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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 12
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AS IT TURNS OUT, JEN didn’t spend the weekend with Cam.  She didn’t say she never would.  She just said she had to think about it before taking that step.

To be honest, I was disappointed.  I wanted to push the boundaries.  In retrospect, I loved what she did with Doug.  At the time I hated it, I was devastated by it, but now I craved more of the same.  I wanted to feel like a third wheel.  I wanted her to give all her attention to another man and ignore me.  I wanted her to crave another man’s body and cock, not mine.  I wanted her to be majorly crushing on another man, to the point of risking falling in love.  I wanted to feel like I might lose her.

Jen had created that for me with Doug as I listened and watched from room 68.  But now, knowing she’d been acting, it took away from the thrill.  Jen had never seriously considered running away with Doug, so where was the risk?  

Of course, I didn’t really want to lose my wife.  But I needed the danger.  Cam seemed like the perfect fix for my addiction.  Jen was attracted to him, and he clearly wanted her.  Her going away for the weekend and being his exclusive girlfriend would give me the danger and thrill that I craved while not being too risky to our marriage.  Ironically (or maybe predictably), the fact Jen hesitated because she feared it MIGHT be a danger to our marriage made me want it even more.
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A FEW DAYS LATER AT work, I got a text from Jen.  It said “Come to the hotel NOW.”  I knew what that meant of course.  I canceled all my afternoon meetings and took an uBer (rather than the train).  Still, it took almost an hour to get to the Swarthmore.  

I was wary going into the lobby to get the key for room 68.  It was the first time I’d seen Billy since going down on him.  He gave me a smug look that flushed my cheeks with humiliation and embarrassment.  But otherwise he took my money and handed me the key without rubbing my nose about what I’d done.

Inside room 68, I hurriedly turned on the sound and took down the picture.  But I was surprised.  Jen was with a man, but it wasn’t Doug.  He looked familiar though.  Then I remembered.  It was Wyatt, the farmer from the farmer’s market!

Wyatt was taller than Jen (and me), but not super tall like Blake and Doug.  He was barrel chested with a thick neck and massive arms.  He looked like a farmer.  He was dressed like one too, with a red flannel shirt, loose jeans and work boots.

Wyatt was young too.  I guessed he was about 25.  Cam was 25 too.  Jen was certainly going cougar for younger men.  

Jen wasn’t dressed like a super model, the way she was with Doug.  But she still looked super sexy with a tight sweater that molded around her little tits, a short wool skirt, black tights and black ankle boots.

They were on the bed, passionately kissing and petting.  They weren’t talking.  All I heard on the speakers were their moans and the sounds of kissing.

Their kissing was urgent and desperate, not easy going and comfortable like with Doug.  I guessed this might be Jen’s first time with Wyatt.

Wyatt frantically reached under Jen’s short skirt and tugged down her black tights.  He couldn’t get them past her ankle boots so they stayed there, like a rope tying her ankles together.

At the same time, Jen was hurriedly working on Wyatt’s pants.  She pulled out his dick.  I had a good view of it for a moment.  He wasn’t particularly long, but he was thick, and his cock was veiny.  It struck me that his cock was proportioned like his body.  His cock fit his body.

Jen brushed her long blonde hair to the side, then she lowered her head and took Wyatt into her mouth.  “Oh fuck,” he groaned as she took him into her soft sweet mouth.  He reached to her chest and grabbed at the bottom of her turtleneck, pulling it up.  Then he clumsily tried to unsnap her bra.  There his youth and inexperience showed, as he fumbled at the bra strap.  

Jen helped him.  She stopped sucking him for a moment, and reached behind to the snap.  She unsnapped the bra, and Wyatt immediately pulled it off, his eyes ogling her small, perfect, perky tits.  Jen went back down on him.  As she sucked him, Wyatt groped and fondled her ripe tender high school breasts.

Then Wyatt was on top of Jen.  I thought he was going to take her missionary, but then he flipped her over onto her hands and knees.  He straddled her legs, which were tied at her ankles by the black tights.  He yanked up her tight skirt and then thrust himself into her.  It bothered me that Jen didn’t ask him to put on a condom.

Wyatt fucked Jen hard and fast, fucking her like a dog.  Jen whimpered into the mattress, her fingers desperately clawing at the sheets. 

Their coupling didn’t last long, only about 5 minutes.  But Jen came on Wyatt’s cock.  After cumming, when she sensed he was close, she twisted around and finished him in her mouth.

Afterwards, they rolled onto their backs and giggled like little kids having done something naughty.  They laughed and joked around.  It was clear they were good friends.  I already knew that, as she always enjoyed talking to him when we went to the farmer’s market.  In fact, I remembered Wyatt’s fiancée (I think her name was Faith) getting annoyed because Wyatt was spending so much time chatting with my pretty blonde wife. 

I thought after their sex, Jen might want to quickly get dressed for modesty.  But instead, as they laughed and joked around, she pulled off her sweater the rest of the way.  Then, as they chatted, Jen reached down and unzipped her ankle boots.  She kicked them off and then finished pulling off her tights.  Then she reached to her side and unzipped her skirt and pulled it off.  Suddenly my wife was naked with this man I barely knew.  Naked!  And she seemed comfortable being naked in bed with him.  It made me doubt that this was their first time together.

My suspicious were confirmed as I listened to their conversation.  “That was more fun than fucking in the bathroom at the farmer’s market,” Wyatt said as he grinned at Jen.

“I don’t know,” Jen said with a grin back.  “Doing it in the bathroom when anyone might walk in was exciting.”

“You’re crazy,” Wyatt said with a laugh.  “People you know go to the farmer’s market.  Wouldn’t help your reputation if one of them walked in with you bent over the sink with my dick inside you.”

“That’s true,” Jen said with a laugh back.  “But what about you?  You’re getting freaking married on Saturday.  What if Faith walked in?”

Wyatt grinned.  He reached over and put this hand over Jen’s pussy.  “I just needed to tag this one more time before Faith makes me a honest man.”

“Tag me huh?” Jen said, grinning at his choice of words.

“Not you.  This,” Wyatt said, pushing a finger into her pussy.  Jen moaned as his finger moved inside her.

“If you keep doing you’re gonna have to tag me again,” she said.

“I plan on it,” Wyatt said.

Jen smiled at him.  She said, “Is that a promise or a threat mister?”

Wyatt laughed, and then they kissed.

“So, you’re really gonna be a honest man after Saturday?” Jen asked after they finally broke apart from kissing.

Wyatt eyed her with an intrigued smile.  “Are you saying you’d still be willing after I’ve got a ring on my finger?” he asked.

“I’ve got a ring on my finger,” Jen said with a  shrug.  “That hasn’t stopped me so far.”

Wyatt laughed and shook his head.  “Why do you do this?  Cheat on Mike?  He seems like a nice guy.”

“Mike is a very nice guy,” Jen said.

“So?” Wyatt prompted.

Jen shrugged again and said, “Let’s just say, I’m good at taking care of what I need.”

“So, Mike isn’t fireworks in bed?” Wyatt asked with a grin.

Jen laughed.  “Like I said, I’m good at taking care of what I need.”  Wyatt laughed too.

“What about you?  Cheating on Faith?” she asked.

“I love Faith but she doesn’t have your body,” Wyatt said as he cupped one of Jen’s breasts with his hand.

Jen arched her back so she looked like the centerfold in Playboy.  “My body’s better than Faith’s?”

Wyatt laughed.  “I didn’t know girls were into that shit.”

“Into what shit?”

“Competition with other girls,” Wyatt stared.

Now it was Jen’s turn to laugh.  “Are you serious?  Girls are very competitive.  It gets me hot fucking a man who belongs to another girl.”

Wyatt laughed.  “That’s wicked but I guess I get it.  Never fucked a married girl before.  Yeah, it’s hot, I get it.”

Jen ran her hands sensually down her body.  “So tell me.  Is my body better than Faith’s?”

Wyatt cupped and squeezed both Jen’s breasts and said, “Yeah.  Your body’s better.  And you’re prettier.  It’s not even close.”

