

Doug surprised me by pulling out and cumming on my face.  He came a lot too, plastering my face with his spunk.

“Um ...,” I say with a laugh after he was done.  I have to keep my eyes closed because it’s all over me.  I try to wipe his cum with my hands, but that just spreads it even more over my face.

“Sorry,” Doug says with a laugh back at me.  He hands me a towel and I wipe my face.  “Sorry about that,” he says, apologizing.

“I don’t mind,” I quickly say, not wanting him to feel bad.  “You can cum there if you want.  I just never knew you were into that.”  I grin at him and say, “God you cum a lot.”

“Is that a bad thing?” Doug says with a grin back at me.

“No.  Actually it’s sexy.  I like it.”

“So do men cum on your face often?” Doug says with a wry grin.

“I’ll take the fifth,” I say with a laugh.

“Does Mike cum on your face?” he asks.

“Sometimes,” I say with a shrug.  “I mean, he’s my husband.  He’s allowed to cum wherever he wants.  He doesn’t cum as much as you though.”

“So if it’s sexy when a man cums a lot, it’s not as sexy with Mike?” Doug asks with that wry grin.

I’m not surprised by Doug’s question.  Men like to compare themselves to other men.  “I think you know you’re sexier than my husband,” I tell him.  “I mean, there’s a reason I’m with you now.”

Doug smiles, clearly happy with what I said.  He says, “No offense to Mike.”

“Yeah right,” I say with a laugh.  Doug laughs back.  

He reaches towards my hair and says, “Oops.  I think some of it got on your hair.”

My hand goes to my hair but I’m not worried.  I always shower when I get home anyways.

Our hands reach my hair at the same time.  Doug scoops the cum from my hair.  Then with a mischievous grin on his handsome face, he swipes the sperm — his sperm — across my wedding ring.

I look at my rings.  Now both my engagement and wedding rings are wet with his sperm.  “Asshole,” I say, but I’m grinning back at him.  

“There’s a reason I’m with you too,” he says still smiling at me.

“I know that,” I say.  I stare into Doug’s eyes and he stares back into mine.  We share a moment.

“Let’s face it,” I say.  “We both like sex too much.”

“And Mike’s not enough for you?” Doug asks.

“It’s complicated,” I tell him.  “I love Mike.  But sometimes I want a man to take me.  You know?  Just do whatever he wants with my body.  Mike’s not like that.  He’s too gentle.”

“So he treats you like a wife when you want to be treated like a slut,” Doug says.

“I guess that’s one way of saying it,” I say with a laugh.

“So you cheat to get what you need.”

“God, what?  Are you my therapist now?” I say with another laugh.

“I’m not judging you,” Doug quickly assures me.  “I cheat so I’m no angel.  I’m just curious.”

I think about it for a moment, wondering how much to tell him.  Then I say, “Honestly, cheating’s a turn on.  I wasn’t always this way.  Girls don’t grow up dreaming about cheating on their husbands.  But it’s a turn on to be wicked.  And I’ll admit something to you.  I think you’re hot Doug, but you’re hotter to me because you’re married and I know you love Nancy.”

“Because you know I won’t leave Nancy, so I’m a safe fuck?” Doug asks.

“Well yeah,” I say with a laugh.  “But also because you’d rather fuck me instead of your wife.”

Doug laughs.  “You know I’m that way too, right?” he says.  “It’s hotter fucking a married girl.  I get off fucking another man’s girl.”

“My god we’re both going to hell,” I say.  We both laugh.

In the next room, unbeknownst to Jen, Mike is slowly stroking his dick as he sees and hears everything.  His heart is tearing apart with jealousy and angst, but he’s in major cuck space so his head is dizzy with lust.
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Later that night, Mike and Jen were washing the dinner dishes as Anna played with some of her Christmas presents in the family room.  They were able to watch Anna through the pass through.  It had been a normal dinner.  Family time with just the three of them.  Most of Jen’s attention was on her daughter, but she gave Mike a lot of attention and affection too.

That’s how Jen was most of the time.  She was always holding Mike’s hand or bumping her shoulder against his, tussling his hair, and giving him little kisses on the cheek and lips.  She was always smiling at him and laughing at all his jokes no matter how stupid they were.  If anything, it was Mike who held back, especially in public.  Maybe it was a guy thing, or maybe his natural shyness, but Mike was sometimes hesitant to show affection when other people were around.  Jen on the other hand didn’t have any problems with PDA.

The contrast between “Jen my loving wife” and “Jenny the insatiable slut” was hard for Mike to get his head around.  Just that afternoon – just hours ago – he’d watched as she cheated on him with her “hot dad” lover Doug at the Swarthmore hotel.  This past weekend, on Christmas day, she’d fucked their young friend Joe.  A couple days before, she’d fucked their neighbor Blake.  Yet here she was, being all affectionate and playfully squeezing his fingers in the soapy water as they washed the dishes together.

“You seem distracted tonight,” Jen said, breaking Mike’s reverie.  “What are you thinking about?”

“What I’m always thinking about,” I said with a shrug.  “The game.”

Jen pursed her lips at Mike.  “You think about that too much,” she said.

“You’re kidding right?” I said with a sarcastic laugh.  Just that afternoon she’d been fucking Doug.  Okay, she didn’t know I knew about that, but then there were Joe and Blake too.

“Mike, we both love the game, we both get off on it,” Jen whispered, looking through the pass through to make sure Anna wasn’t listening.  “But when it’s us, it should be just us.  You, me and Anna.  You shouldn’t be thinking about it now.”

“You weren’t saying that this weekend,” I said, reminding her about her recent hookups with Joe and Blake.

“But now it’s family time,” Jen insisted.  She moved closer to me and whispered, “Are you horny?  Is that why you’re distracted?”

“I’m always horny,” I said with another shrug.  It made Jen laugh.  With a grin she reached down.  She found my hard-on and gave it a little squeeze.  “We’ll play later, after Anna’s asleep,” she promised.

Later that night, Jen and I were in bed.  I was naked except for my boxers, and she was wearing her white nighty and white cotton socks.  I was on my side looking at her, with my hand cupping and caressing her breast through the soft material of her nighty.  

“Feels good baby,” she said as she looked back into my eyes.

I felt her nipple hardening under my touch.  “So I can still turn you on,” I said.

“I never said you couldn’t,” she said.

“You said you don’t think of me sexually anymore,” I reminded her.

“It’s not all black and white Mike,” Jen said.  “And tell the truth—you don’t want me to think of you sexually.  That’s part of your fantasy.”

“So you’re playing the game just for me?” I asked.

“No.  I’m playing for both of us.  I don’t think of you sexually anymore.  I’m not lying.”

I frowned, not understanding.  “You just said it’s not all black and white.”

“It isn’t,” she said.

I stared at her, my frown deepening.  Sometimes she made no sense.

“Did you beat off today?” Jen abruptly asked.

“What?” I said, not understanding her non-sequitur.

“You always get moody after cumming,” she said.

I furrowed by brow.  Yes, I had jerked off, listening and watching my wife cheating on me earlier that day at the Swarthmore Hotel.  How could I not?  But her comment hit way too close to home.  

“So now I’m not allowed to cum?” I said a bit too defensively.

“I’m not saying that,” Jen said.  “But you need to stay hot or else you get upset and you obsessed too much about things.”

“So I say again, I’m not allowed to cum anymore?” I said again, sarcasm in my voice this time.

“You should only cum when you’re with me,” Jen announced.  “That way, we’re together and you won’t get upset.”

“So now you want to control my orgasms?!” I said bitterly.  

Jen grinned and rolled over to her side so now we were facing each other.  She moved closer so now our bodies were touching.  “Alls I’m saying is, you won’t get so upset if we’re together, like now,” she said.  She rubbed my chest and kissed me.  “This is nice, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, kissing her back.  I was hungry for her.  That’s how I was constantly when we were playing the game.  Hungry for my wife.  Desperate for her.

We kissed for a little while, not passionately so much, but lovingly, soft kisses, our tongues caressing.  Then she said, “When you cum and I’m not there, you get upset, and I’m not there to make you feel better.”

“You’re talking to me like I’m a child,” I said.

“I just want the game to work for you.”

“And it’s working for you?” I asked.

“Yes, it is,” Jen said back.  I looked at her.  Well, of course the game was working for her.  She had complete freedom.  She got to fuck whoever she wanted.  And I was there as her safety net, her emotional support, her loving and devoted husband.

“I’m glad it’s working for you,” I said, kissing her again.  “You know I’ll always be there for you.”

“I know that baby,” Jen said.  “I know no one will ever love me like you.”

“I just worry,” I said.  “I mean, you’re right, I don’t want you to desire me.  I want you to friend-zone me.  That’s where I am right now.  But eventually I want to get back to where it’s just us.”

“You’re not exactly friend-zoned Mike,” Jen said with a grin.  “You get more sex than most husbands.”

“But it’s not because you want me,” I said.  “You get what you need from other men.  You don’t need me.”

“That’s not exactly true,” Jen said with a giggle as she traced her fingertip across my lips.  

“I’m not talking about oral sex.  You know that.”

“I know you’re not Mike,” Jen said, getting serious.  “You know, I’m glad we’re talking about this.  Communication is everything.”

“I think so too.  So what are you thinking?” I asked.

“Well ...,” Jen hesitantly began.  “I wonder if we ever need to stop playing the game.  I mean, we both love it.  Why stop?  On that website you like, the hot wives one, people talk about playing into their 50s.  Longer even.  As long as I stay hot and men want me, and we’re still into it ... why stop?”

I was instantly wary and my anxiety level spiked.  “That’s how things turned bad last time,” I said with a frown at her.  “You used to talk about not wanting an artificial deadline on your relationship with Scott.  I can’t handle that, Jen.  I can’t share you long term with another man.  I’m not into poly.  It would kill me.”

“I’m not talking about that Mike,” Jen quickly said, rubbing my arm reassuringly.

“But emotions are just as important as the sex for you,” I reminded her.

“So?”

“So, I don’t want you to fall in love with another man!” I said, my voice rising as my anxiety went up.  “I just told you!  I can’t share you long term with another man!”

Jen pursed her lips at me.  She hated when I raised my voice to her.  “Calm down Mike,” she said in a soothing voice, placing her hand on my chest.  “Emotions are just as important to you too.  If I had sex with random guys, it wouldn’t be good for you.  You want me to have a relationship.  You want me to date other men.  And you want me to fall in love.  That too.  Admit it Mike.  That’s what gets you off.”

“So what are you saying?  You’re in love with another man?” I asked.  

“No Mike,” Jen said.  “But NRE, infatuation ... that’s what we love about the game.  So I can’t promise I won’t fall in love.  But it won’t be real love.  Not like our love.”

I stared at my wife.  My heart was pounding in my chest.  Finally I joked “Maybe I don’t like so much communication.”  We both grinned.

Then I got serious again.  “Sometimes the game’s confusing,” I said.  “No, not confusing, that’s not the right word ... complicated.  You dating other men.  Seriously dating, even falling in love.  Having the best sex of your life, and not with me but with other men.  Fucking Blake, a man I hate.  And you wanting me to suck cocks.  And cheating on me too Jen.  I know you’re cheating on me.”

Jen looked blankly at me.  To her credit, she didn’t deny any of it.  But she didn’t reveal – admit – anything either.

After a few moments, she reached down to my crotch.  She cupped my erection.  “And yet, you’re hard,” she said.

“That’s a physical reaction!” I said with exasperation.  “That doesn’t mean I want it!”

She laughed.  She laughed!  

“Oh my god Mike, you’re so full of shit,” she said with a grin at me.  “You SO want it.  You want all of it.  I get you now.  It took me a while but I get you.  I understand what you want.”

“What do I want?” I shot back with a glare at her.  

Jen continued to grin at me.  Looking knowingly at me, she said “You want me to want other men.  And you don’t want me to want you.  You want me to want better men.”  She used her fingers to put air quotes around “better men.”  

“You say ‘I can’t make you cum on my cock anymore.’  You worry about it, it drives you crazy.  But really, you don’t want me to cum on your cock.  You probably wish your dick was smaller.  And you want me to watch you suck cock.  You do, Mike, because you want me to lose all respect for you.  As a man.  That’s what you want.  You want me to lose respect for you.  Sexually anyways.  That’s what you want.  Am I wrong?  Tell me I’m wrong.”

Her words were like a machine gun of hurtful accusations.  It took a moment for me to respond.  Finally I said “That’s pretty harsh.”

Jen’s grin grew.  She squeezed my cock again, and again said “And yet, you’re hard.”

We stared at each other for long moments.  Then she pulled down my boxers and went down on me.

I wasn’t going to last long, and she knew it.  She pulled off from my cock.  She reached under the white nighty and pulled off her VS cotton panties.  Then she got on top of me, straddling my hips.

“I thought I’m friend-zoned,” I said sourly as she reached down and took hold of my cock.

“I don’t fuck you for physical pleasure,” she told me honestly.  She lowered herself on me.  My small thin cock slid into her easily.  She felt loose, and I knew it was because of fucking Doug.  Or maybe she was permanently loose now from constantly fucking hung men like Doug, Cam, Blake and Joe.  The possibility made my head swim with cuckold lust.

“Why do it then?” I said bitterly.

As she rocked back and forth on my cock, she wrapped her arms around my neck.  “Because I love you,” she said as she kissed me.  “We need this to stay connected.”

“But you don’t get pleasure from it?”

“I get pleasure from being connected to you.”

“I mean sexual pleasure,” I said.

Jen smiled at me.  There was a mischievous twinkle in her pretty blue eyes.  “Don’t worry, I get my share of orgasms,” she joked.  “But I do get sexual pleasure from you.  It’s kinda a turn on to have you inside me and compare you to other men.  You’re so freaking small Mike.”

“You can really tell the difference?” I asked.

“Seriously?  Of course I can tell the difference,” Jen said.  “You’re not even the smallest.  That site you like?  There’s a thread for guys with small dicks.  There are dicks smaller than yours.  I mean, seriously tiny.”

“You look at that?” I asked, surprised.

“Sometimes I look at the pictures.  I read the posts.  How else can I get inside your head.”  

“Does it turn you on?”

“Some of the stories are hot,” Jen said with a thread.

“What about the small dick thread?” I asked.

“Ah ... no,” Jen deadpanned.  We both laughed.

Jen was still slowly rocking back and forth on my cock.  She wrapped her arms around my neck again and kissed me.  “See baby?  This is how we reconnect,” she said as she looked into my eyes.

“Yeah, I like this,” I said, and it was true.  All my anxieties were gone.  Even though I was a friend-zoned husband.  Even though I wasn’t part of my wife’s sexual life.  Even though my wife had the freedom to date other men.

“So you think you’ll have long term boyfriends?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Jen said.  “It’s not like I’m planning that.  And what’s long term anyways?”

“What about Cam?” I asked.  “You never talk about him anymore.”

“I told you he moved to DC,” Jen said.

“Do you miss him?”

“Yes,” Jen said with a shrug.

“Really?  You never talk about him.”

Jen shrugged again.  

“It kinda turns me on you miss him,” I said.

Jen laughed. She smiled at me as she shook her head.

“Why don’t you visit him?” I suggested.

“God Mike,” Jen said with another laugh.  “You see?  This is what I mean.  You want all of this.  You want me to spend a weekend with Cam, and you’ll be miserable the whole time.  But you’ll love it and the next time you’ll want me to spend a week, and then go on vacation with him.  But that’s crazy Mike.  It’s how we got into trouble the last time.  We need to be together.  That’s how we stay connected.”

“Yeah ...,” I said, knowing she was right.

“You know, the last time I saw him, he said we both should visit him,” Jen told me.  “He wanted to get you involved.”

“You mean a threesome?”

Jen shook her head.  “No.  Let’s just say, I’d get to have my fantasy.”

“You mean, me suck Cam’s cock?  He wants that?”

“Well, maybe it was really my idea,” Jen admitted.  “To include you.”

I frowned, not liking that.

“I think Cammy would go for it,” Jen said looking thoughtful.  “It’s flattering, really.  He wants me so much, he’d let you suck his cock.”

“And ... you’re just telling me this now?” I asked.  It’s not like I wanted to suck Cam’s dick.  Or any dick.  But I knew it was her fantasy, so I was surprised she hadn’t mentioned this idea already.

Jen shook her head and said, “I don’t want it to be Cam.  It has to be the right man.”

“I don’t get it,” I said, not understanding.  

“Cam’s too gorgeous.  A man as hot as Cam shouldn’t have his cock in another man’s mouth,” Jen explained.

My draw dropped.  “But it’s okay if I suck a guy’s dick,” I said incredulously.  

Jen gave me crooked, mischievous grin.  “That’s right baby,” she said.  “You’re not like Cam.  And that gets you hot right?  That I think that.  Right?”

And it did.  It did.
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I watched as Jen rolled the stockings up her long shapely leg.  Black silk stockings, with a seam across her toes and running up the back.  

I’ll never get tired of watching her do it.  She rolls in up into a ring of nylon.  Then she either bends down or, as this time, she lifts her right leg onto the chair.  She gently pushes her pretty foot into the center of the ring, making sure the seams are positioned right, and then carefully rolls the stocking up her leg.  Once fully unrolled, she smooths the stocking and adjusts to straighten the seams.  Then, if she’s wearing a garter belt, she pulls the stocking top taut and attaches it to the first, and then the second, garter strap.  She adjusts the stocking again until it is perfect, then she repeats the process with her left leg.

I watched as she stepped into black high heels, the extra high 5-inch ones she had been wearing lately.  Now she was in her lingerie, but sans dress, and she still had her makeup to finish.  She wore a strapless bra and thong panties, in addition to the stockings and garter belt.  The bra was a push up shelf bra, so it made her little perky breasts look bigger than they were.

“You like what you see baby?” she asked me, grinning at me as she powdered her cheek.