Jen moaned as Wyatt betrayed his fiancée with his words.  “God I’m so hot, I need you inside me again,” she said desperately.

She got on top of Wyatt and guided his cock into her.  “I’ve got an idea,” she said as she slowly moved up and down on his hard shaft.

“What?”

“I should fuck you Saturday morning before the wedding,” Jen said with an excited, evil glint in her beautiful, blue eyes.  “And I’ll go down on you too, suck you off.  I wanna make you cum so much you won’t be able to get hard for Faith your wedding night.”

“Oh fuck you’re evil,” Wyatt said with a laugh in his voice.  He was clearly interested though.  “How would we do it?”

“Easy,” Jen said with a mischievous grin.  “Faith is staying at her parents the night before the wedding, right?  You’ll be alone in your apartment?  I’ll come over.  We’ll fuck all night.  I’ll suck you off one more time before you leave for the wedding.  Faith won’t be able to get you hard no matter what she does.”

Then Jen wrapped her arms around Wyatt’s neck, and they kissed as their fucking got more passionate and frantic.

After they finished, Wyatt hurriedly showered and got dressed.  He told Jen he was meeting Faith to go to dinner with her parents.  The guests were beginning to arrive for their wedding that Saturday.  

“Are you serious about what you said,” Wyatt asked as he was about to leave.

“Absolutely,” Jen said with that mischievous grin on her beautiful face again.

“What will you tell Mike?”

Jen shrugged.  “Let me worry about that.  So do you want to do it?”

Wyatt hesitated.  He looked uncertain.  He was processing all of this, cheating on his fiancée, betraying her with his words, and now considering Jen’s offer.  He was clearly torn, wanting to tag this sexy MILF again, but wracked with guilt over cheating on Faith.  Cheating on her right before the wedding!

“Let me think about it,” Wyatt said still looking uncertain.

“Is Faith wearing stockings under her wedding dress?” Jen asked.

“What?” Wyatt said, confused by the question.  “I don’t know.  She’s never worn stuff like that.  You know her.  She’s a tomboy.”

“But you think stockings and high heels are sexy, right?”

“Well, sure, every man does.”

“I’ll wear stockings.  And a garter belt.  And high heels.  Think about it Wyatt.  I’ll do for you what Faith won’t.”

Wyatt’s lips parted, clearly shocked by Jen’s offer.  But I could tell he was intrigued.  And interested.

“I’ll let you know,” Wyatt said, and then he rushed from the room.
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AFTER WYATT WAS GONE, I watched as Jen brushed her hair and brushed on lipstick.  It was the kind of lipstick that melted men’s hearts.  Or a married man’s resistance to cheat on his wife.  Then she walked through the connecting door to room 68.

“You made it,” she said smiling at me.  “I was afraid you wouldn’t see my text.”

“How long have you been fucking him!” I angrily yelled.

Jen pursed her lips at the anger in my voice.  She shrugged and said, “Since Thanksgiving.”

My eyes went wide.  “Since Thanksgiving?” I said with shock.

“I kinda thought you knew,” Jen said.  “The way you knew about Doug.”

“How would I know?” I asked.

“Mike, I flirt with Wyatt all the time.  In front of you,” Jen said.  “He delivers freaking vegetables to us every week.  We’re only 3 people, we don’t eat that many vegetables.  And Anna hates vegetables.  How could you not know?”

I stared at her, astounded.  “Who else are you cheating with?!” I said accusingly.

Jen smiled coyly and teased “Do you really want to know.”

“Tell me!” I demanded.  

Again, Jen pursed her lips at me.  “You know, you drive me crazy.  You say you want me to cheat on you.  But when I play the game like you want me to, you get mad at me.  You know I hate when you yell at me Mike.  I hate it.”

I stared at Jen but didn’t respond, silenced by her rebuke.  She was right of course.

“You didn’t answer my question.”

Jen shrugged but didn’t say anything.

“How did it start?” I asked her.  “With Wyatt?”

“If I tell you, are you going to yell at me?”

“I won’t yell at you,” I promised.

Jen stared at me, as if deciding whether to tell me.  Eventually she said, “It was the day before Thanksgiving.  I needed things for the dressing and the turkey, and you know how your father loves Brussel sprouts.  It was before I signed up for his weekly produce deliveries.  So, I went to the farmer’s market.”

“Was Anna with you?” I hissed.

“Mike ... no.  Of course not.  She was at school.”

“Okay.  Then what happened?”

Jen frowned at me, but she didn’t chastise me again.  She said, “So anyways, the market was mostly empty.  I guess everyone already bought what they needed.  I talked with Wyatt.  Flirted.  Then it happened.”

“You fucked him in the bathroom?” I asked.

“No,” Jen said.  “That happened later.”

“So, what did you do?  How did it start?” 

“I went into his stall,” Jen said.  “To where he stands, behind the produce display.  I got on my knees and went down on him.”

I gawked at my wife.  “And the market was still open?” I said with shock.

Jen grinned at me.  “Mike baby, Wyatt served some customers with his cock in my mouth.”

“Oh my god,” I said, the lust so powerful it hunched me over.  

“Is this turning you on?” Jen asked with a lopsided grin.

“Of course it’s turning me on!” I gushed.

Jen laughed at my exuberance.  “Are you hard?”

“You know I can’t get hard in the cage,” I said.

“Let me see,” Jen said.  She got down on her knees and pulled down my pants.  My cock wasn’t entirely soft, but there was no room in the 2-inch plastic tube to get hard.  My cock pressed against the hard plastic.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

“It doesn’t hurt,” I said.  “It’s like blunted arousal.  Like an ache.”

“You’ve got pre-cum,” Jen said, seeing the clear liquid seeping from my piss hole.  “Do you think you could cum like this?”

“I think if I did, it would be a ruined orgasm,” I said.  “Because you need simulation on your cock to make it feel good.  To feel pleasure. To have a real orgasm.  I can’t feel anything except the plastic against my cock.”

“Well, just 3 more weeks,” Jen joked with a grin at me.

“Thanks a lot,” I said sarcastically.  Jen laughed, and I couldn’t help laughing too.  A helpless laugh.

“But it calms you down, right?  Especially when we’re not together.  When I’m with another man.”

“Yes ...,” I said warily.  From the tone of her voice, I could tell she was up to something.

“Good.  Because you’ll need that Friday night.  And Saturday.”

“What?  Why?”

“You heard me and Wyatt talking.  I’ll be with him Friday night.”

“He hasn’t decided.”

Jen arched her back, posing like a Playboy centerfold again.  “We both know he’ll want me,” she said confidently.  “You heard what Wyatt said.  I’m prettier, sexier than Faith.  I feel sorry for her.  All their honeymoon when they’re fucking, he’ll be thinking about me, not her.”

I knew Jen was right.  Faith was pretty but a bit thick and muscular – no doubt a result of working a farm all her life.  She was average in looks, whereas Jen was off the charts.  Any man would pick Jen over Faith, and it wasn’t even close.

Still, I was bothered by what Jen just said.  And how flippantly she said it.

“Kind of harsh, Jen,” I said with a frown at her.  “That’s not like you.”

“I know.  God, I’m horrible,” Jen said with an embarrassed laugh.  “It’s because of Steph.  The cuckquean stuff.  It kinda gets me hot cucking Steph.  And now I guess it’s the same way with Faith.”

“Okay, I get it.  I’m wired the same way, on the reverse side, so I get it.  And I’m not gonna go all moral on you, because I was the one encouraging you to get Wyatt to cheat on Faith.  With you.  But your plan’s to be with Wyatt Friday.  Why do I have to worry about Saturday, too?”

“Because after I fuck Wyatt all Friday night, I’m going to their wedding,” Jen announced with a grin.  “Without you.  You’re not going.”

“I’m not?” I asked.  This was happening fast and my head was starting to spin.

“No, you’re not,” Jen said.  “But I’m not going alone.  I’m going with a date.”

“A date?” I said dumbly.  “Who?”

“With Cam,” Jen announced.  “I’m going to Wyatt and Faith’s wedding with Cam.  He’s my +1.  Not you. Cam.”