I grinned back.  “Why do you always put your shoes on now?” I asked.  It was something I always wondered about but never asked before.  It was funny.  We had been together for over a decade but there were still some things I didn’t know about her.  “Why don’t you wait until you put your dress on?  You always say heels hurt your feet.”

“You try wearing heels all day.  See how it feels,” Jen said back.  

“That’s why I’m asking.”

Jen looked thoughtful, and then mischievous.  “You know, you should do that.  Wear high heels.  You’ve got good legs.  You’ll look sexy.”

I frowned.  “So, you want me to wear high heels when I suck a guy off?”

Jen laughed.  “You said it, baby, not me.”

Seeing me glare at her, Jen laughed again.  “I’m just kidding Mike.  Anyways, I’ve always done it that way.  Put my heels on before my dress.  I guess they make me feel sexy.  And it’s not so bad now.  When I was working they were painful to wear all day.  Now I only wear them at a party or something.  It’s not so bad.”

I nodded, processing that.  I’d always been fascinated by how my wife dressed.

Then with that mischievous grin again, Jen said “It’s especially not bad when I’m on my back.”

Her words sent a jolt through me.  I moved closer and ran my fingers along one of the garter straps.  “You didn’t wear a garter belt at last year’s party,” I said.

“No,” Jen agreed.  “Or stockings.”  She thought for a moment and said “I think I wore pantyhose.  And that frumpy blue dress with the ribbon belt.”

“I like that blue dress,” I said.

“You’ll like my new black dress better.”

“New?  You bought it for this party?”

“I did,” Jen said.  She had a sly, knowing smile on her face.  I knew what she was thinking, and I knew she knew I was thinking the same thing.  That, before, Blake told her to wear more revealing clothes.  To show more skin.

“Jen, you have to be good tonight,” I warned her.  “All the neighbors will be there.”

Jen didn’t answer.  Instead, she stood up.  With that mischievous grin again, she said “You know, I’m taller than you in these heels.  Not nearly as tall as Blake though.  How does that make you feel, Mike?”

I groaned at her words, almost doubling over with excruciating cuckold angst.  It made Jen smile.  

She moved to put on her dress.  She stepped into it – one high heeled foot, and then the other – and then wiggled it up her body.  She was wearing a strapless bra and I soon found out why.  The dress was off-the-shoulder.

Jen turned so her back was to me.  “Zip me?” she asked, holding up her long blonde hair.  I touched her back for a moment, along her spine, just below the clasp of her bra.  “Mike, sometime today,” she said with a laugh in her voice.

I zipped her up.  It wasn’t easy.  My wife is slim and petite, so the fact I struggled with the zipper tells you how tight the dress was.

Jen turned so I could look at her.  “So?  What do you think?” she asked.  

I looked my wife up and down.  God, she looked amazing!  The dress exposed her shoulders and hinted at the swell of her cleavage (now I understood the need for the push up shelf bra).  It was so tight it looked air brushed on.  The dress ended high above her knees, making her long legs look even longer especially in the high heels.  The dress was so short I knew she’d be flashing lacy stocking tops tonight.  She looked beautiful too, so pretty, with her soft lush blonde hair falling over her bare shoulders and tumbling down her back.  She wore lipstick that gave her pouty lips a wet look.  God ... my wife looked painfully hot!

I moved close and pulled her close to me, our bodies touching.  I buried my face into her neck at her bare shoulder, her soft blonde hair caressing my cheeks.  I inhaled deeply, smelling her perfume, and also the strawberry vanilla of her shampoo.  “God Jen you’re so amazing,” I gushed, kissing her neck.  “You’re so hot.”

When I pulled away Jen was smiling at me.  

“You have to be good tonight,” I warned her again.

“I thought you like when I’m bad,” she teased.

“Jen ...,” I said, a warning again in my voice.

“Mike we’ve talked about this,” Jen told me, serious now.  “Normal people don’t think swinging happens in real life.  They won’t suspect anything.”

“But John and Alicia know about Blake and Steph,” I said.  “Steph told me.  She says they’ll figure it out.”

Jen pursed her lips as she considered this.  To be honest we didn’t know John and Alicia well.  Jen wasn’t close to Alicia like she was with Steph.  John was a nice enough guy, amicable, way nicer than Blake.  Alicia, though, could be a bitch, she had an edge to her.  She was beautiful thought, a MILF, so I could easily see why Blake would desire her.  And she had a black dot on her ring finger.  Blake had impregnated her!  Lizzy – John and Alicia’s youngest child – was actually Blake’s!  And John didn’t know.  Holy fuck.

“I’m sure things will work out,” Jen finally said.

I frowned at her.  “What does that mean?” I asked.  “Jen, are you planning something with Blake tonight?  Have you talked to him?”

“Mike stop,” Jen said with a half laugh.  “We haven’t planned anything.  I swear.  We’ve texted some, but we don’t have anything planned.”

I stared at her.  I hated they were friends.  I hated they texted each other.  I hated when she referred to her and Blake as “we.”  Why couldn’t they just fuck?  Why did they have to be friends?

“Sometimes you kill me,” I told her.

Jen put a comforting hand on my chest.  She said, “I don’t mean to.  I really don’t.  I think it’s just the situation.  You know?  How our game works.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said.  I thought again about the black dot on Alicia’s finger.  “Jen, you’re taking the pill, right?  Every day, right?”

Jen laughed.  “Mike, yes,” she said with the laugh still in her voice.  Reading my thoughts, she said, “Why?  Are you afraid Blake’s gonna put a black dot on my finger?”

My eyes went wide and I gasped.  Jen laughed.  “I’m kidding,” she said.  

“Jen ... you kill me,” I said feeling emotionally exhausted.

Jen laughed again.  She took my hand and said, “Come on, Mike.  We’re already fashionably late.”
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JEN GOT A LOT OF ATTENTION at the party.  She always did, because she was so beautiful, easily the prettiest wife in the neighborhood.  But also because of the LBD she was wearing.  And Jen was an outgoing social butterfly.  When she talked to you, she put all her attention on you, so you felt like you were the only person in the world.  For a man, it was easy to get drawn into her.  To get lost into her.3

Tonight though, she attached herself to Blake.  She stayed close to him, flirting, smiling into his eyes and laughing at all his jokes.  I’d seen this before, with Scott.  When she liked a man, when she was in a physical relationship with him, she couldn’t help herself, she wanted to be close to him.  Maybe it was the thrill of infatuation, the excitement of new relationship energy.  I wondered if our neighbors noticed.  How could they not?  I saw John and Alicia looking at my wife with Blake.  I saw them whispering to each other.

At least I didn’t have to worry about Anna tonight.  All the neighbors had pitched in to hire a team of teenage babysitters, and they were having a big sleep over at a house about a block away.

“So can your wife keep her hands off my husband?” I heard someone hiss in a low voice to me.  I turned.  It was Steph.

It was true.  As they talked, Jen touched Blake on his hand, his arm, sometimes his chest.  “It’s just how Jen talks,” I said, defending my wife.  “She talks with her hands.”

“Yeah, right,” Steph said skeptically.

I looked at her, concerned by her negativity.  “Steph, I thought you were okay with this.  Do you want to stop?” 

“I don’t want to stop,” Steph said, her voice softening.  “But it hurts, you know?”

I did know.  I looked back at our spouses, flirting with each other.  My wife flirting with another man.  A man I hated.  Yes, it hurt.  It tore me apart.

“You think people are noticing?” I whispered.

Steph struggled.  “Probably John and Alicia,” she said.  She added dismissively, “That’s your problem.”

“Thanks a lot,” I said sarcastically.

“I’ve got my own problems Mike,” she said.

“What are you talking about?”

“Have you looked at me?” Steph said with exasperation.

I moved a step back and looked at Steph.  Holy shit!  She was wearing Jen’s black sweater dress.  It didn’t fit her at all.  Jen was slim and petite, and Steph was a curvy, plus size girl.  The buttons that ran up the back of the dress were threatening to tear open.  

“Jen did this to me,” Steph whispered, her voice cracking with emotion.  “I look horrible.  Everyone’s laughing at me.” 

“No one’s laughing at you,” I whispered back.  But she had reason to be concerned.  Steph was an attractive woman, but she was trying to fit her size 8 body in Jen’s size 2 dress.  The only reason she got it on at all was because the dress was stretchy.  But she didn’t look good.  

“Yes they are,” Steph whispered, her voice cracking again.  “And why does Jen have to have such tiny feet?  I’m dying in these shoes.”

I looked down.  Steph was wearing my wife’s high heels.  They were slim with pointy toes.  Steph’s bigger feet were bursting out of them.  

“Tell me what I look like,” Steph whispered.  “Tell me the truth.”

I looked at Steph’s face.  Her cheeks were flushed, and she was breathing hard.  I could tell she was incredibly turned on.

I gathered my thoughts.  Then I whispered, “You look like you’re trying too hard.  Like, you used to be sexy, but you’re not anymore, and you’re trying to be sexy again but it’s not working.  You’re trying too hard, and everyone knows it, and they’re laughing at you.  You’re jealous of Jen.  You know Blake wants her, not you.  Your husband wants Jen’s body, her pussy, not yours.  You’re a pity fuck to Blake.  So, you’re wearing Jen’s clothes, trying to look like her.  Trying to get your husband to desire you again.  But it’s not working.  You’re not as pretty.  Not even close.  You’re a dog next to Jen.  Your body’s not tight like Jen’s.  And your fat feet look ridiculous in those shoes.  You’re stretching them out so much they won’t fit Jen anymore.  She’ll have to throw them away.”

Steph stared at me, her lips parting, her chest pounding.  She looked like she was about to cry.  She also looked like she was going to cum right there standing next to me.  

Steph forced a smile.  She waved her hand at me.  I saw her long manicured fingernails were painted a shiny red.  She said, “Well, at least my hands are still pretty.”

I frowned, not understanding.  “What do you mean?” I asked.

Steph shook her head.  It was clear this wasn’t something she wanted to talk about with me.  “I need a drink,” she said.

I nodded, and we went to the bar in the kitchen.  There were other people at the bar so we couldn’t talk anymore.  We poured ourselves drinks and drifted apart.  As Steph played hostess, I went back to check on my wife.

What I saw shocked me.  Jen was still flirting with Blake.  They were among a large group of our neighbors, but she was clearly flirting with him.  But now, Jen was sitting on his knee.  On Blake’s knee!

Okay, I got it, the room was crowded, all the sofas and chairs were taken.  But why sit on Blake’s knee?  Now, no one could miss she was flirting with him!

Sitting on Blake’s knee, Jen’s dress had hiked up so now the black lace of her stocking tops were partially visible.  Not a lot, but visible, like a tease.  

Sitting on Blake’s knee, Jen was facing away from him and talking to other people.  But it was a group conversation, and often Jen looked back at Blake over her shoulder, talking and laughing with him.  She looked over her shoulder and smiled at him.  Her sexy lips, wet with lipstick, formed in a big smile, not for me, but for Blake.  It killed me each time she did that.

As she often did, as most girls do, Jen brushed her hair back behind her ear as she talked.  At one point, Jen flipped her hair back, hitting Blake in the face.  It was a flirty move, she did it on purpose, and she looked back over her shoulder at him and laughed.  Blake laughed too.  So did the people around them.  

Still laughing, Blake grabbed Jen’s hair and tugged her back.  It wasn’t a hard tug, it was playful, and Jen allowed him to tug her back.  She leaned back and she was looking up at Blake, their faces close together, smiling at each other.  They were suspended like that for long moments.  It looked like they were going to kiss.  It made me sick.  It made my heart ache.  God Jen ... what are you doing?  Do you know what you’re doing to me?

But they didn’t kiss.  Jen leaned back up, with Blake helping her with a hand on her back.  Then I watched as Blake’s hand trailed around Jen’s waist to her leg.  He touched her thigh, her stocking covered thigh, right below her skirt.  His fingers were on her exposed stocking top, and for a moment he caressed her there, his fingertips moving over the black lace.  

Jen didn’t acknowledge him.  Often when I touched Jen like that, she’d look back at me and smile, and put her hand on mine, giving me permission to touch her that way.  Jen didn’t do that, she didn’t give Blake permission.  But she didn’t push his hand away either.  People were noticing now.  Whispering.  Jeez Jen ... what the fuck were you doing?

I sensed someone next to me.  As I turned, I assumed it was Steph.  But it wasn’t.  It was John.

John looked passed me, at Jen.  She was still sitting on Blake’s knee, her long stockinged legs crossed, the stilettos of her high heels making her taller than me (but not Blake).

“Jen looks really good,” John said.  “She lost weight?”

“No, but she’s working out a lot,” I said.

John was still looking at Jen and nodded.  “I see that,” he said.  “She looks really ... tight.”

John’s comment surprised me.  It crossed the line among casual friends.  Referring to another man’s wife that way, it wasn’t appropriate.  

“Thank you,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

John turned to me.  In a lower conspiratorial voice, he said “Mike, a word of warning.  Blake’s an ass.”

“I know that,” I said with a laugh.

“I’m just saying, it’s not worth it,” John said.  “Steph’s sexy, but she’s not worth letting Blake get his claws into your wife.”

I stared at him, shocked.  John chuckled.  “It’s pretty obvious you’re swinging with Blake and Steph.  I’m coming out of the closet Mike.  Alicia and I are swingers too.  I’m just saying, be careful with Blake.  Getting a chance to fuck another man’s wife isn’t enough for him.  He tries to turn you against each other.  You and Jen I mean.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.  “What did he do to you and Alicia?”

“He tried to pull Alicia away from me,” John said.  “I stopped it though.  I kicked his ass actually.”

I nodded slowly.  John may have kicked Blake’s ass.  But Blake got Alicia pregnant.  Lizzy was Blake’s, not John’s.  And John didn’t know.  It was the ultimate fuck-you.  John was a cuckold and he didn’t even know it.  It got me hard.  The lust was so strong it made me weak inside.  It made my knees tremble.  Part of me wish Jen would do the same thing to me.

“Mike, I won’t ask if you’re swingers,” John said.  “I won’t pressure you.  But if you are swingers ... well, I think Jen’s really hot.  She’s super hot.  I’d treat her right Mike.  And I’d be respectful of you.  And you think Alicia’s hot too, right?  She just got her tits done.  They look amazing.  I know she’s into you.  She calls you CNN-boy.  All the wives do.  Did you know that?  You’re a celebrity, man.  Alicia would kill to do you.”

I stared at John.  I didn’t know what to say.

Just before midnight, someone turned on the TV and we watched the ball drop.  All around me, husbands and wives kissed.  But not me and Jen.  She wasn’t with me.  I didn’t know where she was.

But a little later, I saw her.  Her hair was tussled, and she was putting on new lipstick.  I knew she’d been kissing Blake.  Instead of kissing me to welcome in the new year, she was kissing Blake.  My stomach turned over as I realized this.  The feelings of distress were so strong, I felt like lurching over.  But the arousal was there too.  The cuckold angst fueling my lust and making my dick so hard it hurt.

Jen came up to me.  She took my arm and said “Having fun baby?”

“I’d be having more fun if my wife was around to give me a New Year’s kiss,” I spat out.  

“Oh.  Sorry,” Jen said.  She leaned forward and kissed me.  It was a short kiss.  In the high heels, she actually had to lean down to kiss me.  It felt like an obligatory kiss.  A pity kiss.

“I guess that’s all I get,” I said bitterly.  “Blake got more, right?”

Jen ignored the hurt in my voice.  She leaned close and whispered into my ear, “You know he did baby.”

I moaned and hunched over, like getting kicked in the gut.  Jen held me as I lurched, so it looked like we were hugging rather than me practically cumming in my pants.  “Calm down baby,” she whispered into my ear.  “The party’s breaking up.  We only have the babysitters until 1230.  But we’ve arranged for Margaret to pick up our kids and bring them to our house.”

“We?  You mean you and Blake?  You said you didn’t plan anything with him!  You swore to me!”

“Calm down baby,” Jen said in a soothing voice, with her hand on my chest.  “I said we didn’t plan anything ahead of time.  We just called Margaret.”

My anger flared.  She was using WE again to mean her and Blake!

“You and Blake called Margaret?” I snapped.  “Was that before or after you sucked face with him?”

Jen looked at me.  She was silent for a few moments, like she was counting to 10 to let me calm down.  Finally, she said, “Before, if you really want to know.”

“Jen ...,” I said, her name coming out of my mouth like a moan.

“Do you want to do this or not?” she asked me.

“Do what?”

“Mike, come on ....”

“So, I have a choice?”

“Mike ... yes,” she said with exasperation.  “If you want to go home, we go home.  Do you?  Or do you want to play?”

I flinched at her words.  I hated all of this.  But I loved it too.  I needed it.  It was like a drug.  Like being a drug addict.  I needed it, no matter what.  “I want to play,” I said in a barely audible voice.

Jen smiled, looking relieved.  But I guess she heard the conflict in my voice, because she moved closer and played with the buttons of my shirt.  “This is our game baby,” she assured me.  “Enjoy it.  Don’t let it get to you. Don’t let Blake get to you.”

“John told me Blake’s an ass,” I said.  “He tried to drive a wedge between him and Alicia.”

Jen’s eyes went wide.  “You talked to John about us?” she asked with shock.

“No, I didn’t tell John anything,” I said.  “He brought it up.  But he knows Jen.  Alicia probably knows too.”

Jen frowned as she thought about my revelation.  Finally she shrugged and said, “I’m sure it’ll work itself out.”

It was the same thing she said before.  I still didn’t understand it.

Jen played with the buttons of my shirt again.  “Mike, it doesn’t matter what John said,” she said.  “Blake’s not going to get between us.  Right?”

“Right,” I said, forcing a smile.

“So do you want to do this?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

“So go and get Anna,” Jen whispered.  “Bring her home.  Steph will go with you.  She’ll bring her boys to our house.  Margaret will meet you there.”

“So that means you’ll be alone with Blake,” I said.

“We won’t start without you,” Jen assured me.  “We’ll just hang out.  Play a game of pool of something.”