“Ugh god!” I said, hunching over again with cuckold lust.  With cuckold pain, and angst.  She was doing it.  She was making me feel like a third wheel.  Picking another man over me.  

“But everyone goes to the farmer’s market,” I pleaded with my heart pounding in my chest.  “A lot of people we know will be at the wedding.”

“Probably,” Jen said with a shrug.

“So how can you go with Cam?” I asked with exasperation.

Jen laughed.  “Mike, don’t worry, I can handle myself,” she said.  “I’ll introduce Cammy as an old friend.” 

“How can he be an old friend?” I asked.  “He’s only 25.”

“Ha ha.  That’s true.  I guess I better work on my story.”

“Jen!”

“Mike, don’t worry,” Jen said with another unconcerned laugh.  “I’ll be good.  And Cammy’ll be good.  But you’ll be here, all alone by yourself, and you can think about Cam’s hands under the table touching my legs, and us dancing really close together, and maybe stealing a kiss in a dark corner, and holding hands.  Do you think people will talk if they see 2 old, platonic friends holding hands?”

“Oh god Jen!” I groaned.  I felt like I was going to explode.  But still, my cock was not even half hard in the cage.

“And then, after the reception, I’ll bring Cammy home, and you can watch him fuck my brains out,” Jen said with a grin at me.  “And you know what else?”

“What?” I said, the one word coming out like a strained, tortured moan.

“If you go down on Cam,” Jen said with an evil, excited grin on her beautiful face.  “On your knees, if you suck off Cam.  I’ll let you out of the cage.  3 weeks early.  And I’ll let you fuck me.”

Then with a sparkled in her beautiful blue eyes, she added “That is, if you can get hard.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2
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Jen spent Friday night with Wyatt.  She got home around 10am Saturday morning.  That was unusual, sleeping over with a lover in this second iteration of our playing the game.  But as she said to me before going over to Wyatt’s, “I’m gonna take all of Wyatt’s horniness so he won’t want Faith at all.”  Looking ashamed and with an embarrassed laugh, she added, “I know I’m going to hell, but I can’t help it.  It’s Blake and Steph’s fault.  They’ve turned me into a cuckcake.”
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WHEN JEN GOT HOME SATURDAY morning, she was exhausted and looked a mess.  She looked beyond “just fucked.”  She truly had fucked Wyatt all night long and this morning to take all of his horniness.  He wouldn’t desire Faith at all tonight after the wedding.  He probably wouldn’t even be able to her an erection for his new bride.

We had arranged for Anna to spend an overnight with one of her friends in the neighborhood, so I was able to devote my full attention to Jen once she got home.  

I was tender with Jen, helping her to undress.  The sexy lingerie she’d worn for Wyatt – lacy bra and thong panties, matching garter belt, and silky stockings – were gone.  I wondered if Wyatt kept them as souvenirs (and if he did, where the hell would he hide them?).

Jen’s lips and nipples were swollen.  Clearly, they had sucked face a lot, and Wyatt had thoroughly enjoyed her perfect little high school breasts.  

Despite the abuse her body had taken from Wyatt, I didn’t see any marks other than the puffiness of her lips and nipples.  Probably, Jen had told Wyatt not to leave any marks.  Not to preserve the unblemished beauty of her body for me, her husband.  But to keep her body pristine for today.  For Cam.

The realization that Jen had been thinking about Cam last night, even as Wyatt pounded her pussy (and probably her mouth too) sent a tidal wave of cuckold angst through my body.  I was intensely aroused, even though the cage forced my cock to remain soft.

Somehow, Jen’s shiny black stiletto high heels were still on her feet.  I took them off, and saw her feet were swollen from wearing the heels all night long (clearly Wyatt had told her to keep the heels on as he did what he wanted with her body).

I rubbed moisturizing lotion on her feet and began massaging her soles, rubbing the flat of my thumbs along her arches.  I gently pulled apart and stretched her little toes the way I knew she loved.  

“Feels so good baby,” Jen sighed in a sleepy voice as I massaged her feet.

Even though my actions were out of love, touching Jen’s feet was making me even more aroused.  I had a major foot fetish, and my wife’s feet were so pretty and sexy.  Tiny, narrow feet with soft unblemished skin and the prettiest toes.  My cock was sparking with embers that were white hot but not able to erupt into out-of-control flames – not able to get hard – because of the hard plastic cage.  I needed an orgasm!  I needed release!  I needed to be a MAN! 

“Jen, take off the cage!” I told her.  “I need to fuck you!  It’s only fair!  Wyatt had you last night!  Cam’ll have you tonight!  It’s my turn!  I’m your husband!  It’s only fair!”

“No, no Mike,” Jen said sleepily.  “I’m too sore.”  With a giggle, she added, “Too much Wyatt last night.”

I looked between Jen’s legs.  Her pussy lips were red and swollen, and they gaped open.  Milky fluid was seeping out.  I knew it was Wyatt’s sperm.  The big farmer had definitely plowed Jen’s pussy last night, and planted his seed.

“Jen, you’re on the pill, right?” I asked urgently.  I knew some days she forgot to take her birth control.  “You’re taking it every day, right?”

“Um, let me think,” Jen said, looking off in the distance like she was trying to remember.

TRYING TO REMEMBER?!!! SHE DIDN’T KNOW?!!!

Then Jen giggled.  “I’m just teasing baby.  Don’t worry.  I’m being a good girl.”

I began breathing again, but the lunacy of “being a good girl” didn’t escape me.  Somehow in the years we’ve been together, “being a good girl” had morphed from being my faithful wife and reserving her charms for me only, to letting other men do what they wanted with her body, but taking a little pill each morning to keep them from getting her pregnant.

This was madness!

This lifestyle – our game—was madness!

Yet I was lost – consumed – in cuckold lust!

“Jen, please, take off the cage!” I begged.  I wanted to be a man, I wanted to fuck my wife like a man, and I knew begging wouldn’t help my cause.  But I couldn’t help it.  I needed to cum!

But Jen denied me.  “No Mike,” she said firmly even through sleepy eyes.  “I told you what you have to do.”

Yes, Jen had told me what I had to do.  I had to get on my knees in front of Cam.  Take out his cock.  Put his cock in my mouth. And give him a blow job.

“Once you said Cam’s too gorgeous to have his dick in another man’s mouth,” I scoffed bitterly.

“I did?” Jen said with a laugh.  “I don’t remember.  Anyways, I’m sure Cammy’ll make an exception for you.  You know ... so I’ll think even less of you as a man.”

“Jen, god ...,” I groaned, lurching over in agony.  Jen could say such horrible, hurtful – delicious things.

Jen spread her long shapely legs and pushed my head down.  “Go down on me, baby.  Maybe me cum,” she urged.  “An orgasm will help me fall asleep.  I need my beauty sleep to look pretty tonight for Cammy.”

“Jen ...,” I said, pulling my head away.

“Do it Mike,” she said firmly.  “I’m too tired to sit on your face.  You love me, right?  And you’re my cuckold, right?  So do it, Mike.  Now.  Do it.”

I hesitated a moment longer.  Then I lowered my head and moved my lips to Jen’s well-used pussy.  Milky fluid was still seeping from it.  I didn’t want to do this.  But I forced myself to extend my tongue and eat out my wife.  I knew I was eating Wyatt’s sperm but Jen was right.  I was her cuckold husband.

“That’s it, baby, just like that,” Jen cooed as I slowly aroused her.  It took some time, because Wyatt had taken all of HER horniness after an evening and morning of non-stop fucking.  Eventually though, Jen moaned and her body tensed, and a ripple of orgasmic pleasure flowed through her sexy, tight body.  

A moment later, she was asleep. 
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CHAPTER 3
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Jen woke up a few hours later and was renewed and energized.  It was like she was a new woman.  The puffiness of her lips and nipples where gone, and her pussy looked almost back to normal.  Cam would never suspect she had spent last night and this morning getting her brains fucked out by the groom (and taking all of his horniness from his soon-to-be new bride, thereby ruining their first sex as a married couple).

Luckily, Anna was napping, so I was able to focus on my wife.

I watched as Jen carefully rolled the stockings up her long shapely legs. Then she pulled the stocking tops taut as she attached the snaps of her garter belt. She was dressing for Wyatt’s wedding. 

“Are you going to keep seeing Wyatt after he gets married?” I asked her.

“Are the seams straight?” Jen asked me, turning so her back was to me.

“Perfect,” I said, looking at the delicate black seams running up the back of her long legs. My eyes lingered on the lacy stocking tops, the way they were stretched by the garter straps, and her shapely, toned thighs above. For a moment I thought about how garter straps stretched stockings and could even ruin stockings – the same way a big cock stretched and could ruin a girl’s pussy.  At least for the girl’s husband or boyfriend, if he had a small dick (like me).

I forced myself to refocus on the hear-and-now.  “So?” I pressed.

Jen turned to look at me to answer my question. “Is it terrible he’ll be hotter to me after he’s married?” she said with a helpless smile. “That’s part of Doug’s appeal too. And Wyatt will be a freaking newlywed.  A newlywed, Mike, cheating on his new bride.  How is that not super hot?”

“So, you like taking married men from their wives?” I asked.

“I like getting happily married men to cheat,” Jen said, correcting me. “And I’m not taking them away. If they desire me more than their wives, how is that my fault?  But I’m not trying to break up anyone’s marriage.”

“I actually think that’s very hot,” I said, running my hand up the inside of her thigh. Jen smiled at me. “Do you think Doug’s really happily married?”

“Happily? I don’t know. I do think he’ll never leave Nancy,” Jen said with certainty. “She makes his life too good.  Financially.  She’s his sugar momma.”

“Why did he talk about running away with you?” I asked.

“Doug’s like me,” Jen explained. “He gets off on taking happily married girls away from their husbands. He wouldn’t really do it. Run off with a girl. He needs Nancy too much. He gets off on knowing he could.”

I looked questioningly at Jen. “How do you know all this?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Jen said with a shrug. Looking thoughtful, she said, “It’s just what I think. Sometimes when I’m playing, I say things and see what happens. But I’ve been with Doug enough that I know that’s what he likes.”

I stared at Jen. Was that why men desired her so much? Because some how she was always able to figure out what each man wanted, and she gave that to him? God I loved her so much!

I watched as Jen put on a strapless, pushup shelf bra. The bra gave her more cleavage and just barely covered her nipples.

Then she wiggled into her dress and stepped into high heels. It was an off the shoulder dress that had a daring plunging neckline. It shown off her cleavage (enhanced by the pushup bra) to perfection, and it wouldn’t take much to tug down on the dress and expose her nipples. It was very short, revealing most of her sexy stockinged thighs and making her long legs look like they went on forever, especially in high heels. Also, the satiny material of the dress hugged her tight body. It wasn’t entirely scandalous for a wedding in fashion-conscious NYC, but I knew she’d be turning a lot of male heads.

“You look ... amazing,” I gushed. Seeing her dressed up like this always amazed me. She looked like a super model, a famous movie star going to the Oscars. The fact she was dressing this way for another man burned me inside. That delicious cuckold angst I loved so much.

“You think Cammy will like it?” Jen said with a grin at me. She had begun calling him Cammy again, her nickname for him. I remembered how he called her T, after her text name, TinyDancer. I had gotten upset he had hijacked the nickname I gave her, but now that seem like so long ago. Cam seemed safe now compared to Blake, Doug, Joe and even Wyatt. Time and distance often soothed anxieties and concerns.

(Shameful promotion from the Author: I’ve written a 3-book series called Tiny Dancer that follows a college couple’s young cuckold romance.)

I noticed Jen wore 4-inch, not the extra high 5 inch, high heels. “You’re not wearing your Giant Man high heels.”

“Giant man?” Jen said with a laugh.

“You know, the Avengers movie. With Thanos.”

“I didn’t see the last Avengers movie.”

“Not the third movie,” I said. “The second one. The one with Spider-Man.”

“Ooookay ...,” Jen said with another laugh.

“You saw it,” I reminded her. “We saw it together.”

“Um, yeah, sure baby,” Jen joked. “I definitely remember. It was like the second coming of Casablanca.  That guy is kind of hot though.  You know, the one with the big stick?”

“You mean, Thor?  It’s not a stick.  It’s a hammer.”

“I bet I could have a lot of fun with Thor and his ... hammer.”

“Jen, seriously?”

Jen laughed.  “I’m joking Mike.  I remember the freaking movie.”

I frowned at her. Whatever.

“But anyway – why the shorter heels?” I asked again.

“These aren’t exactly short,” Jen said, referring to her 4-inch stilettos. “But Cam isn’t as tall as Doug.”

“So, it doesn’t bother you that you’re taller than me in 5-inch heels?” I asked.

Jen laughed. “Other men fuck your wife, and that’s what you worry about?” she said with a grin. “But probably it turns you on, that I’m taller than my cucky husband. Right?”

I didn’t answer. But what she said made me burn inside. Both because she didn’t think about my feelings when she wore those higher heels. And also because she was right.

“Have you told Cam I know about you and him?” I asked.

“Not yet,” Jen said. “I’ll tell him today.”

I nodded slowly. “How are you going to handle today?” I asked. “When people we know see you with Cam? I think Blake and Steph are going.”

“They are. Alicia and John too. And some other neighbors.”

“So, how are you going to handle it?” I asked with growing anxiety.

“I’ll tell the truth,” Jen said. “I’ll tell them we’re friends from the gym. Cam’s a political blogger and everyone knows I’m a politics freak. Cam happened to be in town, and you happened to be traveling, so Cam’s my date. Not my date date—they’ll know what I mean. Just platonic buddies hanging out.”

“Do you really think they’ll think you’re just platonic friends?” I asked skeptically. “Especially wearing what you’re wearing.”

“Ha. Probably not. I’m sure they’ll be rumors,” Jen said with a grin at me.

“Rumors? Jen ... you don’t wear that dress for a platonic friend. You wear that dress for a man you’re planning to fuck.”

“No Mike. That’s how men might think. But girls are different. Girls dress for girls. And anyways, I bet you want people whispering things about me and Cam.”

I frowned. “Jen – I get it, that’s part of the fun, it’s exciting taking it to the edge,” I said. “But what about Anna? What if the rumors get back to her?”

“She’s only 3, Mike,” Jen said.

“She won’t be 3 forever,” I said, pressing. “And she notices things.”

Jen pursed her lips as she processed my words. “It’ll work out Mike. I’ve actually been working on this. I’ve been talking to Sam.”

“Sam? Really?” I said, shocked. Sam was my best friend from college.  Sam and Jen had a chilly relationship since we got back together. Sam blamed Jen for our breakup and divorce, despite my telling him repeatedly it was 50/50. The fact that Jen actually talked to Sam on her own stunned me. “What did you talk about?”

Jen began playing with the buttons of my shirt. It was something she did when she was nervous. “It’s something I need to show you. Telling you won’t be enough. I want to show you. So can we do a to be continued on this?”

“When will you show me?” I asked. Now I was extremely curious.

“Tomorrow. I’ll show you tomorrow,” she promised.

“Okay,” I said. I wanted to know. But I could wait until tomorrow.

At that moment the doorbell rang. It was the driver. Jen had arranged a private car so they wouldn’t have to worry about drinking and driving, or getting uBers. The plan was for Jen to pick up Cam at the Newark Amtrack train station and then go from there to the wedding.

Jen moved to me. She played with the buttons of my shirt again. “You’ll be okay by yourself?”

“Yes,” I said.

“This is what you want, right?” she asked.

“It’s exactly what I want,” I assured her. “I wish you could be open with Cam tonight. You know. Really be his girlfriend today.”

Jen laughed. “I’ll do my best,” she said with a grin at me.

Then she pressed her body against me. Not in a sexual way, but a loving way. “Can you do something for me baby?” she asked in a sweet voice.

“What?” I asked.

“You know how you’ve shaved down here?” she asked, putting her hand over my cock (which was in the cage). “I want you to shave everywhere.”