I imagined Jen playing pool, reaching over the table to make a shot, on her tip toes in those high heels, her skirt hiking up.  “Okay, but don’t start until I get back,” I said.

“We won’t,” Jen assured me.  “I mean, we might kiss ....”

“Jen ... stop saying we,” I said.  “It hurts when you say it.”

Jen looked at me, perplexed.  “But, how else can I say it?” she asked, clearly confused.

I frowned, not having an answer to her question.
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I WAS HOPING TO WALK over alone with Steph to have a private conversation, but John and Alicia joined us.  “You look good in that dress,” John said to Steph.

“Don’t fuck with me John,” Steph said.  “It’s way too small.”

“No really, you look good,” John said.  I could tell he was sincere.  He was definitely a nice guy.

Steph heard his sincerity too.  “Well, thanks,” she said, smiling at John.  I could tell she liked him, and appreciated his compliment.  They were lovers.  Had been lovers, back when they swapped as a couple.  They’d been as intimate as 2 people could be.  So John’s opinions meant a lot to her, way more than whatever I said.  

Alicia wasn’t as kind.  She didn’t say anything, but had a smirk on her face.  Even with the smirk, she was beautiful.  She was curvy and had an exotic look to her, like Gisele Bündchen.

When we got to our neighbor’s house, most of the kids were already asleep, including Anna.  But an after party had sprung up.  My heart sank, as I knew this after party might go on for hours.  Jen was alone with Blake – I wanted to get back!  I could tell Steph did too.  We couldn’t both leave at the same time. 

“You go ahead,” I whispered to Steph.  “I’ll stay and come in a little while.”

“Really? You’d do that?” 

I grinned at her.  “It’s your turn, right?” I said.

“Yeah,” Steph said with a nod.  She looked hesitate and uncertain. 

As Steph left with her 2 boys, I looked over at John and Alicia.  They were looking at me and whispering to each other.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 6


[image: ]


I hurried home after leaving the boys with Margaret at Mike’s house.  It was hard to walk home in Jen’s heels.  It’s always hard to walk in high heels.  But the fact they were a couple sizes too small made it worse.  I must admit they were pretty shoes though.  Shiny black, thin stilettos.  The soles were red.  Christian Louboutin’s.  Blake actually said I looked good in them.  That made me feel so good when he said that.  I planned to keep them and wear them for my husband.  I knew they were expensive, but CNN-boy could afford to buy Jen more shoes.

When I walked into the living room, Blake and Jen were kissing and fondling.  They were still dressed.  Blake was fondling Jen’s breasts over her dress.  I frowned.  I knew Blake was really into Jen’s tits.  I didn’t understand it.  Her breasts were tiny.  Mine were big.  Blake had always been a breast man.  So why was he so into her?

Blake traced his fingers along Jen’s chest, just above where her strapless dress ended.  “This dress has got to go,” he said, still kissing her.  “I miss your tits.”  My heart sank when I heard my husband say that.

Blake reached behind Jen for the zipper on her dress, but she stopped him.  “No, I promised Mike,” she said.  

“Fuck Mike,” Blake snapped.

“Blake, come on, he’s my husband,” Jen said.  

At that moment, Blake saw me.  He smiled at me.  He still had his arm around Jen, but he smiled at me.  Sometimes I think that’s what I live for.  For my husband to smile at me.

“Come here, sugah,” Blake said, motioning for me to join them on the sofa.  

“No, wait,” Jen said, getting up and walking to me.  The moment I’d been dreading had arrived.

“You know what you have to do, Steph,” she said to me.  “If you want to watch us.”

“Jen, please!” I begged.

Jen gave Steph a long look, considering.  She said, “Alright.  I’ll let it go this time.  But it’s only going to be worse for you.  Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I said, giving in.  I felt completely humiliated by Jen saying these things to me in front of my husband.  And what did she mean by worse?  What was she going to make me do?

Jen moved back to the sofa and sat next to Blake.  I moved towards the sofa too and sat down.

We have a curved shaped sofa, so when I sat down, I was facing them.  I crossed my legs.  Jen had her legs crossed too.  We were sitting so close, our knees almost touched.  

“So Steph,” Jen said, looking at my feet.  “How do you like my shoes?”

“I like them,” I said with a shrug.  “They’re pretty.  Even though they’re too small for me.”  I looked at Blake and said, “Blake said they look good on me.”

“But they’re my shoes,” Jen said.

“I know that,” I said stiffly.

“So take them off,” Jen ordered me.

I looked to Blake for support, but he took Jen’s side.  “Do what Jen says, sugah,” he told me.  “You know when I’m with Jen, she’s your alpha, you do what she says.”

“Blake ...,” I whimpered, my eyes tearing up.  With a last look at the pretty shoes, I took them off.  

“Good girl,” Jen said.  She was talking to me but grinning at Blake.  “Now come sit next to me.”

As I moved to sit next to her, Jen took off her shoes.  When I sat, my feet were right next to hers.

“Do you think my feet are pretty, Steph?” Jen asked me. “Are my feet prettier than yours?”  She was grinning at Blake – my husband! – as she asked me this. 

I looked down at my feet next to Jen’s.  Her feet where petite and slim with an elegant arch and small pretty toes.  My feet were bigger, wider, and I didn’t have her pretty little toes.  “Yes, your feet are prettier than mine,” I admitted, my cheeks feeling hot.

“Do you think my feet are prettier than your wife’s?” Jen asked Blake.

“Oh yes.  It’s not even close,” Blake said.  “Tell me.  Do your feet hurt?”

“Yes,” Jen said.  “Not too bad.  But it was a long party and I was standing a lot, and wearing high heels always make your feet hurt.”

“My feet hurt too,” I quickly said, wanting my husband’s attention and sympathy.  “I’m the one who had to wear shoes that didn’t fit me.”

“But it’s not Jen’s fault your feet are big and fat.  Is it?” Blake said sharply to me.

I looked down at my feet.  “No,” I said meekly.

“Jen, would you like Steph to rub your feet?” Blake asked Jen.

A sly grin appeared on Jen’s beautiful face.  “Oh, I’d love that,” she said.

At Blake’s order, I squat on the floor in front of Jen.  It wasn’t easy because the sweater dress was so tight.  Anyways I ended up squatting down in front of her.  Jen presented her right foot to me.  She arched her foot, and pointed her toes at me.  Through the black nylon I saw they were painted red, just like her fingernails.  Just like mine.  There was a thin black seam running across those pretty toes.  I took her foot into my hands.  Her foot was smaller than my hands.  

I had never felt so humiliated, having to squat on the floor with Jen’s foot in my hands.  But god, my pussy was throbbing.  I wanted – needed – to cum so bad.  

"What part hurts the most Jen?" Blake asked her.

"My toes always cramp in heels,” Jen said.  “And my arch is sore.”

"So what would you like Steph to do?”

"I'd like her to stretch out my toes and rub them.  And use her thumb to rub my arch.”

Blake looked at me.  “Well, what are you waiting for?” he said to me.  “Do what she said.  And Steph sugah, make sure to rub between each and every one of Jen’s pretty toes.”

A shiver ran through my body – over my hard nipples and to my clitoris – as I began massaging Jen’s pretty feet as Blake ordered.

“How does that feel?” Blake asked Jen after I began rubbing her foot.

“It feels wonderful,” Jen gushed with a little laugh.  The way they were sitting, their faces were close together.  As I rubbed Jen’s foot, I watched as my husband lowered his face and kissed the slut’s lips.  Soon, they were making out as I continued to rub Jen’s pretty feet.

I couldn’t take my eyes off them as they kissed.  It felt like my heart was breaking, yet I couldn’t remember when I had been so turned on.  I knew if I touched my clit – even a little flick of my fingertip– my body would explode in a massive orgasm.
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I was about 30 minutes behind Steph when I finally got to her house.  I quietly moved to their master bedroom.  Once there, I saw Jen and Blake making out.  That bothered me, because Jen promised to wait for me.  On the other hand, they were both still fully dressed.  Was kissing breaking her promise, given how extreme our game had become?  

Before I could think any more about it, I noticed Steph.  She was kneeling on the floor, inches from the kissing couple.  She was caressing Jen’s feet!  

I moved closer.  No one noticed me.  Jen and Blake were passionately making out.  Music was playing in the background. The room was filled with the music and the sounds of their kissing and moans.  I could tell from their cheeks that they were tonguing each other.  Blake was fondling Jen’s tits over her dress.  Jen encouraged him by stroking his forearm.

Steph was caressing Jen’s feet.  As she did, her eyes were glued on her husband making out with my wife.  Steph was rubbing her thumb up the arch of Jen’s foot, and pulling and separating her toes and rubbing between them.  She had a major cum face on.  Her cheeks were flushed and she was breathing hard.  But she looked bothered too.  I understood why.  Rubbing another person’s foot was incredibly submissive and even degrading, especially if the person was your husband’s girlfriend.  

Girlfriend.  Just thinking that word pained my heart and made me feel weak with cuckold angst.

I moved closer and crouched down next to Stephanie.  Now she was lightly caressing the top of Jen’s foot with her fingertips, and then tracing one finger along the tiny black seam that ran across her toes.  Seeing it turned me on.  I love my wife’s feet, and seeing someone caressing her that way was a major turn on.  The fact that it was a girl – the wife of Jen’s lover—added extra spice to it.

“The bottom of her foot,” I whispered to Steph.  I said it so low that only she could hear me, and the music helped too.

Steph turned and noticed me for the first time.  “What?” she whispered back.

“It’s a major erogenous spot for her,” I whispered.  “But she’s super sensitive there, like behind her knee.  You have to do it just right, or else it’s painful.”

“Like I care if I hurt the bitch,” Steph spat out.  She was staring at our spouses again.  I turned to look too.  They were so into each other they didn’t even know we were there.

“Don’t call her that, okay?” I whispered.

Steph looked at me.  For a moment our eyes locked.  She nodded her head and whispered “Sorry.”

Then Steph shifted her hands on Jen’s foot.  With one hand she held my wife’s slim ankle.  With her other, she traced two fingertips across the bottom on Jen’s foot.  She looked at me and I nodded, silently telling her that that was the right pressure.

“Her arch too,” I whispered.  “And below her toes.”

Steph caressed a fingertip down the elegant arch of Jen’s foot.  Then she used the tips of 3 fingers to tickle over the pads just below her toes.

“Oh fuck ...,” Jen moaned into Blake’s mouth as she reacted to Steph’s touch.  “What ...?”

Jen managed to pull away from Blake’s lips and looked at Steph.  As she did, she saw me.  “Oh Mike ... you’re here,” she said.

My mouth dropped at her words.  Really?  “Oh Mike, you’re here?”  That’s how she greets me after sucking face with another man?

Jen realized her error.  She quickly said, “Sorry, that didn’t come out right.”  Blake laughed.

Her words felt patronizing.  Blake laughing didn’t help any.

With an arrogant grin, Blake said “You’re just in time Mike.  Undress your wife for me.”

Jen knew my feelings were raw.  “Blake no, I’ll do it,” she said, reaching behind her for the zipper of her dress.

“No,” Blake said, grabbing Jen’s hands.  “I want Mike to do it.  Steph rubbed your feet.  Mike has to do his part.”

“Blake ...,” Jen said with the beginnings of a protest, but I interrupted her.

“I’ll do it,” I said.  With my head swirling with submissive cuckold lust, I reached up behind Jen.  I pulled down the zipper of the dress.  With the tension gone, I easily pulled the bodice of the dress down to her tiny waist, exposing the strapless bra and Jen’s sexy flat stomach.  Then I grabbed the bottom of the dress.  I tugged it up her legs.  This was harder because the skirt was super tight, but I managed to pull it up her toned, shapely thighs.  Jen helped me my lifting her butt, and soon the skirt part of the dress joined the bodice like a black belt around her waist.

I looked at my wife.  I saw the garter belt of course, and the lace top stockings.  But I also saw that Jen was wearing a g-string.  What the fuck?  When we left the house she was wearing thong panties.

“Sexy, right?” Blake said, grinning at me.  He ran his fingertips along the string at her waist.  That’s all it was, a string.  A black string ran down at a right angle to between her legs.  It ran between her pussy lips, covering nothing.  All of my wife’s waxed pussy was exposed.

“So sexy,” Blake said, his fingertips running down that string, across her pussy, touching her lips.

I looked from Blake’s fingers to Jen’s face.  She had a major cum face on, and she was looking back at me.  “I changed after midnight,” she told me, answering my unspoken question.

I frowned at Jen, not understanding.  “After we made out.  At midnight,” Jen explained.  “Blake said he wouldn’t fuck me unless I put on a g-string.”

“That’s right sugah,” Blake said.  With a laugh, he added, “And you’ll do anything to get my dick inside you, right?”

He was stroking the black string that ran between Jen’s pussy lips.  So in effect he was caressing her pussy.  Jen groaned at his touch and Blake’s grin grew bigger.  “Tell your husband who your pussy belongs to,” he said.  He was talking to Jen but looking at me.

“My pussy belongs to you Blake,” Jen said after a moment’s hesitation.  She looked apologetically at me and said “I’m sorry Mike.”  Blake laughed.

Every muscle in my body tensed.  I was about to punch the mother fucker in the face.  But then Steph pulled me away.  “Don’t let him get to you Mike,” Steph whispered to me.  “That’s what he’s trying to do.  Fuck with your head.  He gets off on it.”

“Why are you helping me?” I hissed at her.

“Don’t take it out on me,” Steph said warily, backing away from me.  With a glare, she added, “Especially with your wife fucking with me, too.”

“Whatever,” I said, forcing myself to calm down.  Still, there was an edge in my voice and Steph heard it.

“Don’t whatever me, okay?  We’re both in this.  And anyways, I’m not taking your side.  I’m always on Blake’s side,” Steph said frankly.  “But I don’t want you going ballistic either.  How would that help?  Face it Mike.  Jen is a slut for my husband.  And don’t fucking tell me not to call her a fucking slut.  You know she is.”

I didn’t know what to say.  Because I knew she was right.  

“And she’s a bitch to me,” Steph added.  “I love her, but she’s a bitch to me.”

Again, I didn’t say anything. 

Maybe sensing my surrender, Steph took my arm and affectionately bumped her hip against mine.  “You know, it’d be easier if you got some too.  I’m not hideous right?  I’ve seen you look at me.”  She playfully grinned at me and added, “You can make fun of my fat ass and I’ll make fun of your little dick.  It’ll be fun.”

“Steph ...,” I said warily.  

Steph cut me off.  Misunderstanding my reluctance, she smiled reassuringly and said, “You wouldn’t be a pity fuck.  I’ve always been attracted to you Mike.  Seriously, I have.”

“Steph,” I said sharply.  I wanted her to stop talking.  I didn’t want to hear anymore.  “You’re beautiful and sexy.  But that’s not how we do it.  How me and Jen do it.  We’re not swingers.”

“So, Jen gets to play but you don’t?”

“It’s my choice,” I said.  “It’s just how I’m wired.  I think you’re sexy.  But I can’t be with you or any other girl.”  I searched for words to explain, and finally said, “It would diminish what we do.”

Steph stared at me for a long moment.  I could tell she didn’t understand.  She was a cuck like me, but I guess even cucks can be wired differently.  Finally, she shrugged and said “Well, your loss.” Then she turned away and moved back to Blake and Jen on the bed.

I followed her.  Jen was still on her back, but Blake had managed to pull her dress all the way off.  It lay in a discarded puddle on the floor.  

Blake was caressing Jen’s almost naked body.  Jen caressed his forearms as he did so.  They were looking into each other’s eyes.  They were both breathing hard.  Jen had a major cum face on.  Her nipples were so hard they poked through the stiff ribbing of the push-up shelf bra.

Blake played with the g-string that ran between her pussy lips.  I saw her lips were puffy and glistened with excitement.  He ran the flat of his finger down the thin black string, moving slow as he stroked down between her pussy lips.  Jen groaned and pushed her hips up, wanting more contact.  “Stop freaking teasing me Blake,” she whined with frustration.  Blake laughed.

Blake already had his cock out.  He was hard.  Once again I marveled at the extreme curve of his shaft.  It was so curved the head almost touched his belly button.  

Blake took his cock in his hand, and rubbed it up and down Jen’s slit.  “Is this what you want Jen?” he said teasingly.

“Oh yes!” Jen said desperately.

“Tell me what you want,” Blake said.

“I want you inside me!  I want to feel you inside me!” Jen said pleadingly.  “Please!  I need it now!”

“Oh my god, she’s such a slut,” Steph whispered deridingly.  Her voice was low so only I heard her.  I looked at her.  She had a look of disgust on her face (for Jen), but also intense arousal.  As she watched her husband with my wife, she was rubbing her tits over her dress, and rubbing her thighs together.

Blake grinned at Jen’s begging. Then he curled a finger in the black string and pulled it to the side.  With his other hand, he rubbed his cockhead up and down Jen’s slit, lubricating himself with her juices.  Then he pushed his cock into my wife.

“Oh god!” Jen moaned as Blake’s cock penetrated her.  “It feels so good!”

Blake moaned too.  “God your pussy’s so sweet,” he groaned.  He looked at Steph and said, “Jen’s pussy’s so sweet.”

“Yeah?” Steph said.  She was breathing hard, and the one word sounded like a husky moan.

“Oh yeah,” Blake moaned.  “I love you sugah, you know I do, but Jen’s pussy feels so much better than yours.”  Steph groaned at her husband’s words, both sounding pained and lustful at the same time.

“Your pussy’s still tight,” Blake said to Jen with clenched teeth as he pushed farther into her.  “But you’re getting looser for me.”  He shot a grin at me and said, “Sorry Mike if I’m ruining Jen’s pussy for your little dick.”

Before I could respond I sensed people behind us.  “Oh my god, it’s that Jen?” a female voice behind me said.  I turned.  It was Alicia and John!

Alicia didn’t ask for permission as she walked right up to the bed.  John had the good grace to at least hesitant, but then he followed his wife.  They both looked down at Jen on the bed—on the bed!—practically naked, impaled on Blake’s cock!  Our neighbors looking down at Jen that way!  

“Oh my god, it is you Jen!” Alicia said with a surprised, amused look on her beautiful face.  She had a laugh in her voice.  She brushed the back of her fingers across Jen’s cheek and said, “I always knew you weren’t the sweet girl you tried to pull off with that blonde hair and blue eyes.  I always knew you were a slut.”

Jen glared at Alicia.  “I’m getting out of here,” she said, pulling away from Blake.  “Mike ....”

“Not yet sugah,” Blake said, and he pushed balls deep into Jen’s pussy.  “You’re not leaving until I’m done.”

Despite herself, Jen moaned and arched her back as Blake pushed into her, the curve of his shaft filling her up and rubbing against her g-spot.  He pulled out and pushed in again, and Jen groaned and her nostrils flared as Blake’s curved cock stretched her pussy.  

I didn’t know what to do.  Did she want to leave or stay?  I moved closer to her.  I took her hand and asked, “What do you want to do baby?”

Jen looked at me just as Blake stroked in and out of her again.  Her body writhed with pleasure underneath him.  Conflict was written on her pretty face.  She didn’t want Alicia and John – especially Alicia – to see her this way, but her body was super turned on to stop.

The last thing Alicia wanted was the crazy scene playing out in front of her to end.  “Jen honey, I’m just playing with you,” she said in a sweet voice.  She brushed Jen’s cheek again and said “Don’t worry, I’ll be good.”

Blake started fucking Jen harder, with long slow strokes.  “Oh god,” Jen moaned, a helpless look on her face.  I knew then we were staying.

As Blake fucked my wife, Alicia ran her manicured fingernails along one of Jen’s garter straps.  “How sexy,” she said.  “Sexy, right John?” she said to her husband.  “I bet you wish I was wearing a garter belt.”  Then to the room she announced “I’ve got on pantyhose.  But then I didn’t know this was gonna happen tonight.”

“Yeah she’s really sexy,” John said.  His eyes were on my wife.  Jen blushed as he looked at her, and looked away from both John and Alicia, not able to meet their eyes.  It was clear she was humiliated.  But there was something else in her face too.  She was incredibly turned on!  Even more than before.  I understood why.  Jen was a major submissive, and being on display in front of our neighbors, it was humiliating and submissive and it was turning her on.

Alicia put her hand on Jen’s mound.  “You go full Brazilian?  That’s another surprise,” she said with a teasing smile.  She stroked her fingertips across her skin, just above her clit, and said, “I can tell you wax.  Your skin’s too soft for shaving.”  

For a long moment Alicia didn’t say anything else as Blake stroked back and forth, in and out.  Then she said “I can feel Blake moving inside you.  Don’t you love his cock?  Doesn’t he make you cum so hard?”

Jen looked helplessly at Alicia.  There was nothing she could do, not on her back almost naked, not with Blake’s big cock impaled deep inside her, not with her body so close to an orgasm.

John moved closer.  He reached up to her chest.  Somehow her bra was still on.  “Do you mind Jen?” he said almost apologetically as he pulled her bra down, exposing her little, perfect, high school breasts.  “I’ve wanted to see these for a long time,” he said as he lustfully gazed down at her small perky tits.  “They’re beautiful,” he gushed excitedly.

John looked at me and asked, “Can I touch her?”

My head was spinning from the situation, and cuckold lust.  I nodded to him.  John immediately cupped Jen’s breasts with his hands.  Her small breasts easily fit in the palms of his hands.  He kneaded them for a few moments, then he squeezed and rubbed her hard nipples with his thumbs and forefingers.  It made Jen part her lips and gasp a moan.

Alicia ran her hands over Jen’s tummy.  From good genes and working out, my wife’s sexy stomach was flat and taut.  I knew Alicia could feel the firm muscles of Jen’s stomach under her baby soft skin.  She smiled wickedly at Blake and said “You’re not wearing a condom?  You’re gonna cum inside her?”

Time seemed to stop for me.  I knew what Alicia was referring to of course—Blake getting Jen pregnant.  Was the bitch crazy?  Saying that in front of her husband?  After she got herself knocked up by Blake?  After having Blake’s baby?  And John not knowing?

John didn’t seem to notice though.  All his focus was on my wife’s tight sexy body.  As he continued to fondle Jen’s breasts, he looked at me and asked “Can I have a turn with her?  After Blake is done?”

Before I could respond, Blake said “You need to understand the dynamics here Johnny-boy.  If you want some of Jen’s pussy, you have to ask me, not Mike. Me.”

“Wait a minute,” I hissed, my back stiffening indignantly.

“Tell him,” Blake said to Jen as he continued to fuck her.  “Who owns your pussy Jen?”

Jen had 3 pairs of hands on her body (Blake’s and John’s, and Alicia’s too), caressing her everywhere, and Blake’s cock was stroking her pussy.  He was edging her, keeping her on the brink of an orgasm.  She had a helpless, desperate, lustful look on her pretty face.  She looked at John and said, “You have to ask Blake.”

“Who owns your pussy, Jen?  Tell John and Alicia.  Who owns your pussy?” Blake pressed.

“You do!  You do Blake!” Jen cried.  “Now let me cum!  Please let me cum!”

I felt my heart break.  I felt the world crash down on me.  Also, I heard Blake laughing triumphantly.

It was like the life was sucked out of me.  I felt like I was going to collapse, maybe even die.

Alicia was laughing too.  Her hand was still on Jen’s mound, softly caressing her there with her fingertips.  “Jen, honey, god, I never imagined you were so nympho,” she said with the laugh still in her voice.  “I love it though.  Don’t take this the wrong way, but I think I like you better now.”

Then Alicia looked at Blake with an admiring grin.  “You got yourself another neighborhood wife, huh, Blake?  Another notch in your belt?”  Then she whispered so her husband John couldn’t hear, “Do I see a little black dot in sweet Jen’s future?”

Blake didn’t answer but he gave Alicia a big grin.  Jen was oblivious to everything but the dick ravaging her pussy.  “Fuck -—me!  Fuck -—me!  Fuck -—meeeee!” she cried.

I glared at Blake, at Alicia, and John too.  Even though my dick was rock hard in my pants, I felt weak, I felt close to collapsing.  Steph saw that I was teetering.  She took my arm and pulled me away from the bed.  “Are you okay?” she asked, looking concerned.

“No,” I told her honestly.

“I told you this was going to happen,” Steph whispered.  “I warned you.  Blake does this to every girl.”

I felt someone beside me.  It was Alicia.

“So I guess my husband’s gonna fuck your wife,” Alicia said with a grin at me.  She pressed her body against mine and put her hand on my chest.  “So how about we have some fun too?”

Steph grinned and pressed her body against me too.  “Maybe we all can have some fun,” she said.  “Have you ever had a threesome Mike?”

“Yeah, Mikey, how about a Steph and Alicia sandwich?” Alicia purred with her body pressed against mine.

The 2 girls grinned at each other.  Alicia ran her hand down my chest towards my hard-on.  “Have I ever told you how cute you are?” she cooed.  “You look so sexy on CNN.”

“Alicia,” I said, grabbing her hand before she could touch my cock.  I felt exhausted.  I didn’t have the energy to again explain how I didn’t want to be with other girls.  And I was still disheartened by what Jen had said.  She had devastated me.  Destroyed me.

Then I heard Jen say, “Mike, come here.”  It was a low, strained voice.  It was the voice of a girl getting fucked and fondled by 2 men.

I didn’t hesitate.  I quickly walked over to my wife.  She looked at me and took my hand.  She smiled at me and my heart leaped.  It was like the clouds opening up and God looking down at me.  Jen squeezed my hand and I squeezed back.  

I held Jen’s hand as Blake fucked her.  I held her hand as she moaned and screamed as she came on his cock.  I held her hand as Blake came and ejaculated his sperm deep inside her.  I held her hand as afterwards the lovers kissed.

Blake pulled out and fell onto his back.  Both he and Jen were gasping.  Her legs were open.  Her pussy was swollen and gaped open, and Blake’s milky sperm seeped out of her pussy and ran down her leg.

John hurriedly pulled down his pants.  His cock was hard.  He got on the bed.  He opened Jen’s legs wider and got between them.  He was positioning himself to fuck my wife!

I looked desperately at Jen!  I didn’t want this happen!  I looked pleadingly at her!

Jen smiled at me.  Then she squeezed her legs shut and rolled away from John.  John looked hugely disappointed but didn’t stop her.  I helped Jen dress and quickly hurried her away, bringing my wife back to our home.
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NEW YEAR’S DAY, AND the next day

––––––––
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I STILL FELT DAZED on New Year’s day.  My head still spun.  Last night had been so wild.  I worried about Alicia and John being there.  Would it get around the neighborhood?  

Jen seemed dazed too.  It was like we were both still in shock.  I tried to talk to her.  Why had she flirted so openly with Blake at the party?  Why did she say Blake owned her pussy, and John needed his permission to fuck her?  

We didn’t have much time to talk.  We had guests over to watch the bowl games – some of Jen’s old work friends– and they brought their young kids, so we were busy playing hosts.  In the brief moments we were able to talk, she told me she had just been having fun at the party.  She told me I was overreacting to her flirting with Blake, because everyone flirts at the neighborhood parties.  She said I being super-sensitive to her with Blake because I knew they were secret lovers, but no one else knew that so they would chalk her flirting to just harmless kidding around between platonic friends.  She told me if I had been closer, I would have seen it was all harmless, and anyways she had flirted (in a friendly, meaningless way) with a lot of the husbands there, not just Blake.

As for the sexy talk later that night in Blake’s bedroom, that’s all it was, sexy talk.  Of course Blake didn’t own her pussy.  I did.  Of course it wasn’t up to Blake if she fucked John.  That was between me and her.  And when I had made it clear to her I didn’t want her to do it, she didn’t do it.  She said that proved it was just sexy talk, it didn’t mean anything.

But I didn’t find what she said satisfying.  “So otherwise, you would have let John fuck you?” I asked her.

“Honestly?  At that moment?” Jen said.  “I was so out of control I would’ve let anyone fuck me,” she said with a helpless grin. With delight in her pretty face, she said, “I mean, that scene was so wild!  It was epic!  It was like what I used to do with Scott!”

“Now you’re saying it was better with Scott?” I said with a frown.  “He’s better than me?”

“Mike, no, I’m not saying that at all.”

“Then what are you saying?” I said stiffly.

“Mike baby, come on,” Jen implored.  She hugged my arm and playfully bumped me with her hip.  “I’m just trying to explain how I felt last night.”

“So, it’s okay with you that Alicia and John know about us?” I asked.

Now it was Jen’s turn to frown.  “I don’t know how I feel about that,” she said.  “Especially Alicia.  You know we’re not the best of friends.  I feel like now she has something over me.”

“Steph says it’s mutually assured destruction,” I said.  “We all have shit on each other.  If anyone says anything, we all go down.”

“I guess that’s true,” Jen said with a shrug.  She looked thoughtful for a long moment.  Then she said, “It’ll all work out.”

I looked at her.  Why did she always say that, “it’ll work out”?  What did that mean?

“I don’t know if I like the idea of you with John,” I told her.

“Okay ... why?”

“Because he’s a cuckold,” I said.  “He’s not worthy of you.”

“No he’s not,” Jen said with a laugh.  “What does that mean anyways?  He’s not worthy of me?”

“Jen, Blake cucked John in the worse way possible,” I said.  “He knocked up his wife.  The daughter he thinks is his is really Blake’s.”

“But John doesn’t know.”

“That makes it even worse,” I insisted.  “Alicia is betraying John.  She’s betraying him every second of the day, by not telling him.”

“I guess ...,” Jen said, not sounding at all convinced.  She looked bothered by what I just said.

“You don’t agree?” I asked with exasperation.  How could she not agree with me on this point?

“Mike, life is complicated,” Jen said.  “Look, Alicia isn’t my favorite person.  But maybe she wants to hold onto John, and she wants him to love Lizzy.  So maybe that’s why she hasn’t told him.  It’s not betraying John.  It’s because she loves him.”

I stared at Jen.  What she said blew me away.  Is that what she really thought?  But if she thought that, then did that mean ....

“Is Anna mine?” I demanded.

“What?”

“Anna is mine, right?  She’s not Scott’s.”

Jen’s eyes went wide.  “How can you ask me that?” she said in a shocked, low voice.

“Because of what you just said,” I said.

“Oh my god Mike,” Jen said, looking horrified.  “Oh my god.” 

Then she walked away.  I felt empty.  Emotionally exhausted.  I didn’t know what Jen was feeling.

Things didn’t get better that night.  Jen got in bed before me.  She was facing away from me, wearing the white nighty she always wore.  The way the nighty rode on her, I could see a little bit of her shapely, tight ass in VS cotton panties, and her long shapely legs ended with white cotton socks on her pretty feet.  

Seeing Jen’s feet reminded me of last night, when Steph was massaging her feet.  She’d been wearing sheer stockings at the time.  When Steph had pulled and separated Jen’s toes, the nylon had stretched; seeing her pretty painted toes in that stretched nylon had been so sexy.  

Thinking about last night reminded me of everything else.  Jen’s blatant flirting with Blake.  Kissing him at midnight, instead of me. Alicia touching Jen.  John watching Blake fuck her.

I felt lustful and my cock was hard.  I got onto the bed.  She was facing away from me.  I snuggled up to her, molding my body to hers.  My hard dick wedged up against her tight, cotton covered ass.  “Jen baby,” I moaned, kissing the back of her neck.  Her long, soft blonde hair caressed my face and I could smell the familiar strawberry vanilla of her shampoo.

“Mike no,” she said, pushing me away.  

“Jen ...,” I said, pressing my body against her again.  I had fucked her last night after getting home, but it’d been quick and not very satisfying.  Today had been too busy for sexy time.  After last night I needed my wife.  It was my right!  After all the freedom I gave her, I deserved it!

“No Mike,” Jen said.  “I’m still processing what you said before.”

“I’m sorry I said it,” I said.

“But you haven’t taken it back,” she pointed out.

“Well, you haven’t completely denied it!” I shot back.

Jen turned around to look at me.  She looked sad.  “Do I really have to deny it Mike?  You don’t trust me?”

“How can I trust you?” I snapped, all the dark feelings bubbling to the surface and making me angry.  “You sat on Blake’s knee last night!  You kissed him at midnight instead of me!  You would’ve let John fuck you!” I didn’t mention her cheating with Doug.  Because that would mean I’d have to confess about spying on her, and I didn’t want to do that.

Jen frowned and pursed her lips at me.  “All that’s part of the game,” she said.  “And everything I did turns you on.  If I hadn’t done anything last night, you would’ve been disappointed.  Admit it, you would have.  But Anna’s outside the game.  Scott’s outside the game.  You have to know the difference, Mike.  There’s the game and then there’s real life.  You have to know the difference.”

“But what you said about Alicia—.”

“I have no freaking clue if that’s what’s happening,” she insisted.  “I’m just saying life’s complicated, and we shouldn’t judge people, especially since we don’t know anything.”  She paused for a long moment, looking at me as if trying to read my soul. She said “You know, sometimes I think you wish Anna was Scott’s.  You wish I had a secret affair with Scott after we got back together – that I cheated on you – and that it was Scott who got me pregnant, not you.”

I stared at Jen.  She stared back at me.  Finally, I said “No I don’t wish that.”  Then I added honestly, “But I’ve thought about it.  I’ve fantasized about it.”

Jen let out a half laugh, but it was without any humor.  She rolled back onto her side, away from me.

“Jen come on,” I said, moving up against her back again.  My cock was still hard.  It was painfully hard.  Worse yet, I was going on a business trip, so this was going to be my last chance with her for a few days.  “I need you.  Give me something.”  I’d take anything at this point.  Mostly I wanted to be inside her, but I’d take her mouth, even her hand.

“No Mike,” she said firmly, pushing me away.  “I don’t feel close to you right now.  I need to process all this.”

I rolled onto my back, frustrated with blue balls.  I knew many husbands would have forced themselves onto their wives.  Taken what they wanted.  But that’s not how I was.  

I was so horny, I think I had sex dreams all night.  In fact, I woke up to a sex dream.  I was dreaming about Jen going down on me.  

But when I opened my eyes, I realized it wasn’t a dream.  Jen was between my legs with my hard dick in her mouth.

“Morning baby,” Jen managed to say with my cock in her mouth and her pouty lips wet.  She brushed a tussled blonde lock behind her ear, and went back down on me.  

“You’re not mad at me anymore?” I asked her. 

“I am mad at you,” she said.  “But not why you think.  You’re not gonna be happy when I’m done.”

“What?” I said, not understanding.  What’s the saying?  Sometimes Jen could be an enigma wrapped inside a mystery.  Maybe all girls were that way.  

“I’m not mad you have pregnancy fantasies,” she explained.  She had my dick out of her mouth and now she was slowly stroking me with her hand. “I guess I already knew that.  Lots of guys do, if you can believe what people write on the hot wives place.  I’m not mad what you said about Scott.  About not trusting me.  I can’t exactly blame you given what I’ve done.  Anna’s yours though.  I swear to God Mike.  If she wasn’t I’d tell you.  You believe me right?”

“I believe you” I said.  And I did.  “But you’re mad at me?”

“I’m not blind Mike,” she said with fierce, narrow eyes at me.  “I saw what happened the other night.  You with Alicia and Steph.  They were all over you.  And you let them.”

“No, I didn’t,” I insisted.  I was completely innocent.  I didn’t do anything with those girls.  

“Oh, I think you like being Mr. CNN-boy,” Jen said with a malicious grin at me.  “Yes, I know that’s what the neighborhood wives call you.”

“Jen –,” I began but she interrupted me.

“In our game I fuck other men but you fuck only me,” she said.  “Right?”  She squeezed my cock and said, “This dick only goes in my pussy.  Only in my mouth.  My hands are the only hands that touch it.  Right?”