I frowned at her. “Everywhere?” I asked. I wasn’t a hairy man. But I had some hair on my legs (mostly my calves), and my underarms of course.  “Why?”

“I just want this,” Jen said, pressing her body against me again. “I don’t know why. The thought turns me on. And I want to tell you, you look good. You’ve lost weight and I’ve noticed. You look good. I’m sorry I don’t tell you enough.”

“Thanks,” I said with a big smile. What she said made me feel good. I had been running lately, and watching what I ate. I was back down to the weight I was in college, when I first met Jen.

“Can you do something else for me too?” Jen asked. “Can you shave this off?” she said, touching my beard. “I love it. Maybe I’ll want you to grow it back someday. But when I think of you – like in my head, when I think of you – you don’t have a beard. You’re that sweet boy I met in college. I want you to be that Mike again.”

“Well, okay,” I said hesitantly. This was all a lot to process. But if that’s what she wanted, I was willing to go with it. The biggest thing was shaving my cock and ass, a full Brazilian. I’d done that years ago, and continued to do it. Once a man does that, this other stuff wasn’t that big a deal.

Jen kissed Anna goodbye. Our 3-year-old toddler had woken up from her nap and gushed about how pretty mommy looked. Then Jen was off to pick up Cam at the train station.

I fed Anna a snack and packed a small overnight bag for her. She was going to stay with our babysitter, Callie, the high school grad who lived a few blocks away. “Why is mommy dressed so pretty, daddy?” Anna asked as we drove over to Callie’s. At only 3 years old, my daughter still had a squeaky voice.

“She’s going to a wedding,” I said.

Anna thought about that for a moment. She pursed her lips, and when she did she looked just like her mother when she didn’t like something. “But then why aren’t you with mommy?” she asked looking bothered.

“Well, mommy went ahead,” I told our precocious toddler. “Then I’m joining her. That’s why you’re staying with Callie.”

“Oh okay,” Anna said. She looked relieved, like everything made sense in the world again.

I felt guilty for lying to Anna. But it wasn’t really a lie. I would be joining her mother later. Just not at the wedding. Back at our house, when Jen brought Cam home.
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JEN GRINNED AT CAM as he got off the train and approached her on the platform. Her timing had been perfect. She had to wait only a few minutes for his train to arrive.

Cam looked incredibly good. He was in a suit and dressed for the wedding, just like she was. He looked so handsome and strong, like he’d just stepped out of the cover of a GQ magazine. God, he looked hot!

“My god you look so fucking fuckable!” Cam gushed as he approached Jen, giving her an up and down look. He moved to hug and kiss her but Jen took a step back.

“Calm down cowboy,” she whispered. She nervously glanced back and forth. “I don’t live too far from here. Someone might see us.”

“So, why’d you invite me then?” Cam said with a frown at her, clearly miffed.

“Cammy baby, we talked about this,” Jen said soothingly. “I’m all yours tonight, but we just have to be discreet about it. But I’m really happy you’re here. God you look so good. I’ve really missed you.” At that moment, Jen realized how much she had missed the younger man. She’d been occupied by Blake and Doug, and her husband of course. But Cam was special to her, and being with him here in front of her, she was remembering that.

“I’ve really missed you too T,” Cam said, using his pet name for her. It made Jen smile and feel warm inside.

“Come on,” Jen said with a laugh, taking his arm. She led him to the private car in the parking lot.

Once in the car, Cam was all over her. “Cam baby, stop,” Jen said, looking nervously at the driver who was spying on them in the rear view mirror.

“Hey buddy, raise the privacy screen, okay?” Cam said to the driver. The driver nodded and raised the privacy screen. At that moment Jen realized something about Cam. He didn’t want the driver to see them. He didn’t want to share her. He wanted her all to himself. It was so different from Mike. She couldn’t help feeling good about that. She loved the game. But sometimes it felt good for your man to be possessive about you. Mike wasn’t like that. He was willing to share her body with other men. He was willing to share her heart with other men too.

Cam pushed her down onto the soft bench seat. He pushed up the skirt of her dress. In what seemed like a single motion, he pulled out his cock and also tugged her thong panties to the side.

“No Cam,” Jen warned, breathing hard. “I can’t go to the wedding looking freshly fucked. We’re supposed to be platonic friends.”

“Fuck that,” Cam said as he pinned Jen to the seat. Frustrated with the close confides, he jerked off her thong panties, ripping the delicate lace with a single powerful jerk. Then, to Jen’s surprise, he stuffed the ruined panties into her mouth, stopping her from talking. Then he pushed himself into Jen, penetrating her married pussy.

Cam fucked Jen hard, making the car rock side to side, and she didn’t resist. In fact, she loved it. She realized again how much she missed Cam. He was so young, so virile, so powerful! She missed the way he fucked. He was all about physicality, he made the freaking car shake!

Afterwards ... after Cam made her cum. After Cam came himself and flooded her pussy with his semen. After she was snuggling in Cam’s strong arms as they drove to the wedding, with her skirt still up around her waist and her ruined panties on the floor. Jen couldn’t help comparing Cam to her husband again. Cam was so powerful, so assertive, such a MAN. He took what he wanted. He didn’t take no for an answer. If he wanted to fuck his girl, he fucked his girl. He didn’t take no for an answer.  There was no putting Cam’s cock in a cage (not that Jen would ever want to do that).

Mike was so different. Her husband was sweet and gentle. He deferred to Jen. He would never push things if she said no. Mike was the Me-Too movement’s wet dream. It was almost like Mike and men like Cam were a different species.

They arrived at the wedding, a down-to-earth (yet elegant) church in the suburbs of New Jersey. Cam moved to get out of the car, but Jen stopped him. “Cammy, wait,” she said with a half laugh. He was such a guy! He didn’t realize she couldn’t enter the church looking like she looked.

Jen straightened her stockings and then pulled down her skirt, adjusting it. Then she made Cam hold her little compact mirror as she fixed her makeup and hair. There was nothing she could do about “under her skirt,” not here in the back seat of the car. Her panties were ruined, she’d have to go without. Her pussy was wrecked. Cam always did that to her, he was so freaking big and physical. Her body still tingled from their sex, and she teetered somewhat in her high heels. And she knew she’d be leaking Cammy all night. Actually, the thought made her shiver with renewed desire.

They got out of the car, leaving Jen’s forgotten ruined thong panties on the floor of the back seat.  After they were out of sight, the driver picked up the panties and pressed them to his nose, savoring Jen’s scent.  He stuffed the panties into his pocket.  Later that night when he was in bed, he would jerk off with Jen’s lacy panties wrapped around his hard cock.  

As they walked to the church, Cam tried to hold Jen’s hand but she pulled away. “We have to be discreet baby,” she whispered. “I can’t walk into this church holding your hand. There are people I know there.”

Cam didn’t like her answer, but after just nailing her in the car he was more accommodating. They walked into the church standing close together but not holding hands.

Still, they were noticed. They were both too beautiful and hot not to be noticed. And a lot of people knew Jen, so rumors immediately began to fly about how she was with this handsome young man instead of her husband Mike.

Jen thought the wedding ceremony was beautiful. Although, really, that’s what people said about all weddings. But honestly, Jen barely noticed the ceremony. She was too focused on this hunk of a man sitting next to her. God she had missed him! And then when he put his hand on her knee, she barely had the will power to push his hand off. She wanted him! She was wet for him! And it wasn’t just because she was full of his cum.

At the reception she was immediately approached by Steph. “Who is Mr. Hunk?” she asked excitedly. “Where’s Mike?”

“Calm down Steph,” Jen said with a laugh. She began the lie she would tell many times that evening. “He’s my bud, a DC politico. Mike’s away for work, so Cammy tagged along to keep me company.”

“Cammy huh? He’s keeping you company?” Steph said with a grin. “I’ll tell you, Blake is insanely jealous right now.”

“Ha ha. Well, tell Blake Cam’s my bud. If he wants to be jealous, he can be jealous of Mike.”

Steph laughed. Then she whispered “I don’t think my husband has any reason to be jealous of Mike when it comes to you. You like comparing me to you.  The same thing’s true comparing Mike to Blake.  And comparing Mike to your Mr. Cammy.”

Jen didn’t answer but she smiled at Steph.

Then Steph whispered again. “I know what’s going on. You owe me Jen. Come over tonight after the reception. You get Blake. I’ll get your Cammy.  Mike can even watch if he wants.”

Jen bristled at Steph’s words. “His name is Cam, and he’s not available,” she hissed.

Despite Jen’s rebuke, Steph couldn’t help grinning inside. Jen was clearly jealous and possessive about Cam. Clearly Jen was fucking this young stud, no matter what she said.

At that moment Cam walked up with 2 glasses of champagne. He handed one to Jen. The other was his, but being the perfect gentleman, he offered it to Steph. 

“Hello,” he said, giving Steph a dazzling movie-star smile. “I’m Cam.” He offered his hand to Steph.

“Hi. I’m Stephanie,” Steph said with a flutter, taking his offered hand. Her cheeks flushed with being so close – and touching the hand – of such a gorgeous young man.
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JEN WANTED TO DANCE with Cam all night. But she knew she couldn’t. So, when Blake asked she danced with him. 

“Who is he?” Blake asked. It was a slow dance, so Jen had her arms around Blake’s neck and he had his arms around her waist. Still, being among people they knew, they kept a respectful distance.

“He’s my bud, Cam,” Jen said. “An old friend.”

“He’s not old enough to be an old friend,” Blake said with a laugh. “What, did you baby sit him?”

Jen laughed.

“So what? Have I been replaced by a punk kid?”

Jen looked around the dance floor. It was dark and no one was looking. She moved her hand to Blake’s crotch. She rubbed his cock through his pants up and down. “Does this feel like you’ve been replaced?” she asked with a grin at him. It was only for a moment and Jen pulled her hand away before anyone could see.

Blake grinned lecherously at her. “I can make you cum harder than him,” he said.

Jen grinned back at him. “Is that a threat or a promise, mister?” she teased.

“He’s your lover?” Blake asked.

“I take the fifth,” Jen said.

“Where’s Mike?”

“He’s traveling for work,” Jen said.

“I saw him this morning.”

“He’s flying out tonight.”

“Jen sugah, I think you’re lying to me,” Blake said skeptically. “But anyways, Mike’s okay with you here, with another man?”

“I think you know the answer to that,” Jen said with a laugh.

Blake frowned. “Can I tell you? I’m not good with that,” he said. “You being here alone with your Cammy friend.” Blake put as much distain into “Cammy” that he could.

“Oh, now you’re being possessive?” Jen said with another laugh. “I seem to remember you wanted to give me to John.”

“You seemed all for it at the time,” Blake said.

“Really?” Jen scoffed. “Do you really think I’d give Alicia the satisfaction of letting her husband fuck me?”

Blake laughed. “I don’t blame you. John’s a loser.”

“I don’t mind John,” Jen said. “It’s that bitch Alicia I don’t like.” 

Blake laughed again. “This is why I love you Jen,” he said. “You’ve got spirit. You’re feisty. Come over tonight.  It’ll be fun. Mike can watch if he wants.”

“You’ve got it all wrong Blake,” Jen said. “Cam’s just a friend.”

At that moment Cam approached. “Mind if I have the next dance?” he asked politely.

“This dance isn’t over yet,” Blake hissed with a glare at Cam.

But Cam moved in front of Jen, shoving Blake out of the way. He pushed Blake so hard the older man lost his balance and almost fell down. “Oh sorry, my bad buddy,” Cam said, pretending to be polite. Blake glared at Cam and then stormed away.

“Oh my god you so dissed Blake,” Jen said with a laugh.

“I don’t like him,” Cam said. He frowned at Jen. “You were dancing pretty close to him. Are you fucking him?”

“You’re jealous!” Jen said with another laugh, delight in her voice. She was having SO much fun!
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A LITTLE LATER, THE groom Wyatt approached Jen. She gave him a congrats hug. “So, you’re married,” she said. “Faith’s made you an honest man.”  Her eyes were smiling teasingly at him, knowing the cock of this “honest man” had cum inside her multiple times last night and this morning.

Wyatt gave her a mischievous grin back.  He whispered, “I’m not sure when my dick’s gonna work again.”

Jen laughed.  “What?  Your new bride’s not gonna get any tonight?”

“You’re seriously a bitch,” he joked.  They both laughed.

Wyatt looked her up and down. “Can I tell you how hot you look?” he gushed. “Don’t you know it’s against the law to look prettier than the bride on her wedding day?”

“Ha!” Jen laughed.

“I’m serious,” Wyatt whispered. He moved closer, pressing himself against her. Jen could feel his erection. 

“Seems like your dick’s working fine,” she said with a grin at him.

“For you,” Wyatt said.

“Not for Faith and her pantyhose and practical shoes?” 

“You are seriously evil,” Wyatt joked.

“You’re the one pressing your hard-on against me, with your new wife just over there,” Jen teased.

Wyatt grinned at Jen.  Then he stepped away.  “I better go,” he said.  “Faith doesn’t like me talking to you.”

“Does she suspect anything?” Jen asked.  A part of her hoped Faith suspected something!

“She asked what I did last night,” Wyatt said.

“What’d you say?”

“I told her nothing.  Just watched ESPN.  She asked if I jerked off.  We promised not to, so we’re extra hot for each other tonight and our honeymoon.”

“Oh.  Sorry.”

“Yeah right, you’re really sorry,” Wyatt teased with a grin.  Jen grinned back.

“Don’t worry,” he said.  “I swiped a few of my dad’s Viagra pills.”

Jen’s eyes went wide with shock.  “Are you serious?”

“It’s the only way I’m getting hard for Faith, after what you did to me last night.”

“And this morning,” Jen reminded him.

“You are seriously a bitch,” Wyatt teased.  Jen laughed.

“I gotta go,” Wyatt said.  “I’ll call you when I get back from the honeymoon.”

Jen shifted slightly and pressed the point toe of her sexy high heel against Wyatt’s ankle.  “Yeah, call me farmer boy,” she said in a sensual voice.  “You can plow and seed me again.”

Wyatt gave Jen a lecherous smile back.  “So, you’re fertile?”

“Very fertile,” Jen said.  She moved a step closer and surreptitiously cupped this crotch with the palm of her hand.  He was still very hard.

“I like this tool of yours,” she said.

“You are so bad,” Wyatt said with an admiring smile.

“You have no idea,” Jen said back.  

Jen glanced over at Faith, who was surrounded by her bridesmaids. She was looking at them talking and didn’t look happy. 

“You better go,” Jen whispered to Wyatt.  “Have fun tonight with Mrs. Pantyhose and practical shoes.”

Wyatt rolled his eyes at Jen.  Then he turned and walked over to his new bride.
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AS WYATT LEFT, CAM approached her. “The groom crushing you too?” he asked.

Jen laughed.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“I guess I’m out of it,” Jen said, the laugh still in her voice. “When I was dating, we didn’t use that expression. Crushing a girl. You might be crushing on her. But not crushing her.”

Cam shrugged, not quite understanding, or caring.

“So, are you? Getting crushed by him?” Cam asked.

“He’s just a friend.”

“What about that Blake asshole?”

Jen laughed. “He’s just a friend too.”

“Then who are you fucking? I know you T,” Cam asked. “You’re not the kind of girl to go without.”

“I guess that’s a polite way of calling me a slut,” Jen said with a grin.

“You know what I mean,” Cam said.

Jen laughed. “Come on,” she said. She took Cam’s arm and walked to the front of the ballroom. The best man and maid of honor were giving their speeches.

Jen held Cam’s arm through the speeches. She liked holding his arm. He was so strong and confident, she felt safe when she held his arm. This was another reason she missed him, something she was only remembering now. Cam reminded her ... well, he reminded her of Scott.

Jen thought it was safe to hold Cam’s arm, even among all these people who knew her and Mike. It was innocent. Afterall, she had a lot of guy friends, her buds, and they were all platonic, it wasn’t out of the ordinary to hold their arms in public.