“Jen, right, of course,” I said.  Yes, she was right.  That’s how I wanted it too.  I didn’t want other girls.  I didn’t want Jen to want me to have any other girls.  I shared Jen but she didn’t share me.  It was a one-way thing, and that was exactly how I wanted it.

Jen gave me a long thoughtful look and pursed her lips. “I think you need a reminder,” she said.  

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I think you know what I mean,” she said with a playful, evil grin.  She was stroking my cock with one hand.  With her other, she lightly scrapped her fingernails along the underside of my balls.  I loved it when she did that!  I wasn’t going to last long at this rate.  In fact, I felt my orgasm coming.

But then I realized what she was going to do.  She was going to give me a ruined orgasm!

“Jen no, come on,” I pleaded with her.

“You let that bitch Alicia touch you,” Jen said sternly.  “You need punished Mike.”

“Jen no ...,” I groaned.  At that moment I came.  Jen knew it, so just before my orgasm, she pulled her hands away.  My cock jerked around like a flagpole in the wind, sperm spurting from the head.  

After, I was breathing hard.  I felt completely frustrated.  I had ejaculated but I’d gotten no pleasure, no release.  And now I was about to go on a business trip.  It would be days before I’d be with my wife again.

“You can’t leave me this way,” I gasped.

Jen laughed, seemingly delighted with what she’d just done to me.  “Yes I can Mike,” she said.  “Are you my cuck?  Are you?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Then who’s in control?”

“You are,” I reluctantly admitted.

Jen got a warm damp towel.  She wiped the cum from my shaft and balls.  For years now I’d kept myself hairless, because that’s how Jen liked it.  And to be honest, I liked the feeling too.

“I think we should put this back on you,” Jen said.  Out of nowhere she pulled out something pink.  It was the cock cage!

“You kept that?” I asked warily.

“Oh yes,” Jen said with a grin at me.  Like an expert, she put my dick in the pink cage.  It was easy because I was soft after cumming.  Jen looked at it.  She said “You know, we got the smallest size.  But your little cock easily fits in it.”

“Jen I have to get on a plane!” I said with alarm.  The cage was plastic, but the lock was metal, and I had to go through a metal detector at Newark.

“I think you should drive instead,” she said with that mischievous grin on her pretty face.  “You’re only going to Baltimore.  I got you a rental car. It’s just down the street.”

I stared at her, reality setting in.  “You really want me to wear this?” I asked her with disbelief.

Jen shrugged and said, “Shit happens.  I know that better than anymore.  I don’t want anything to happen while you’re away.  Especially with you around Jasmine Kelly so much.  I know how much you like blondes.”  I was doing a CNN segment in Baltimore for Jasmine Kelly’s show, so she would be there.  

Continuing, Jen said, “And I don’t want Steph and Alicia to get any ideas.” I watched as she put a thin gold necklace around her neck.  The key to the lock hung from it.  “Besides, you get so moody when you cum.  This way you’ll only cum with me, so you won’t feel like the end of the world so much.”
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LATER THAT WEEK
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I HAD 3 ERRANDS AFTER dropping Anna off at school.  The first was distasteful.  The second intrigued me.  The third was going to be – fun?  I wasn’t sure.  But anyways ....

.  I decided to do the distasteful one first.  I wanted to get it over with.

I walked into Sam’s office.  I tried to avoid seeing Sam.  Our relationship had never recovered after he’d been such a dick to me when Mike and I divorced.  I’m not blaming him, I’d been horrible and he rightly was pissed at me.  But the way he had treated me, I could never be friends with him again.  Honestly, he scared me.  Physically he wasn’t an imposing man, but he was smart and could be a major asshole (maybe all lawyers were like that).  Also, he had influence over Mike, and that always bothered me.  But then, that was why I needed his help now.

“It’s almost done?” I asked Sam.

“Almost,” Sam said with a nod.  He gave me a hard look and said “Are you sure this is what Mike wants? Or is this for you?”

“It’s for both of us,” I said.  “And for Anna too.”  With frustration I said, “I thought we already talked about this.  That’s why you’re helping me.”

Sam shrugged and said “We did.  And I am.  But to be candid, I don’t really trust you Jen.”

I scowled at Sam, and he scowled back at me.

“You’re sleeping around again?” Sam said to me scornfully.  I wasn’t surprised he knew.  Just like I told Allie everything, Mike told Sam.

“We’re playing our game again,” I admitted, emphasizing our.  “It’s not just me  It’s Mike too.  Don’t judge us, okay?  It’s who we are.”

––––––––
[image: ]


FOR MY NEXT ERRAND, I drove to the Swarthmore Hotel.  I went into the lobby.  As always, the lobby was empty, except for the clerk behind the front desk.  What was his name?  Oh yeah.  Billy.

Billy looked up from his phone.  He said, “Your friend’s not here yet.”

I knew he was talking about Doug.  But I wasn’t meeting Doug today.  I was here to talk to Billy.  It was something he said the last time I was here.  That he had a secret.  And something Mike said the other day, about knowing I was cheating.

I took out my phone and brought up a picture of Mike.  I showed the picture to Billy.  “Have you seen him before?” I asked.

Billy didn’t have a poker face.  He couldn’t help grinning.  But he didn’t say anything.

“I know you know something,” I said.  “Tell me.”

“Information’s not free,” Billy said, that stupid grin still on his pockmarked face.

“Fine,” I snapped.  I reached into my purse for money.

“I don’t want your money,” Billy said. 

I looked at him.  He was staring back at me.  At my lips.  And my chest.  It was pretty obvious what he wanted.  The shithead!

But I wanted to know.  So, I unbuttoned 2 buttons of my blouse.  I knew my bra was showing now.  “Now tell me,” I told him.

“Take off your shirt and I’ll show you,” Billy said.

“Show me what?”

“You’ll see.  Good stuff,” he promised.  I looked at him again.  He was a creep and at least a foot taller than me, but he was young, and I felt I could handle him, especially here in the hotel lobby.  There were only me and Billy in the lobby at the moment, but the street was just outside, and it was busy with cars.  I began to unbutton the rest of my blouse.  

But Billy stopped me.  “Not here,” he said.  “In the room.”

“What room?” 

“I said I’ll show you.”

A few minutes later I was standing in room 67.  It was right next to room 69 that I always got with Doug.  We laughed about it the first time.  69 right?  So, after that first time we always asked for room 69.  Even when we didn’t asked for it, we got room 69.  I was beginning to understand why.

“You said you’d tell me,” I said as I looked around the room.

“You said you’d take off your shirt,” Billy said back.  He was staring at my chest again.  With a sigh, I took off the blouse.  I held it in my hand as Billy looked at me.  “You’re really pretty,” he said as he stared at my bra.  It was cotton with little hearts running across the padded cups and fringed with lace.

“Do you know him?” I asked, showing him the picture of Mike again on my phone.

“He comes here,” Billy said waving his hand around the room.  “Whenever you’re here with the man who’s got that blue Beemer, he’s here.  I call him and he comes.  He pays me.”

I frowned as I processed this information.  What did Mike do here?  There was a connecting door, but it was locked.  Did he listen through the wall?  Or did he sneak outside and spy through the window?

“Do you want to know the rest?” Billy asked.  “Take off your bra and I’ll tell you the rest.  I’ll show you.”

I looked at Billy.  He wasn’t at all attractive.  He was tall and lanky, and had bad posture.  He had acne and his hair was scraggly and greasy.  He was ugly honestly.  But even though he was skinny, he was taller than me by a foot, and the way his shirt hung on him, I could tell he was fit.  If he attacked me, I’d be helpless to stop him.  Also, room 68 was different than the lobby.  Here there was an entire parking lot between us and the road, and we were one flight up.  No one on the road would hear me if I screamed.

Still, I wanted to know what Mike did in this room.  

“You stay right there.  You don’t move,” I warned him.  “You don’t touch me.”

Billy eagerly nodded his agreement, his eyes hungrily moving from my face to my bra.  That lustful look in his eyes ... the knowledge that I’d be helpless if he attacked me.  What the fuck was I doing here, half naked, alone in this hotel room?  I was scared.  But I found it thrilling too.  Was this how Mike felt?  Was this how his cuckold fantasy worked?  Being scared but excited at the same time?

“If you touch me, I’ll scream,” I said, giving him another warning.  Then I reached behind my back.  As I’d done a million times in my life, I pulled the bra strap down slightly, and then shifted my fingers to unclasp the snap.  The tension of the bra released.  I pulled the bra off my shoulders and arms.  I held the bra in my hand, along with my blouse.  “Now tell me,” I demanded.

Billy was in no hurry.  He stared at my bare breasts.  He actually licked his lips staring at my breasts.  My instinct was to cover myself with my hands, but I knew that would just drag things out longer.  

“You’re really pretty,” he said as he stared at my tits.  “Are your nipples always that hard?”

I realized with a start that my nipples were hard.  And I felt a tingling between my legs.  I was freaking aroused by this scene!  I forced myself to stay calm, to focus.

“Come on Billy, I took off my bra,” I told him firmly.  “You promised to tell me the rest.”

Billy nodded, then reluctantly took his eyes off me and turned to face the wall.  There was a big painting there.  He took it down, and immediately I could see into room 69.  I got it immediately.  It was a one-way mirror.  Mike had been able to see everything.

Billy confirmed it when he said, “From here, you can see and hear everything in room 69.”

“Hear?” I asked.

Billy nodded.  “Room 69’s wired for sound.”

“Oh my god,” I said with dismay.  Mike had seen AND HEARD everything?  There were things you say when you don’t think anyone was listening.  Mike heard everything I’d said to Doug?

But then, this was Mike.  Probably my pillow talk with Doug had turned him on.  Other men – most people – would consider my words as betraying my husband.  But Mike probably got off on the humiliation.

“You like big dicks, don’t you?” Billy asked with a big stupid grin on his ugly face.  “I can tell, watching you with your Beemer friend.”

“You watch us?” I asked with horror.  “You watch with Mike?”

“Sometimes,” Billy said with a shrug and that big stupid grin. “Your friend’s got a big dick.  My dick’s bigger.  You wanna see it?”

“No, I don’t,” I said immediately.  I pulled my blouse to my chest, covering my bare breasts.

Billy frowned.  “You think you’re better than me?” he said irritably.

The hardness of his voice scared me.  “I don’t,” I said, giving him a wary look and taking a step back.  

“Mike’s your husband, right?” Billy asked.  “He’s got a little dick.  Is that why you fuck Mr. big dick?”

I frowned at Billy’s words.  He had seen Mike’s penis?  Did they masturbate in this room together, watching Doug fucking me?  Listening to all my dirty talk?  This was sounding wilder than New Year’s Eve.

“Mike likes my cock,” Billy said.

My eyes got big with shock.  “What?  What do you mean?” I asked.

Billy grinned, looking pleased with himself.  “One time he almost sucked me off,” he said.

My eyes got even bigger. “Wait—what?” I asked.  “What did you say?”

Still wearing that stupid grin, Billy said, “That gets you hot, right?  Your husband sucking me off, it gets you hot.  Right?  I can tell.”

He was right.  The tingling between my legs was stronger now.  Way stronger.  

“Tell me what happened!” I demanded.  There was urgency in my voice.  “Tell me exactly what happened.”

Billy reached out and pulled my blouse and bra from my hands.  Now I was exposed from the waist up again.  He put his hands on my naked breasts.  “I’ll tell you,” he said as he groped me and rubbed my hard nipples with his thumbs.  “But you have to do what I want.” 

My heart was pounding as Billy felt me up.  He pulled his hands away from my tits long enough to pull off his dirty t-shirt.

I looked at Billy’s chest.  My suspicions were right.  This ugly boy had nice arms, and nice pecs, and nice abs.  Maybe he was a “below the neck” guy.  You know ... ugly face but sexy below the neck.

“You like my body, right?  I can tell,” Billy said with that stupid grin.  His hands were on my breasts again, caressing me.  I felt weak kneed.  Mike would say I had my cum face on.  Really?  This ugly boy was getting me hot?  Or was the idea of Mike sucking this ugly boy’s dick that aroused me?

“I have moves, you know?” Billy said as he caressed my breasts.  “I know how to make a girl feel good.  And my cock’s bigger than Mr. Beemer.  Way bigger than Mike’s.  You wanna see it now?  Take off your pants and I’ll show you my dick.”
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MY LAST ERRAND WAS meeting Steph.  But I was still reeling from Billy.

“You’ve got vodka, right?” I asked Steph when I walked into her house.

“What?”

“Vodka,” I said.  I walked to the cabinet where they kept their spirits and grabbed the bottle of Grey Goose.  I poured two fingers into a glass and gulped it down.  Then I poured another two fingers.  I drank half and then sat at the kitchen table next to Alicia.  I put the glass (and the bottle of Grey Goose) next to me.

“Are you okay?” Steph asked me.  She looked at the glass and Grey Goose bottle.  “Don’t you have to pick up Anna?”

“Callie’s picking her up,” I said.  Callie was our regular babysitter.  She was a high school graduate but hadn’t decided about college yet.  So, she had a lot of time to babysit.  

My head was still spinning from Billy.  But I forced myself to forget about the below-the-neck boy.  I needed to focus on Steph.

Looking at her, I said, “The other night, you acted differently with Alicia.”

“Different compared to what?”

“Different compared to me,” I said.  “You were more, like, equals with Alicia.  With me, you’re submissive.”

Steph stared me.  Then she shrugged and said, “I can’t do the cuckquean thing with Alicia.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s not hot with her.  Because she’s a bitch.  A real bitch.  You’re nice.  You’re my friend.  So, when you’re a bitch to me – to get into Blake’s pants, to take him away from me – it’s hotter.  You’re betraying me.  And Blake’s betrayal is worse because he’s doing it with you, my friend.  So, it’s hotter.  It’s way hotter.”

A smile came to my face.  “I figured that was it.  You’re like Mike.  You’re wired like him.”

I looked at Steph, considering her.  With a knowing smile, I said, “Do you fantasize about me and Blake?  Do you play with yourself, thinking about your husband making love to me?”

“Blake fucks you,” Steph angrily snapped.  “He doesn’t make love to you.”

“Okay, whatever, if it makes you feel better to think that,” I said with a dismissive laugh. 

“He doesn’t Jen,” Steph insisted.  “Blake doesn’t love you.  He loves me.  Me.”

“I could take him away from you if I wanted,” I said.  “It’d be easy.”

“Jen ...,” Steph said, pleading in her voice.

“I’m better than you.”

“I know you’re better than me,” Steph said with that same pleading voice.  “That’s the whole point.”

“What’s the point?” I asked.  “Tell me.  I want to hear you say it.”

Steph looked down at her feet, her cheeks red with shame and humiliation.  She said, “You’re prettier than me.  Your body’s better.  Blake desires you, not me.  You’ve replaced me sexually.  The only time Blake touches me, the only time we have sex, is when we’re talking about you.   You’re better than me.   That’s the point.”

There was sadness and resignation in Steph’s voice, but arousal too.  I gave her a knowing, wry grin and said, “You’re turned on, aren’t you?”

Steph didn’t answer.  She was still looking down at her feet.  But she nodded her head.

“So, you understand why I have to do this to you.  It’s not enough Blake desires me more than you.  I have to make you even less attractive.  I have to make you not fuckable.”

“But why?”  Steph asked with an exasperated, panicked voice.  “You’re already better than me!”

I shrugged and said, “I have to take your prettiness from you.  I have to take away your ability to arouse men.  At least hot men, like Blake.”  

“Jen ...,” Steph said, the one syllable coming out like a sob.

I knew I was being mean, cruel, especially since Steph was one of my best friends.  At the same time, all this was getting me hot, the same way I got hot when I humiliated and degraded Mike.

“Hold out your hands,” I told her.  Steph reluctantly did as I ordered.  The skin of her hands was soft, tanned and unblemished, and her nails were long and perfectly manicured, painted a shiny red.  I was sure many men – including Blake – fantasized about those sexy hands around their cocks, stroking them, teasing them, making them cum.  Steph’s hands were the last alluring thing she had.  Her face was showing the signs of age, her big breasts sagged, her ass jiggled, and her thighs were thick.  Her hands, though, were pretty and sexy.

And I was about to take that away from her.  GOD I WAS SO WET!

I took a jar of nail polish remover and dabbed a cotton ball in it.  Then I began removing the shiny red polish from Steph’s nails.

Once all the nail polish was gone, I took nail clippers and cut all of Steph’s nails very short.  They weren’t clean cuts though, but ragged, like Steph was a nail biter.  Blake – no man—would think Steph’s hands were sexy or pretty anymore.

Tears were running down Steph’s cheeks, and she was softly sobbing as she looked at her ruined nails.  Her ruined hands.  No longer pretty.  No longer sexy.

I ran my perfectly manicured long nails along the bare sensitive skin of Steph’s thighs below her skirt.  My caress made Steph shiver.

“Your days of caressing Blake like this are over,” I told her.  “Blake won’t think your hands around his cock is sexy anymore.”

Steph sobbed.  But the sob sounded like a moan too.  It was obvious Steph was turned on.  Mike would say she had her cum face on.

I was turned on too!

I stood up and hurriedly pulled down my skinny jeans.  I was naked underneath.  The ugly boy with the hot bod had my thong.  

I sat back down and opened my legs wide.  I grabbed Steph’s hair and pulled her to the floor.  “Lick me, you fat, ugly bitch,” I hissed as I pulled her mouth to my pussy.

Steph didn’t hesitate.  She lapped at my soaking pussy, expertly rolling the tip of her tongue over my clit.

I was close to cumming when I noticed Steph had her hand up her skirt, rubbing herself.  I hissed, “Take your hand away!  You are not allowed to cum!”

“Jen!” Steph desperately cried.

“You are NOT allowed to cum!” I said again.  Steph reluctantly pulled her hand away from her pussy, even as she continued to go down on me.

Oh my god!  I was denying Steph!  Just like I was denying Mike with his little cock in the pink cage!  

With those nasty, delicious thoughts, I came hard on Steph’s face!
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I had to get used to being caged again.  I mean, first, I had to get used to the idea of my cock in a cage.  I was no longer a sexual warrior.  I couldn’t pick up a cute chick at a bar and take her to my hotel room for a quick fuck.  How could I, with my cock locked in a plastic sheath and the key around Jen’s neck? 

Not that I wanted to do that.  In fact, in my entire life, I’d never had a one-night stand with a girl.  That wasn’t me.  And certainly, I wasn’t going to do that now, since I was married.

But still, it was really something.  My cock in a cage.  I couldn’t do the most basic thing as a man—have sex with a girl.  I couldn’t masturbate.  I couldn’t even touch my dick.

In the past, a few times while shooting CNN segments, Jasmine Kelly had come onto me.  Maybe it was just harmless flirting, but Jasmine had a reputation for that kind of thing.  The rumor was, she was bi and was mostly partnered with her long-time agent (Deidre), but also she fooled around with men.  I guess men were kind of like sex toys for her and Deidre.  I’m sure most men would jump at the chance of being “used” that way.  Jasmine was beautiful (she bore a striking resemblance to a young Kate Upton), and Deidre had a sexy professional air to her, with her long black hair, glasses, snug business skirts and stiletto high heels.

Of course I always kept things professional with Jasmine.  I was devoted to Jen after all.  But now I had to be extra careful around her.  I couldn’t even give her a platonic hello hug, as I didn’t want to take a chance that she would feel the stiff plastic cage in my pants.

The thing was, part of being a man was the POTENTIAL of fucking girls.  Even if you had no intention of doing it, you COULD if you wanted to because you had a cock.  But now I didn’t have that option.  I was no longer a man in the most basic sense.  I didn’t have a functional cock.

There were constant reminders of this.  Like, having to be really careful with hugging girls, or not hugging them at all (as with Jasmine).  The other thing was whizzing.  I obviously couldn’t use a urinal since other men might see the cage.  And even in stalls I had to sit to whiz, as otherwise I’d risk getting it all over the place.  

That was humiliating, to have to sit to piss.  It was like being a girl.  I wondered if that was Jen’s intention.  Like how she wanted me to suck cock.  To make me feel like a girl.  To humiliate me.

It felt weird too.  I had to get used to the feel again.  With my dick in the plastic tube, I couldn’t touch it.  I couldn’t scratch it.  I was able to adjust it in my pants, but I was touching the tube not my dick.  It was like not part of my body anymore.

The cage prevented me from getting hard.  When I was aroused, my shaft grew but I couldn’t get fully hard because of the confides of the plastic tube.  My cock cage (I guess they call them male chastity devices) was the CB6000S model, and the tube bent downward with a hole at the end of piss.  The tube was only 2.5 inches.  When I’m hard, I’m almost 4 inches.  The 2.5-inch tube obviously prevented me from getting hard.  

Strangely though, it didn’t hurt when I was aroused and my cock pressed against the rigid plastic of the cage.  My balls got bigger than normal, and that felt weird with the ring there, but it wasn’t painful.  Just weird.  I knew I’d get used to that because I did before.

I wanted to masturbate.  I actually masturbated more when I was on business trips than at home, and it wasn’t because I was around Jasmine.  It was because I was thinking about Jen all the time, and what she was doing.  What other men were doing to her.  

It was frustrating not to be able to beat off.  But I knew eventually that urge would diminish.  And the benefit was, by not masturbating, I didn’t feel the depression that always came after cumming.  I was calmer.  I was actually more focused with my job since I wasn’t thinking about sex and cumming all the time.
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IT BOTHERED ME AT FIRST when I found out Mike was spying on me.  I know that’s crazy since I was the one cheating on him.  But I’d left Mike enough clues, like leaving business cards of the Swarthmore Hotel in my purse, and soiled lingerie in the hamper.  

It was exciting cheating on Mike.  I mean, Doug’s gorgeous and an awesome lover, but what really made it exciting was the cheating.  And I didn’t feel guilty about it because I’d left Mike so many clues to catch me.  So it was more a game than really cheating.

It was astounding to find out that Mike had known about it for months.  He watched me – spied on me – for months without telling me.  It was a shock because Mike was so open.  Mike Andrews was a boy scout, he never lied.  With everyone but especially me.  But this was like a lie.  

Then I realized what Mike said before was really true.  Back then, he said he wanted me to cheat on him.  I still remembered what he said.  “I want you to cheat on me all the time.  I want to really feel it.  I want to feel I’m not enough for you.  I want to feel jealous.  I want to feel like I might lose you.”

I realized Mike didn’t tell me about his spying because that would end the cheating, and he didn’t want that.

Once I realized that, I just shook my head at how demented my husband was.  I knew he was into the game – really into it – but at times like this I was really struck by it.  Mike wanted this.  Really wanted it.  Like the cage.  I’d sensed it, and now I knew for sure. He wanted to be caged, even though he’d never admit it.  That was how he was wired, how the game worked for him.  He needed the angst.  He needed the hurt to make it exciting.  

The game worked differently for me and Mike.  We wanted different things out of it.  But it worked for us.  We played off each other, increasing the excitement and pleasure, always wanting more.  We were like addicts.  Mike was my drug and I was his, and we were always wanting bigger hits.  

I knew it was dangerous.  We’d already lost almost everything once.  And now the stakes were higher because we had Anna.  But I couldn’t stop, just like Mike couldn’t stop.  We were both too addicted to the game.  
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SHOOTING THE LAST SEGMENT with Jasmine ran late, and then I hit traffic just before Philadelphia.  So when I finally got home, Anna was already asleep.

I found Jen in our bedroom.  She was already dressed for bed in her short white nighty.  She was sitting up and doing her nails.  She was painting them baby blue.  Doug’s favorite color.  

I sat next to her on the bed and we hugged and kissed hello.  I had really missed her.  I always did, but this time it was more intense since I was wearing the cage.  I put my hand on her bare knee as she painted her toenails.  “You like that color all of a sudden,” I said.

“Do I?” Jen said absently as she concentrated on the small brush and bottle of baby blue polish.

“You wear it a lot,” I said.  “I never knew you liked baby blue so much.”

“Azure actually,” Jen said.

“What?”

“Azure.  It’s not baby blue.  It’s azure.”

I stared at her.  Is that what Doug told her?  That his favorite color was azure?

“It looks like baby blue to me,” I said.

“Well, it’s not,” Jen said with a shrug.  “It’s azure.”

I felt my cock stiffening.  But it could only get so hard in the 2.5-inch cage.  I still felt aroused, but it was stunted.  It was like a slow burn.  That’s how it felt.  Embers in the fireplace, instead of a roaring fire.

Jen had one knee up as she finished the toes of that foot.  I leaned down and kissed her knee.  “I’ve really missed you baby,” I said, my voice heavy with lust.

“I missed you too,” Jen said back, but her eyes and attention were still on her toes and the little brush in her hand.

“Can you finish that later?” I asked as I ran my hand down her inner thigh.

Jen grinned at me as she moved my hand off her shapely, toned thigh.  “You don’t really think you’re getting any?” she asked.

“What?” I said, not understanding.  We always had sex when I got home from business trips.  Don’t all married couples?  

“Mike, you haven’t even had it on for a week,” Jen pointed out.  “Don’t you think you should have to wear it on for at least a week?”

“We didn’t talk about rules,” I sputtered, feeling confused.  I was frustrated too.  I needed an orgasm!  I needed release!

“Okay, let’s talk about rules,” Jen said.  She finished with her toes, and her fingers were already done, so she screwed on the cap and put the polish bottle on the table next to her bed.  “I actually think you should wear it for 2 weeks.  Then a month.  Then we’ll see after that.”

My draw dropped.  “2 weeks?  A month?” I said, feeling dumbfounded.  

Jen nodded.  “Then we’ll see after that,” she repeated.

“So what?  You cum all the time, but I don’t cum anymore?”

“You’ll cum Mike.  I’ll make sure you cum.  When you’re out of the cage, you’ll cum.”

I couldn’t believe this!  She was saying I could cum only once or twice a month!  “What’s the purpose of this?” I spat out in frustration.

“There are lots of reasons Mike,” Jen said, her voice reasonable but firm.  “This way, you’ll calm down about the game.  You won’t get so upset when I’m with other men.  Your focus will be all on me.  You know I love that.  And by doing this, letting me control when you cum, letting me deny you, you’re telling me how much you love me.  And also, you won’t spontaneously cum in your pants anymore.  I know that’s got to be embarrassing.  This way that won’t happen anymore.”

I stared at her, my head spinning with her machine gun litany of reasons.  “So, the only way I can say no is to take back your free pass?” I spat out angrily.  “And then the game ends?  You’re going to hold that over me again?”

Jen pursed her lips at me, clearly disapproving of what I said.  And my tone of voice. “First off, I don’t think it’s right to say I hold the free pass over your head.  The free pass is your safe word.  You know it’s important Mike.  To prevent us from breaking up like last time.”

“But it’s all or nothing,” I pointed out in frustration.  “The only way my dick’s not in a cage is to stop playing the game.  How is that a fair choice?”

“I never said that,” Jen said.  “If you want, I’ll unlock it right now.  We’ll never use it again.”

My eyes went wide in surprise.  “Really?”

Jen nodded yes.  “This is something you have to agree to,” she said.  “I think chastity is like that.  I don’t want to force you into it.  You have to agree to it.  If I take the cage off now, we’ll never play the chastity game again.”

“In your chastity game, I have to agree to give up being a man,” I said sarcastically.

Jen laughed.  “You always get so dramatic,” she said with a wry grin at me.  “Anyways, it’s our chastity game, not mine.”

“How would you like it?” I shot back.

“I’d hate it,” Jen said honestly.  With a knowing look at me, she said, “And you’d hate it more than me.  Your whole fantasy is about me with other men.  How would that work if I wore a chastity device?”

I frowned, knowing she was right.  When I didn’t respond, Jen said “Let’s see it.”

She worked on my pants and pulled them down.  She pulled down my boxers too.  The pink cage popped out.  “Are you hard?” she asked.

“You know I can’t get hard wearing this,” I told her.  She nodded, remembering from last time.

“Scott said it’s the ring,” she said, running her fingertip along the ring behind my balls.  “It limits blood flow.”

“I think it’s the sleeve,” I told her.  “It’s only 2 ½ inches.  I’m 4 inches hard.”

“Wow, a whole 4 inches,” Jen teased with a grin at me.  “You ARE a man, Mike.”

“You’re such a bitch sometimes,” I said with a frown at her.  She laughed.

“Actually you’re not quite 4 inches,” Jen point out with a wry grin at me.

“Thanks a lot,” I said sourly, and she again.

“My dick might get smaller you know,” I told her.  “If I wear it long enough.  If you don’t get an erection for a long time, it loses elasticity.  It makes it hard to get an erection, and when you do, it might be smaller.  The way a muscle gets smaller if you don’t use it.”

“Scott said that,” Jen said with a nod.

“Can you stop talking about Scott?” I snapped. 

“Sorry,” Jen said immediately, looking apologetically at me.  

“So how would you feel about that?” I asked.

“If you got smaller?” Jen said.  “Can I tell you one more thing that Scott said?”

“Go ahead,” I said.

“He said, what’s the difference between 3 inches and 4 inches,” Jen said.

I groaned as she said that.  “God Jen ...,” I moaned.  “Do you really mean that?”

Jen shrugged but didn’t answer my question.  Instead her focus was on the pink cock cage.  The hard plastic was shaded pink but you could see through it.  It was clear my cock was still soft.  It had grown so it was pushing against the plastic tube, but it wasn’t hard.

“I can’t believe you’re not hard,” she said with disbelief.  “I mean, I get it, but it still amazes me.”

“I’m aroused,” I told her.  “My heart’s pounding.  But down there – it’s like it’s not working.  I do feel calmer though.  You were right about that.”

“Wow,” Jen said, amazement still in her voice.  She took the pink tube between her thumb and index finger – that’s all it took to hold my caged manhood, the tips of her thumb and index finger – and moved it back and forth.

“So, you don’t mind if my cock gets smaller?” I asked her again.  I said it like an accusation.

She frowned at me.  “Don’t get bitter with me Mike,” she said.  “You won’t admit it, but I know ... you hope you’ll get smaller.  You hope you can’t get hard anymore.  Because then you really won’t be any use to me, and I’ll really need other men to satisfy me.”

“I’m already not part of your sex life,” I said bitterly.

“You’re right,” Jen said.  “You’re not.”

“So, I’m completely friend-zoned,” I snapped.

“Yep,” Jen said, looking into my eyes.  “You are.”

We stared at each other for long moments.  I was breathing hard.  The fact my cock was soft didn’t mean I didn’t want to fuck.  It didn’t mean I didn’t crave an orgasm.

“Let me out of this,” I begged, reaching for her.  “I need you.  I want to fuck you.”

“No Mike,” Jen said firmly.  “You can kiss me all you want, you can touch me, but I’m not letting you out until next weekend.  And I want you to agree to this.  I want you to say that I control your orgasms.  I want you to say that I control when you get hard.  Say it Mike.”

“You’re giving me no choice!” I said with frustration.

“You do have a choice!” Jen insisted.  “I’m just telling you what I want.”

“You’re asking me to give you permission to deny me,” I said.

Jen shrugged.  “Yes,” she said.

“You’re asking me to willingly give up my manhood,” I said.

“If that’s how you want to think about it,” Jen said with another shrug.

“Are you going to tell people?” I asked.  “Like Blake and Steph, or John?  Are you going to tell them I’m caged?”

“I haven’t thought about that,” Jen said honestly.  “But that could be part of it.  If you agree to this, then I can tell people, I can even show people if I want.”

“You’re going to humiliate me in front of Blake?” I said bitterly, but I felt resigned to what was happening.

“Mike, I know you hate Blake,” Jen said.  “But he’s fucking me.  The man you hate is fucking your wife.  How is telling him you’re cage any more humiliating?  He’s already beaten you.”  We stared at each other for long moments.  Then Jen whispered “And I know all of this turns you on.  So just go with it Mike.  Give in to it.”

I stared at my wife.  Finally I whispered “Okay.  I agree.”

“I want you to say it.  You agree to me denying you.  I control your orgasms.”

“You can deny me,” I said back.  “I cum when you say.”

“You’re giving me your manhood,” Jen said.

“I’m giving you my manhood,” I said.  “I’m friend-zoned.  I’m not part of your sex life.”

“Blake has beaten you.  He’s better than you.”

When I hesitated, Jen ordered, “Say it Mike.  Right now.  Say it.”

“Blake’s beaten me,” I said reluctantly.  “He’s better than me.”

“Blake is a man.  You’re not a man.  Not like Blake.”

My eyes got big.  I couldn’t believe how far she was going.  But I said, “Blake is a man.  I’m not.”

Jen grinned at me.  “Do you know how hot I am right now?” she asked me.  She opened her legs.  I saw that her white cotton VS panties were wet.

“I want you to make me cum,” Jen said as she pulled down her panties.

“Wait,” I said.  “Did you see anyone this week, while I was away?”

“Come on,” she pleaded, not answering my question.  She got down on her back and opened her legs, then pulled my head down to her pussy.  “I want your tongue Mike.  Make me cum.”

So that’s what I did.  With my cock in the cage, with no orgasm in sight for me for another week, I went down on my wife and made her cum.  Twice.  But then the payoff for me was after.  Because Jen snuggled into my arms, tightly like we were one person, and we slept that way, holding each other all through the night.
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The impact of Jen painting her nails baby blue – azure! – hit me the next day. She had painted her nails for a reason.  She was going to see her “hot dad” lover.  She had painted her nails for Doug, his favorite color.

I sat in my car close by the Swarthmore hotel.  It was the perfect space to watch.  I was mostly hidden, yet had a good view of the hotel and its parking lot.

Doug arrived first in his baby blue BMW.  He was dapperly dressed in a designer Italian suit.  I knew that suit wouldn’t stay on him long.  Yet, he dressed up for my wife, just like she dressed up for him.  The realization made me burn inside.

Doug went into the lobby, and moments later he headed for Room 69.  About 15 minutes later, Jen arrived in her car.  The door opened and for a moment all I saw was her long slim leg.  She was wearing 5-inch spikey high heels, and black hose.  The heels had red soles, so I knew they were Louboutin’s.  When I first met Jen in college, all she wore were sneakers and ballet flats.  She minored in dance and was half tom-boy.  Back then she probably didn’t own even a single pair of high heels, and if she did, it was probably one of those they call “princess heels” with 1- or 2-inch heels.  

Jen mostly stayed that way until she began her affair with Scott.  Then her heels got higher and slimmer, and soon all her high heels were stilettos.  Now her heels were even higher, 5 inches instead of 4, because her lovers were all tall men (especially Doug and Blake).  

It hurt me – and yes, aroused me – that my wife was dressing for her lovers, not me.  For years I’d encouraged and cajoled her to wear high heels and stockings, but in the end she did it for other men, not me.  The fact she was taller than me in the 5-inch heels only added to my humiliation (and arousal).

Finally, Jen stepped out of the car to the pavement.  My wife is beautiful, but on this morning, she took my breath away.  She looked stunning with her long blonde hair softly rolling off her shoulders and down her back, the black body-hugging wrap dress, the black hose and high heels.

Jen always dressed up on her dates with Doug.  Just like he always dressed up for her.  When I left Jen this morning, barely 2 hours ago, she was in a loose top and yoga pants, no makeup, and her hair was in a ponytail.  Now she was dressed to impress, looking like a super model.  All for another man.  Had she drove Anna to school dressed like that?  Of course, she had to, Jen had dropped off Anna probably 30 minutes ago, there was no time to go back home, get dressed, and be here.  What did Anna think seeing her mommy dressed up like this, with daddy at work?  Jen seemed to think Anna was too young to notice things, but I thought she was wrong, Anna was a smart kid and she noticed a lot.  And what did the other parents and teachers think?