But people noticed. They all saw how scantily Jen was dressed. They all saw how young and handsome Cam was. And they all saw the chemistry between them. Their chemistry screamed “more than platonic.”

It got worse at dinner. People kept their eyes on Jen and Cam. They were the talk of the wedding. There was nothing overt. It’s not like they kissed, and they even sat a respectful distance from each other. But people noticed as they laughed and talked. Jen couldn’t help it. She hadn’t seen Cam in a while, and she was so happy to be with him again. She smiled constantly at him, smiling into his eyes. Once again, it was the kind of smile a wife should reserve only for her husband. People noticed the way Jen smiled at Cam.

People also noticed how Cam’s hand was always under the table. And they noticed Jen’s flushed cheeks. They correctly guessed that Cam was caressing Jen’s legs under the table. What they didn’t know was Cam had his hand up Jen’s micro short dress, and he was teasing her pantyless pussy. Jen was so wet she was afraid she was going to make a wet spot in her chair.

––––––––
[image: ]


AFTER DINNER THERE was more dancing. Jen sensed correctly that people were gossiping, so she made a point of dancing with other men she knew.

There were so many people she knew there, it was almost like one of their neighborhood parties. She danced with Blake and John and other husbands. Mostly than danced as groups rather than as couples. Jen loved dancing and the DJ was playing wickedly hot tunes. As she moved to the serious beats, her short dress rose and flashed her stocking tops more than a few times. Men who looked – and there were many – were able to see that the stockings were attached to garters.

The dance floor was packed, and Jen was surrounded by men she knew, most of them neighbors. They gradually closed in on the sexy Jen, and as they danced their bodies pressed against hers. Jen wasn’t dancing with just one man, but 3 or 4 at a time, she was sandwiched between them.

The men were free with their hands, taking advantage of the festive atmosphere and free flowing alcohol to touch her back, her arms, her stomach. The satin of her dress was delicate and ethereal, so it was almost like touching her skin. As they moved to the beat, Jen felt hands flash across her ass and breasts. Hands touched her thighs. Hands reached up her dress. Hands touched her lacy stocking tops and garter belt.  Jen didn’t stop them. She let the men touch her.

Jen was halfway drunk and having fun. She felt young and sexy.  She felt desired. She was happy.

On the other side of the dance floor, Steph and Alicia were watching Jen dance with their husbands and other men from the neighborhood. “Jen gets all the men,” Alicia scoffed.

“She’s just dancing,” Steph said, defending her cuckcake.

“With our husbands,” Alicia pointed out. “Doesn’t that make you mad? You of all people should be pissed. Jen fucks Blake but she doesn’t let you have Mike. How is that fair?”

“Honesty I’d rather fuck Jen than Mike,” Steph joked with a grin.

“Ha! I’d like to take a strap-on to that bitch,” Alicia said with a malicious grin back. “But seriously, you don’t want to fuck Mike?”

“I mean, yeah, he’s sweet, I like him, I’d like to do him once,” Steph said. “But he’s got a seriously small dick. No wonder Jen fucks other men.”

“Ha!  CNN boy has a tiny cock,” Alicia said with a delighted grin. “Actually, I’m not surprised. He looks like the kind of guy who would have a small dick.” Both Alicia and Steph laughed.
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JEN WAS DANCING WITH John (Alicia’s husband). Her back was to him, and they were dancing close, their bodies almost touching. John ran his hands down Jen’s sides, briefly brushing the sides of her breasts. Rather than stop him, Jen raised her arms and wrapped them around his neck, giving him full access to her body. John put his hands on Jen’s sexy flat stomach and pulled her close, so his erection was pressed up against her back. Jen definitely felt his hard manhood. The satin of her dress was so thin he could feel the muscles of her firm stomach flexing as she danced.

John’s hands traced down Jen’s sides, to her hips. She felt him rub his thumbs along the front of her upper thighs and she knew he could feel the straps of her garter belt. That was confirmed when he abruptly pressed his body tightly against her and hotly hissed into her ear, “You’re so fucking sexy!”

They danced like that, swaying to the music, their bodies pressed together. The dance floor was dark and crowded so probably no one noticed, but part of Jen hoped that Alicia was looking. She knew it would be so easy to have John. She knew John desperately wanted her. And she wanted Alicia to see that.

John’s hands began wandering upwards, and Jen sensed he was about to cup her breasts. She stopped him by turning around and stepping back. John looked disappointed, feeling like she had rejected him. But Jen still had a big smile on her face and was beaming at him, so he couldn’t help smiling back at her.

At that moment Cam approached. For a while they danced as a threesome, but then Jen turned towards Cam. Feeling his turn with Jen was over, John sulked away.
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IN THE BATHROOM, JEN had laid out her Venus razor. I knew how it worked. The blades were on a spring mechanism and surrounded by lubrication strips, so it was almost impossible to nick yourself. I had used it before, on my shaft and balls. I wondered why they didn’t make these types of razors for men.

Jen had also laid out sharp scissors, shave cream and a depilatory cream. Clearly my wife wanted me to remove all my body hair. She also laid out a moisturizing lotion.

I started with my beard. I used my normal razor for that. After I was done, I looked at myself in the mirror. The person who stared back was the Mike from years ago. A much younger Mike. This was the Mike who Jen had fallen in love with, and who she had married. It was also the Mike she had cheated on with his young friend Joe, and then had a deep affair with Scott – so deep she had left this Mike to live with Scott.

I shrugged all that away. It didn’t matter anymore. Jen and I were back together. We had Anna. I knew she would never leave me again.

I did my legs next. I used the Venus razor to get off most of the hair, and then the depilatory cream.

Then under my arms. The hair there was longer, so I started with the scissors. Then the Venus razor, and then the depilatory cream.

I didn’t need to do my chest or back, as I didn’t have any hair there. I had a little hair on my arms but it wasn’t noticeable, so I didn’t bother with it.

When I was completely done, my body was completely hairless (except for my head, of course). The process had taken a long time, well over an hour. I knew girls shaved their arms and legs all the time. Jen went for waxings, and that took a lot of time too. This all showed me how much time girls took to stay beautiful.

I rubbed the lotion all over my body. It felt good, first tingly, then calming, especially where I had shaved. The lotion had a faint scent of lilac and honey.

I looked at myself in Jen’s full-length mirror. I was standing naked in my bare feet. What I saw was a young man, looking younger than my 36 years. I was slim and toned, too, after all the running. My cock was in the hard plastic cage. Since it was small (only 2 inches) you could barely see it. The most noticeable thing about it was the small gold lock.

I ran my hands over my body, feeling myself. My skin felt soft and smooth. And looking into my mirror, I looked soft and smooth. I was in good shape too, my body firm from all the running. It was all, strangely ... erotic. My cock was soft in the cage, even despite the burning inside me.

And then I looked at my cock again. It was curved downward because of the shape of the plastic, making it look even smaller as I stood there in front of the mirror. I remembered what I thought about Wyatt, how his cock fit his body. I realized my cock fit my body, too.

I was slim.  My cock was slim.  I wasn’t big.  My cock wasn’t big.  

I wasn’t – and I had to admit this – I wasn’t a man like Jen’s lovers.  And my cock wasn’t manly.

My cock fit me.  It was who I was.
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“WHO WAS THAT?” CAM asked as they danced.

“I told you. John. One of my neighbors.”

“You were dancing pretty close,” Cam observed. He didn’t look happy about it. “What is this neighborhood of yours? Swingtown USA?”

Jen laughed. “Everyone flirts but it’s all harmless,” she said.

“And your husband lets you dance that way with your neighbors?” Cam asked.

Jen moved closer. As they swayed to the music, she whispered in his ear, “Cam I need to tell you something. Mike knows about us. He’s known from the start.”

Cam was surprised at first, then he laughed. “I figured that.  I thought something was up,” he said with a big grin.

“You’re not mad?”

“Why should I be mad? I told you. I’ve done it before with married couples.”

“He’s not really traveling. He’s at home. He likes when I go out alone with men. It gets him hot.”

Cam laughed again, shaking his head in wonder.