Jen glanced down at her phone.  I imagined she was texting Doug and he told her he was already in the room.  So rather than go into the lobby, she headed directly to Room 69 to join her lover.  I imagined her high heels click clacking on the pavement as she walked.

A moment later my phone buzzed.  It was the clerk from the hotel, Billy.  The text said “She’s here.”

I paid Billy $100 each time to tell me when Jen was here.  I also paid for room 68 and everything else to see and hear into room 69.  

A few minutes later I was in room 68, watching and listening to Jen with Doug.  They were on the bed, kissing.  But it wasn’t the fervent uncontrolled kissing of first-time lovers.  They had been seeing each other for months.  So, while they were still passionate, their hookups were more relaxed and unhurried.  They knew each other, they knew what each other liked, and they knew they had time.  So, as they kissed they talked too.

“I missed you,” Doug told Jen between kisses.

“I missed you too,” Jen said back.

“How were the holidays?” Doug asked.

“Our friend – Joey – he’s like Mike’s brother—he was so sweet growing up, but now he’s going through a thing, like he wants to see how many girls he can sleep with,” Jen said.

“All guys go through that.”

“I don’t think Mike did,” Jen said.  Doug laughed.

Jen pulled away, a curious smile on her pretty face.  “What?” she asked.

“No offense to your husband, but that doesn’t surprise me,” Doug said with a grin.  

“So?  I don’t want a player for a husband.”

“This is not about being a player,” Doug said.  “Let me give you an example.  He just got home yesterday, right?  Did you have sex?”

“I told you I wouldn’t,” Jen said.

Doug smiled hearing that.  “Thank you,” he said, kissing Jen’s lips.  “I don’t like thinking about you with Mike.  I know he’s your husband but I can’t help the way I feel.”

“Well, you asked me not to have sex with Mike last night, so I didn’t,” Jen said.  “But what were you saying about players?”

“I’m saying it’s not about being a player,” Doug said.  “Let me ask you.  Did Mike want to have sex last night?”

“Yes.”

“And you told him no?”

“Yes.”

“And he was okay with that?”

“Well, I wouldn’t say he was okay with it ....”

“But he went along with it,” Doug said.

“Yes.”

“That’s what I’m saying,” Doug said.  “If Nancy tried to tell me no, I’d say fuck that.  I’d throw her onto the bed and fuck her.  Not that I want to.  Nancy’s not like you.  But you get what I’m saying.  Honestly Mike needs to put his big boy pants on.”

Jen laughed.  “You shouldn’t talk about Mike that way,” she said.

“You laughed,” Doug pointed out, grinning at her.  “You’re not exactly defending him.”

“It was the way you said it,” Jen said.  “Anyways, can we stop talking about Mike?”

Jen was on her back and Doug was lying next to her, on one elbow so he was looking down at her.  “I like when you wear these dresses,” he said, talking about her wrap dress.  He took the strap at her waist and pulled.  The knot came apart and the dress opened, revealing Jen’s body.  “I get to unwrap you,” he said as he stared at her bra covered tits, thong panties, garter belt and black stockings.  “God you’re so fucking sexy,” he gushed as his eyes took in her tight sexy body.

He caressed her breasts, tracing his fingertips along the lace of her expensive bra.  “Anyways, why do you care about Joey?” he asked, continuing their conversation.

“I just don’t like Joey hanging out with those college sluts,” Jen said.

Doug laughed.  “You sound jealous,” he said.

Jen frowned at him but didn’t reply.  I knew that part of her well.  Jen didn’t like confrontation.  She was passive aggressive.  If she didn’t like the way a conversation was going, she would just stop talking.

“So how was New Year’s?” Doug asked.  

“Same old, but fun.  My neighbors flirt a lot.  They’re major touchy feely.”

“I hope you slap their faces.”

“No way.  I like it,” Jen said with a laugh.

Doug frowned.  “I’m not sure I like other men touching you Jen,” he told her.

“Oh, now you sound jealous,” Jen said grinning at him.

“Well, I am jealous,” Doug told her, the frown still on his face.

Jen’s grin turned into a soft smile.  Looking into his eyes, she said “I like that you’re jealous.”

Doug’s frown turned into a hesitant smile.  “I like you like I’m jealous,” he said softly as he looked back into Jen’s eyes.  He rolled onto Jen and she opened her legs, welcoming him.  They reached down between themselves.  Jen worked on Doug’s pants, and Doug worked on pulling Jen’s thong to the side.  Then Jen guided Doug into her.  He took her bare, without a condom.

I watched as they made love.  It could only be called making love, as while their sex was passionate and as they both approached orgasms it became frenzied, for most of the time they were kissing and tenderly touching each other, and whispering sweet nothings that I wasn’t able to hear.

After cumming they held each other for long moments, still coupled, Doug’s cock still inside her, joined as one person.  Doug rose up onto his elbows.  His was still on top of her and they were still connected by his cock, but now his weight was off of her and he was able to look into her beautiful face.

“Do you ever think about the future?” Doug asked as he tenderly moved a lock of Jen’s blonde hair off her pretty face.

“Like what?”

“Like you and me,” Doug said.

Jen looked startled.  She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t take her eyes off Doug’s.

As if wanting to ease the tension of his question, he joked “We would make a good looking couple.”

“We would,” Jen agreed and they both laughed.  As I listened, I knew they were right.  Jen was the most beautiful girl I have ever met, and Doug was probably the most handsome.  They would make a very good-looking couple.

“So, have you ever thought about it?  You and me?”

“Well, when you’re inside me like you are now, and after you’ve just made me cum, I think about you,” Jen joked.

Doug grinned at her joke.  “Come on, be serious.  I’ve thought about it.”

“Okay, I admit, I’ve thought about it,” Jen said.  “But what’s the point?  You’re married.  I’m married.  We both have kids.  Let’s be honest.  Nancy’s your provider and Mike’s my provider.  If it’s you and me, who would work?”

Doug laughed.  “That’s true,” he conceded.  “Nancy and Mike can work while we fuck.  Life doesn’t suck.”

“Exactly,” Jen said with a laugh back.

“Okay, but, do you ever play what if?” Doug asked.  “Like, if we met in college, do you think we would’ve ended up together?”

Jen looked seriously at Doug.  “Doug baby, you have to realize something,” she said in a soft voice.  “Mike is really sweet.  He is.”

“Yeah, I get that, he’s a good guy,” Doug said.  “But back then, do you think you would’ve picked me over him?”

“I guess ...,” Jen began, and she turned her face away from Doug’s.  For a long moment she didn’t say anything.  Finally she said “I guess Mike’s lucky I didn’t know you back then.”
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I was shaking as I listened to Jen talk to Doug.  I couldn’t believe what was happening.  I felt like my world had become unglued.  

I’d been watching them for months by now.  I knew their relationship was deepening.  Not just hookups but lovers.  Not just lovers but friends.  Not just physical but emotional too. But I never imagined their relationship had grown so much.  I never knew Jen had gotten so attached to him.  Would she really have picked Doug over me in college?  

I was devastated.  She had destroyed me.  My eyes were welled up with tears.  I felt my life was over.

I watched as they made love again.  I watched as Jen came on Doug’s cock again.  I watched as Doug began to cum, and Jen threw her arms and legs around him to urge him to cum inside her.  To fill her with his semen. 

This time Doug pulled out quickly, even while he was still cumming.  “Give me your hand,” he said.  Jen grinned like she knew what he had in mind.  She gave him her left hand.  

With one hand, Doug took her hand.  With his other hand, he held his cock against her wedding and engagement rings.  He pumped his shaft so the last of his ejaculation hit her rings.  Her rings were wet with Doug’s sperm.  Jen laughed and joked “Mike definitely would have been in trouble if I knew you back in college.”  Doug laughed too and he pulled her to him, and they kissed as they horse played.

I realized it was getting late.  They’d been together for hours.  Doug hurriedly showered and dressed to pick up his kids from school.  They shared tender kisses and then he was gone.

I expected Jen to jump into the shower.  After all she had to pick up Anna in 30 minutes.  With afternoon traffic she would just make it.  But instead, Jen took her time.  She stood up out of bed.  She fixed her stockings.  She stepped back into the 5-inch-high heels that had come off during their lovemaking.  She brushed her hair and touched up her makeup.  What the fuck was she doing?

My question was quickly answered.  Jen walked to the door that connected room 69 to room 68.  This time I was able to hear the click clack of her high heels on the floor.  She opened her side of the door.  Then to my shock, she opened my side of the door.  Someone had unlocked it.  She calmly stepped into my room and looked at me.

As she looked at me, she said, “Anna’s fine.  Callie’s picking her up from school.  And I just want you to know ... I forgive you for spying on me.”

My mouth opened in shock.  What was going on?  What the fuck was going on?

Jen got down onto her knees and pulled off my pants.  “I guess you didn’t bother to take off your pants since you can’t play with yourself, right?” she asked.  I didn’t respond.  My head was still spinning.

“You’re not hard,” Jen said, looking at my cock through the pink tube.  It was like last night.  I was aroused but the hard plastic prevented any erections.  Jen touched the small part of my shaft that was outside the cage.  “This part is hard,” she said.  “But not the part in the cage.”

“Jen, do you love Doug?” I desperately asked her.

My wife grinned at me.  “Mike, I knew you were in here watching.  And listening,” she said.

“So, you were just acting?” I asked hopefully.  “Doug was in on it too?”

“No,” Jen said.

“What part no?” I asked desperately.  “That you were acting?  Or Doug was in on it too?”

“Both parts.  I wasn’t acting.  Doug didn’t know you were in here.”

“You said I was lucky you didn’t know Doug in college!” I said.

“You were lucky,” Jen said.  “Doug is a major cutie.  He would’ve been serious competition for you.  I probably would’ve broken up with you to go out with him.  But I’m pretty sure we would’ve ended up together anyways.”  Jen softly kissed me on the lips.

But I pulled back, not wanting her “pity” kiss.  “You’re only pretty sure?” I angrily hissed.

“It was a long time ago Mike,” Jen said.  “How can anyone be absolutely sure about something like that?  I’m just being honest.”

I grabbed her left hand.  “You let him cum on your rings!” I cried out.  The diamond of her engagement ring and her yellow wedding band were still wet with Doug’s sperm.

“I knew you were watching,” Jen said.

“You laughed when he did it!”

“I knew you were watching,” she said again.

“I’ve seen him do it before!” I yelled.  “You let him do it before!  Did you know I was watching them?”

“Mike ...,” she began, clearly trying to be patient.  “Men fuck me without a condom.  Joey fucks me without a condom.  They cum inside me.  Why does it matter if cum gets on my rings?  I wash them.  If you hadn’t seen it, you’d never know.”

“And what was that about Joe?” I said accusingly.  “You did sound jealous!”

“I’ve known Joey as long as you,” Jen said.  “I’ve been intimate with him.  Would it be terrible if I’m a little jealous?”

“He’s like my fucking brother Jen!” I said with exasperation.

“And that’s why you get off on me fucking him,” Jen said back.  

I stared at her for long moments.  Then I roughly threw her onto the bed.  I pushed Jen onto her back and got on top of her.  “I need to fuck you!” I told her.  “I need it!  Take off the cage!”

“No Mike,” Jen said firmly.

“Jen!” I cried in desperation.

“I just gave you your biggest fantasy,” Jen pointed out.  “You said you wanted me to cheat on you.  You said you wanted to feel like my lover was better than you.  You said you wanted to feel like you were losing me.  I just gave you all of that.  And now you want to break your promise?  The promise you gave me just last night?”

“Jen ...,” I said weakly.  I was confused.  I needed sex.  But my body was confused too, because while I needed sex, I wasn’t able to get hard.  Everything was fucked up.

At that moment the door opened.  I turned and saw the hotel clerk walk in.  Billy, the young kid with the greasy hair and pimple face.  He looked at Jen.  She was naked, she wore only the garter belt, stockings and heels.  

Jen didn’t try to cover herself.  She let Billy look at her.

“Wow,” Billy said as he leered lustfully at my wife.  Then he looked at me and saw my cock in the pink cage.  “Dude ... wow,” he said.  He looked sorry for me.  The mother-fucker looked sorry for me!

Jen got up from the bed.  She closed the door and locked it.  Then she took Billy’s hand and stood with him in the middle of the room.  They both looked at me.  Jen’s eyes were on my face.  Billy’s on my cock in the pink cage. 

“I won’t force you Mike,” Jen said.  “You have a choice.  Either you suck off Billy, and I’ll help you.  Or he gets to fuck me in my ass.  Without a condom.  And he gets to finish in my mouth.”

“Jen ... what?” I said, my head spinning from everything.

Jen turned to Billy.  She took off his shirt.  I saw he had a muscular chest and arms.

Getting on her tip toes in the high heels – Billy was taller than her – she wrapped her arms around Billy’s neck and kissed him.  She kissed this pimply faced boy!

Jen and Billy fondled each other as they sucked face.  Billy’s hands were everywhere – on her tits, her ass, between her legs.  Jen was exploring too, caressing his chest and arms, and rubbing his cock over his pants.  

Finally Jen pulled away from Billy.  She was breathing hard and she had her cum face on.  “See Mike?  I’m serious.  Either you suck off Billy.  Or I’ll let him have my ass.”

“How is this not forcing me?!” I cried.  I did not want this punk kid to touch my wife!  I did not want his pimple face to kiss her!  I did not want his greasy hair to touch her perfect skin! My wife was a goddess and he wasn’t good enough for her!  She was going to give him ass-to-mouth?  Allow him to soil her perfection?  No way!  NO FUCKING WAY!

Jen came to me.  She put her hands on my arms.  “We’ll do it together,” she promised in a soft voice.  “I’ll show you how to do it.  I’ll teach you.”

I felt defeated. Exhausted.  Resigned to it all.  “Okay,” I finally said, my voice weak.

Things happened fast.  Jen kept Billy standing in the middle of the room.  She got on her knees in front of him, and she made me get on my knees too.

“Giving a man a blow job is the most submissive thing a girl can do,” she told me, quickly turning into her role as my teacher.  “Especially if you do it on your knees.  That makes it even more submissive.  You’re saying to the man that he’s the master.  I know you’re submissive, just like me, right?”

I didn’t answer and Jen didn’t push it, because we both knew I was.

“You start by running your hands over it, like this,” she said, running her palms over Billy’s crotch.  “And like this,” she said, scrapping her nails over his crotch.  “You do it.”

I hesitantly reached for Billy’s crotch.  I put my hands on it.  I did as Jen did a moment ago, running my palms over it, then my fingertips.  “You see how he’s not hard yet?” Jen asked.  “But he’s growing?”

I nodded.  I did feel Billy’s cock getting harder in his pants as I rubbed him.

“It’s such a thrill to make a man hard,” Jen told me, almost giddily.  “But take his cock out before he gets all the way hard.  Otherwise it’s hard.”  With a giggle she added, “To get his cock out, I mean.”

I hesitated, and Jen said, “Come on Mike.  I’ve done it for you a million times.  You’ve seen me do it to other men a million times.  Take off his pants.”

I hesitated a moment longer.  Then I unbuckled Billy’s belt.  I undid the snap of his jeans.  Then I pulled down the zipper.  As I did, I felt his cock getting harder.  I curled my fingers into his pants and pulled down.  He didn’t wear underwear.  His cock popped out in front of my face.  I’d seen it before.  It was good size, especially since Billy was skinny.  You wouldn’t think a skinny boy like Billy would have such an impressive manhood.

“You need a little lube,” Jen told me.  She worked her mouth and then spit into her palms.  She took Billy’s shaft with both hands and stroked him.  “He’s getting really hard now.  This is a good time to give him a taste of what’s coming.”  As she stroked him, she flicked her tongue over his cockhead and then down the underside of his shaft. Billy moaned, but Jen didn’t seem to notice.  It was like it was just me and her in the room, and Billy was just a sex prop.  That made what I was doing easier.  

“Now you try,” Jen said.

I hesitated, then reached for Billy’s now-hard cock.  “Don’t forget the spit,” Jen reminded me.  With a glance at her, I worked my mouth like she had done, then spit into my hands.  

I took Billy’s cock in my hands.  I stroked him.  “Do you feel how heavy it is?” Jen asked.  “How solid it feels?”

“Yes,” I said honestly.  My throat was so dry my voice was hoarse.  

Jen moved close, her lips almost touching my ear.  She whispered into my ear “Your little cock doesn’t feel that way, does it?”

I groaned and lurched over.  My head spun with cuckold lust.  I was in deep cuck space.

“Now put it in your mouth,” Jen told me.  

This was it.  The moment of putting a man’s cock in my mouth.  I’d gotten close before.  But never actually to give a man a blowjob.  

How would Jen feel about me, after seeing a cock in my mouth?  It was her fantasy, I knew that.  But would she still respect me?  Would she still see me as a man?

I felt even more vulnerable with my own cock in a cage.  It was like I didn’t have a cock.  I was about to put Billy’s big cock in my mouth, and I didn’t have a functioning cock myself.  It was almost like I was a girl.

“Jen,” I said.  “If I do this.  If you see me do this.  Are you going to freak out about me?  You know what I mean?”

Jen came up close to me.  She pressed her body against mine, hugging me.  She knew what I was asking, even though I was being cryptic with Billy right there.  She whispered in my ear, “In all the world, you’re the only one I want to do this with.  You’re the only one Mike.”

Her words made me feel better.  They made me feel special to her.  

“Do it Mike,” she urged me.  “Put his cock in your mouth.”

After another moment’s hesitation, I opened my lips wide, and took Billy’s cock into my mouth.  Next to me, I heard Jen moan.

“Oh god, yeah,” she moaned, almost like she was having an orgasm.  “So good.  That looks so good.”

Billy was big and it felt like having a thick sausage in my mouth.  He instinctively moved forward to get more in my mouth, but it was too much too soon, so I did what I’d seen Jen do many times.  I put my hand around the root of this shaft to slow him down.  Billy got the message and he stopped pushing.  Still it was a lot of dick in my mouth.  About 4 inches of thick cock.

“Suck it,” Jen said next to me.  “Use your tongue.  Lick him up and down.”

I did what Jen said.  With Billy’s cock in my mouth, I licked the underside with my tongue.  I found that I could lick only so much with my head stationary.  So I moved my head back, sliding my tongue along his underside as my movement pulled his cock out.  Then, when just his cockhead was in my mouth, I moved forward, taking more of his shaft into my mouth.

“Oh yeah baby, that’s how you do it,” Jen moaned next to me.  “Now suck him when you do that.  Press your lips tight, and when you move back and forth, suck him.  And your tongue, keep rubbing your tongue against his shaft as you move in and out.”

It wasn’t hard to press my lips around Billy’s shaft because he was big.  I already had my mouth opened wide.  So pressing my lips around it to make a seal wasn’t too hard.  

I moved back, and then forward, again.  This time I sucked as I did it.  Billy seemed to like what I was doing because I heard him moan.  He groaned “That feels fucking good.”

Jen took the back of my head, pulling my hair to control my movements.  “Now pull all the way out,” she said, pulling my head back.  Billy’s cock popped out of my mouth, although I was still holding his shaft with my hands.  Billy’s cockhead was right in front of my face, just a couple inches from my lips.  I realized my lips were wet from what I was doing.

“You’re doing a good job baby,” Jen said encouragingly.  “You’ve got Billy worked up.  See?”

I did see.  Billy’s cock was steel hard now, and he was leaking pre-cum.  “Move his cock to your cheek,” Jen urged me.  “Wipe his pre-cum on your face.”

I tried to pull back at that, but Jen held me firm with her hand at the back of my head.  “Come on Mike,” she urged.  “You know how hot that is when a girl does that.”

“I’m not a girl Jen!” I hissed.

“You know what I mean,” Jen quickly said.  

I wanted to get this over with.  So I moved my head forward a little.  With my hands around Billy’s shaft, I rubbed his cockhead up and down my cheek.  My cheek was quickly wet with his pre-cum.  “Oh yeah baby, that’s it,” Jen cooed next to me.  “You’re a dirty little cock sucker aren’t you?”

I glanced at her sideways but she was already pushing my head forward.  I took Billy’s cock back into my mouth, moving back and forth like before.  As  I bobbed on his cock, Jen moaned and said “Yeah, yeah, that’s it Mike.  Fuck Billy with your mouth.  Let him use your mouth like a pussy.”

Then she said “Look up into his eyes Mike.  You love that right?  When a girl looks up at you with her big innocent eyes as she’s got your cock in her mouth.”

I hated the way Jen kept talking like I was a girl.  But I did what she said, I looked up at Billy.  We made eye contact, me with his big cock in my mouth.  He grinned at me, and my cheeks burned with shame and humiliation.

“Tell him he has a good cock Mike,” Jen urged me.  “Tell him.”

Still looking up into his eyes, with his cock in my mouth, I said throatily to Billy, “You’ve got a good cock.”

Billy laughed, making my cheeks burn even more.  Jen though seemed to moan.

She moved close again.  She whispered hotly into my ear “I can tell you like this baby.  And you’re good at it too.  I knew you would be.  You suck good cock.”

Then she excitedly said to Billy, “Fuck his face Billy!  Fuck him hard!”

I felt Billy grab the back of my head and start pounding my face with his cock.  He pushed deep down my throat, and I wasn’t ready for it.  Jen saw and said “Don’t you gag Mike.  Don’t you dare.  Just take it.  Give into it.”

I managed to see Jen out of the corner of my eye.  She was on the floor, reclining against the wall.  Her long legs were open, and she was furiously rubbing her clit.  “Fuck his face hard Billy!” she urged him.  A moment later she came hard.

“Oh fuck!” Billy groaned.  “I’m gonna fucking cum!  Where do you want it?”

Even as she came down from her orgasm, Jen hurriedly moved towards us.  “Cum in his mouth!” she said excitedly.  Then to me she urged, “I want you to swallow it all Mike!  It might be a lot so get ready.  Hold it in your cheeks until you can swallow it.”

A moment later Billy came.  He did cum a lot and my cheeks ballooned out.  As I was swallowing, Jen pulled his cock from my mouth.  She rubbed his cock head against my cheeks so his last ejaculation splattered his semen on my face.  

“Oh my god you look so hot!” Jen gushed as she looked at my cum splattered face.  From somewhere she whipped out her iPhone.  She took a picture of my face.  Then she stepped back and took another picture that showed my cum-splattered face and my dick in the pink cage.
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For the next week, Jen didn’t see any other man.  I appreciated that, as I needed to come to grips with what I had done.  I think she sensed that, so she was extra loving to me.

“I didn’t like it,” I insisted one night in bed after we had put Anna down.

“You did Mike,” Jen said in a soft voice that wasn’t cruel at all.  “Once we started you didn’t fight it at all.  You liked it.  I think you’ve been curious for a long time.  It doesn’t make you gay.  I’ve fucked girls.  I liked it.  It doesn’t make me a lesbian.”

“But you got off on it,” I said.

“I did.  Think about it Mike.  This could add a whole new dimension to our game.  An exciting dimension.”

“I think I’d rather watch you fuck girls,” I joked sourly.  Jen laughed.

“What are you going to do with those pictures?” I asked her.  

“Don’t start,” Jen said with another laugh.  “You have so many pictures of me, and videos too, you have no right to deny me pictures of you.”

“You know the pictures’ already in the iCloud,” I said.

“So are my pictures, and videos,” she pointed out.  “So, I hope no one guesses our password.”

Our Apple password wasn’t the most secure.  It was annabanana.  “Maybe I should change it,” I said.

“Oh, now you think about changing it, when I’ve got blackmail stuff against you,” Jen joked with a laugh.  “Don’t change it.  I like it.  And who really cares about us anyways?”

Another night, Jen was feeling horny.  “So, what was it like, with Billy in your mouth,” she asked as she ran one of her manicured fingernails across my lips.

When I didn’t answer, she said, “Come on.  I answer all your questions.  Please, I want to know.”

“It was what you said,” I said after hesitation.  “It felt heavy and solid.  I guess I never knew big cocks felt that way.”

“I know, right?” Jen said with a grin.  “Did you like the taste?”

“It was ... musty,” I said.

“All men are musty,” she said.

“Am I that way?” 

“Yes, but not as much,” Jen said.

“So, I’m not a real man?”

Jen laughed.  “Now I know you liked it if you start saying things like that,” she said with a grin at me.  I couldn’t help but smile back at her.

“Did you like the taste of his cum?” Jen asked.

“Did you really just ask me that?” I said sourly.

“Oh come on,” Jen said.  “You’ve eaten me out after I’ve been with someone lots of times.  But this was probably more than you’ve ever had.”

“Yeah, I mean, I don’t know,” I said honestly.  “I didn’t like it.  But it wasn’t the worst thing.”

Jen laughed again.  “Do you know that’s what most girls say?” she said as she laughed.

“When Billy was in your mouth, and you were licking him ... did you feel the big vein running up his shaft?” Jen asked next.

“Yes,” I admitted.  

A delighted look came onto Jen’s pretty face.  “Wasn’t it an awesome sensation?” she gushed excitedly.  “I love men with veiny dicks!”

“You know you’re treating me like a girlfriend?” I said with a frown.

“Well, you are my best friend,” Jen said.  “And my husband.”

“But my dick’s not big and heavy.  It’s not solid.  It’s not veiny, or musty ....”

“No,” Jen agreed.  “That’s why your dick is in a cage.  That’s why you’re friend zoned.”

I stared at her.  “I’m surprised you haven’t let a real man fuck you,” I said bitterly.  “It’s been an entire week.  You haven’t had a real cock for an entire week.  Not even mine.  But then, my dick isn’t a real man’s cock, is it?”

Jen ignored the bitterness in my voice.  She hugged my arm and said “And tomorrow I let you out of the cage.  Are you excited?”

“Are you?” I shot back.

“I’m not going to answer if you’re going to be pouty face,” she said.

“I’m not pouty face,” I insisted.

“Yes you are,” Jen said with a laugh.

“Are you excited?” I asked again.  “Tell me the truth.”

“Okay then, well ...,” Jen began.  “I’m interested.  Curious.  But sexually excited?  No.  The idea of having sex with you doesn’t excite me.  And before you get all pouty face, I know that’s exactly how you want me to feel.”

I couldn’t disagree with her, because she was right.
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The next evening after putting Anna to bed, Jen unlocked the lock and took off the cage.  I was definitely aroused, expecially after kissing and fondling before she took off the cage.  But once the cage was off, I wasn’t hard.  My cock wasn’t entirely soft, but it wasn’t erect or even half firm.

“Hmmm,” Jen said as she looked at my limp dick.  She took it in her hand and stroked me as she’d done a million times before.  Still, I didn’t get hard.  Jen put me in her mouth.  She tongued and sucked me.  That helped a little, but I was far short of an erection.

“Are you aroused?” she asked me as she stroked my half hard dick.

“I’m very aroused,” I told her.  “Maybe it just takes a while for muscle memory to kick in.”

“Does this feel good?” she asked as she stroked me.  She also lightly scratched the underside of my balls with the nails of her other hand, which she knew I loved.

“It feels ... so good,” I moaned.  My head was spinning with lust at having my dick fondled after 2 weeks in the cage and no simulation except the feel of the hard plastic shaft.

“There’s precum,” Jen observed, seeing the thin white liquid seep out of the hole of my cockhead.  

“Yes,” I agreed, seeing what she was seeing.

“Do you think you can cum this way?” she asked.  

“I’m not sure,” I said honestly.  I was majorly aroused, but inside it was like a slow burn instead of a raging fire.  I wasn’t sure if it was enough to have an orgasm.

“I can’t put you inside me,” Jen said as she stroked my limp dick.  “I can suck you if you want.”

“No, I’d rather we do this,” I said.  “I like talking.”

“Okay,” Jen said.  “What do you want to talk about?”

“You’re really not in love with Doug?”

“No.”

“What you said to him,” I said.  “You were leading him on.”

“We’re both cheating on our spouses,” Jen said with a laugh.  “I don’t think either of us has a moral high ground.”

“But it sounds like he wants to run away with you,” I said.

“Mike baby, Doug is a player,” Jen explained.  “He wants me because he can’t have me.  If I told him I wanted to leave you for him, he might do it just to prove he could.  Take me away from you.  But then he’d dump me and go on to the next girl.”

“So, you’re saying, if Doug was serious, then you would run away from him,” I said, my heart in my throat.

“Mike no,” Jen said with another laugh.  “I’m just answering your question.”

It took me a moment to try to remember what my question was.  Eventually I said “So are you going to keep seeing him?”

“I don’t know honestly,” Jen said, looking thoughtful.  “A big part of it was the cheating.”

“So you think it’s exciting to cheat?” I asked.

“Oh yes,” Jen said with a giggle.

“It that why you cheated with Joe?” I abruptly asked.

Jen’s smile disappeared.  She looked away from me.  Then finally she said “Probably yes.  And also because he was young and innocent.  And because you’re both so close, like brothers.”  She was silent for long moments, then she forced a grin and said “What can I say?  I’m sure I’m going to hell.”

“You’re not going to hell Jen,” I said with a deadpanned face and voice.  “God will want you with him.  He’ll want to fuck you.”

Jen laughed.  “Oh god, thanks a lot.  That makes me feel so much better.”

I grinned, and then got serious.  “I’m not mad about Joe.  I’m passed that.  It’s true what you said the other day.  I get off on you fucking Joey.”

“It’s okay Mike,” Jen hurriedly said.  “I know you forgive me.  But I still feel bad about things I’ve done.  I guess it’s my penance.”

I touched the fifty-five tattoo under her left breast.  “Do you ever think about Scott?”

Jen laughed.  “God you jump from one disaster to another,” she joked.

I grinned and waited for her to answer.  “Why should I think about Scott?” she said.  “I’ve got Cam.  And Blake and Doug.  Joey.  More if I worked at it.”

“You’re not answering my question,” I said. “I asked if you ever think about him.”

“Mike, come on,” Jen reluctantly said.  “Of course I think about him sometimes.  You probably think about Bitsy too sometimes, right?  But these are people we shouldn’t talk about.”

“You talked about him the other day,” I reminded her.

“I didn’t talk about him.  I said what he said once.  That’s not talking about him.”  She shook her head and said “God Mike.  I know where you’re going with this.  You are so freaking dangerous.”

“I’m just trying to cum,” I told her.  “Maybe I want things to be dangerous.”

Jen stared at me.  “You’re so freaking out of your mind,” she said with wonder in her voice.  Then she said tauntingly “You want danger?  Okay.  Cam keeps bugging me.  He wants me to visit him.  He wants me to spend the weekend with him.  Is that what you want Mike?  You want me to be Cam’s girlfriend for the weekend?”

I stared at Jen.  I was practically panting.  And suddenly my cock was hard.  “Yes, I want you to be Cam’s for the weekend,” I told her honestly.

Jen looked at my hard cock.  “Finally,” she said contemptuously.  She got on top of me and guided me into her pussy.  My thin, short cock slipped into her easily.

“I can barely feel you in me,” she spat out.  “This is why you’re friend zoned Mike.  You’ve got a tiny dick and you fuck like shit.”

“Why are you being so mean?” I asked her.

“Because you don’t know when to stop!” Jen said angrily.  “You don’t have any boundaries!”

“Getting me to suck off another guy is your idea of a boundary?” I said sarcastically.

“Mike, believe it or not, that was just you and me.  Billy was just a prop, it could’ve been a dildo.  You may have hated it, but it was just you and me.  But with you, it’s never you and me.  It’s always me and another man.  And you never know when to stop.” 

“Yeah Jen, put it all on me, it’s all my fault,” I said sarcastically.

“It’s not your fault!” Jen said.  “That’s what I’m saying!  I love it as much as you!  But I try to be good!  I try to have limits!  But you push and push!  And I’m afraid if I give in, I’ll like it even more!  Just like with Scott!  I’ll take it too far!”
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AFTER I CAME, WE CALMED down.  Jen washed my cock.  She did it lovingly.  She shaved me clean, removing the stubble that had grown.  She applied lotion down my crack to get rid of the hair too, making it a complete Brazilian.  I got hard again as she did all this.  Jen grinned at me and got out a measuring tape.  She measured me.  “Still 4 inches,” she said. “Almost 4 inches.  So, you haven’t shrunk yet.”

Jen went down on me and I came again.  Then she pulled out a box.  When she opened it I saw it was another cock cage.  It was like the CB6000S with a hard plastic tube, but this one was clear (not pink), and it looked shorter.  “I wasn’t going to make you wear a pink one,” she said.  “That was Scott.  I went along with it, but ....”

“Anyways, did you know they make custom ones?  The pink one’s too big for you.”

“It’s the smallest they make,” I said.  “That’s what the S stands for.”

“I know.  But they make custom ones,” Jen said.  She put it on me.  The pink one was 2.5 inches.  When soft I was about 2 inches, so I had a half inch of room.  This new one was 2 inches.  There was no room.  Even soft, my cock pressed against the hard plastic.  Jen locked it with the small gold lock.

“So, I have to wear this for a month?” I asked.

“Yes,” Jen said.  “No orgasms for a month.  Your little cock won’t feel anything but this plastic for a month.”

“I might have an even harder time getting an erection after wearing this for a month,” I said sourly.

“I guess then I’ll really need other men to satisfy me,” Jen said with a teasing grin.

“Is that why you want me to wear a cage?  So my dick will get smaller?  And I won’t be able to get hard?  So I’ll have no choice but to let you fuck other men?”

“You always have a choice Mike,” Jen said.  “But you won’t take it.  And honestly, I don’t want you to.  We both love the game too much.”

I had no response to that, as I knew she was right.

––––––––
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“HELLO?” JEN SAID HESITANTLY into the phone.  She was hesitant because the screen said it was Sam.  Sam was Mike’s best friend from college, the Best Man at their wedding, and also the asshole attorney who treated her like dirt during their divorce.

“It’s done,” Sam said briskly.

“It’s done?” Jen said, suddenly excited.  “It’s done done?”

“I think there’s only one definition of done, Jen,” Sam snapped.

Jen winched at the tone of Sam’s voice.  She was the kind of person who wanted to be liked.  She craved acceptance.  She hated that Sam hated her.

“Are you ever going to forgive me?” Jen said in a small, childlike voice.

“I just want Mike to be happy,” Sam said curtly.

“I want that too!” Jen insisted.

“And that’s why you sleep with other men.”

“What the fuck Sam!” Jen cried.  “Are you going to hold that against me forever?  What I do makes Mike happy!”

“It’s fake happiness,” Sam said.  “Temporary happiness.”

“How would you know?” Jen cried.  “You know what I think?  I think you’re jealous.  I think you wish you had a girl like me.”

“You’re crazy,” Sam scoffed.  But Jen heard something in his voice.  Was she right?  

“Whatever,” Joe said dismissively.  

“Yeah, whatever,” Jen repeated.  Changing the topic back to the main topic, she said, “So, what do we have to do to do this?”

“You both have to sign papers,” Sam said.  “Or, you could sign just yourself, if you want it that way.”

“No, I want us both to sign,” Jen said immediately.

“Whatever,” Joe said.  “Do you want me to talk to Mike?  To convince him to go along with this?”

“Um ... let me talk to Mike first,” Jen said.  “I think I know how to convince him.”

“Whatever,” Sam said again.  He sounded angry and defensive.  Jen wondered if she had hit a chord with him.  Was she right?  Was Sam a closet cuckold?  

“I’ll courier the papers to you,” he said, his tone clear he wanted to end this conversation.  

“Okay,” Jen said.  “And Sam?  Thanks for doing this.  And I hope that ... y’know ... I hope someday we can be friends again.”

––––––––
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See what happens next with Jen and Mike in Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace Book 13!
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