“I’ve really missed you Cammy,” Jen said, looking up into his eyes. “I’ve seriously missed you.”

“What about all the dirty dancing with your neighbors?”

“They were just warming me up for you,” Jen said with a grin.

Cam laughed.

“But remember what you said?” Jen asked. “You won’t try to break us up.  Me and Mike. If it gets too intense, the way it got with Erin, you’ll back away. Remember you said that?”

“I remember.”

“You promise to do that? Do you swear to god?”

“I promise T. I swear to god.”

“Okay then,” Jen said, grinning at him. She took his arm and said “Let’s go home. God I can’t wait to feel you inside me!”
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Mike’s heart was in his throat as Jen walked in with Cam. She was holding his arm and leaning into him. But seeing her husband, she immediately detached herself from Cam and came over to Mike. “Give us a moment, okay?” she said to Cam.

Then Jen walked Mike into the kitchen. “You’re okay?” she whispered to him.

“Yes, I’m okay,” Mike said, looking warily at Cam through the pass through. He whispered, “He knows I know?”

“Yes, he knows you know about us,” Jen said.

Mike’s insides clenched up when Jen used “us” to refer to herself and another man. It was always that way with him.

“How was the wedding?” Mike asked.

“People asked where you were,” Jen said. “They asked who was Cam.”

“What did you say?”

“I said he was my date,” Jen said.

Mike’s insides clenched up again. Jen sensed it and grinned. “My date with my platonic friend,” she added.

“Did they believe you?” Mike asked. He looked his wife up and down in her dress. The flimsy, satiny material barely covered anything. “In that dress? I bet you were popular.”

“You think so?” Jen teased with a coy grin. She wrapped her arm in Mike’s and leaned into him. It was almost exactly how she had been with Cam when they walked in together. “You did as I asked?” she whispered.

Mike nodded.

“I like this,” she said, smiling at Mike and rubbing his clean-shaven face. “I’ve got my sweet Mike back.” 

Then she pressed her nose against his neck. She breathed in. “You smell good baby,” she said, smelling the lilac and honey of the moisturizer. “Have you decided about tonight?” she whispered.

Mike knew she was talking about her proposal. He heard the excitement in her voice. If he went down on Cam, then she would take off the cage and let him inside her.

“How long will I be out of the cage?” Mike asked. If this was a deal, he wanted to know all the terms.

“All night,” Jen said.

“What about tomorrow, when you show me whatever you’re going to show me?”

“I’ve thought about it,” Jen said looking thoughtful. “I think I want you back in the cage. It’ll help make my point.”

“Your point?” Mike said, not understanding.

“I’ll explain everything tomorrow, Mike,” Jen promised.

“Okay ...,” Mike agreed. “As long as it’s after Cam leaves.”

Jen understood her husband’s anxiety. “Don’t worry Mike. Cam won’t see you in the cage.”

“You haven’t told him?” he asked.

“Of course not,” Jen said.

“Have you told anyone?”

“Billy saw it,” Jen reminded her husband.

“But have you told anyone?” Mike pressed.

“No,” Jen assured him. Then she admitted “Except Allie. I told Allie.”

Mike stared at her. Jen squeezed his arm and said “You know I tell Allie everything.”

“I should get back to Cammy,” Jen said. She handed him the key to the cock cage lock. “Take it off. Take off all your clothes. Then meet us downstairs.”

She turned to leave but Mike grabbed her hand. Jen turned back to her husband. “I want to do it first,” he said. “I want to get it over with.”

“You sound like you’re being a martyr,” Jen said with a grin. “I think you’re going to like this Mike.”

“I want to get it over with,” Mike insisted.

“Okay baby, we’ll do it first,” Jen said soothingly. She kissed her husband. Then she hurried back to her young lover.

––––––––
[image: ]


WHEN MIKE GOT DOWNSTAIRS to the basement bedroom, Jen was already making out with Cam on the bed. They were both still dressed.  Cam had his hands on Jen’s ass and she was rubbing his cock through his pants.

When Mike hesitantly walked in, Jen detached herself from Cam and moved over to Mike. He was wearing a robe. Jen undid the belt and slipped her hands inside. She caressed him up and down, and felt his hairless, smooth, soft body. “I like you this way,” she whispered, giving him a tender kiss. “It’s sexy.  I want you to stay this way.”

She moved her hands down and cupped his cock. He was out of the cage but soft. “Are you aroused?” she asked him.

“Yes,” Mike whispered back. “I guess it’ll take some time like last time.” He was embarrassed at not being able to get hard, but to be truthful it turned him on too.

“That’s okay, take whatever time you need,” Jen assured him.

Without asking, Jen pushed the robe off his shoulders, leaving him completely naked. She took his hand and led him to the bed. Mike reflectively held back. He didn’t want his wife’s masculine lover to see his hairless body. But he controlled himself and didn’t try to put the robe back on.

Cam was relaxing on the bed, like he owned the place. He was looking at Mike with a curious, amused look on his face. Cam was such a big man that he took up most of the queen bed. The bed seemed on the verge of collapsing from his solid, muscular frame.  Jen sat on the edge of the bed next to Cam. When Mike hesitated, Jen took his hand and urged him to sit on the bed next to her.

“Cam, Mike and I are exploring some things,” Jen said. 

Jen gave Cam a “just go with this” look. She could have explained things to Cam during the ride over, but what if he said no? She though it better to just do it, and then beg forgiveness later if Cam hated it.

Also, she kinda wanted the spontaneity of it. She found it exciting to live for the moment as far as the game went, and she hoped Mike would get into the spirt of that too.

But Jen needn’t have worried about Cam. He’d been with married couples before. And it was obvious what Jen intended, since Mike was sitting on the bed next to his crotch.

Cam didn’t see Mike as a threat. Mike was shorter and thin. Cam knew he could easily take him if things got out of control. Also, Mike had a slim body, was hairless, and his dick was soft and small – he almost looked like a girl.  Frankly, he was curious what it would feel like to have his cock in Mike’s mouth.

So, Cam casually put his hands behind his head and relaxed back against the headboard. “Sure, whatever,” he said with a grin. Jen gave him a dazzling, appreciative smile.

Then she said to her husband, “Go ahead Mike. You said you want to get it over with.”

Mike felt completely exposed and vulnerable being completely naked sitting next to Cam. The fact he was hairless and smelling like lilac and honey added to his feeling of vulnerability. He wondered if Cam noticed his hairless, freshly shaven and perfumed body.

“Can you start like last time?” Mike whispered to his wife. 

“No Mike, I want you to do it,” Jen said firmly. “Just do it exactly like last time.”

Mike looked warily at his wife. Then he looked at Cam’s crotch. He saw the man was pitching a tent. He avoided looking at Cam’s face.

Mike reached out and put his hands on Cam’s hard-on. He felt firm yet not hard, not yet. Still, his cock felt enormous. Mike softly rubbed Cam’s crotch. He rubbed back and forth with his thumbs. He felt it growing in his palms. He looked at Jen and she gave him an encouraging smile and nod.

Remembering Jen’s advice, to get the pants off before the man gets completely hard, Mike reached for Cam’s belt. He undid the belt and then the snap. Since Cam was wearing an expensive suit, Mike also had to deal with a button. Finally, he pulled down the zipper. Then he pulled down Cam’s pants. He wasn’t wearing underwear. Mike remembered that Billy hadn’t worn underwear either.  Who doesn’t wear underwear?  He didn’t have time to think about it as Cam’s cock popped out in front of his face.

Jen seemed to want to get involved in the action. She took Cam’s cock in her hands and rubbed it up and down. “Isn’t it so beautiful?” she gushed as it grew. His cock looked huge in her small delicate hands, and he wasn’t even fully hard yet. Jen swiped her tongue along it. She giggled and said “You might taste me baby. When you put this cock in your mouth.  Because Cammy’s already been inside me.”

Mike felt his insides explode at Jen’s words. They had already fucked? Where? At the wedding? His anxieties flared as he worried about whether people they knew noticed.

Then Jen was offering Cam’s cock to him. She had gotten him completely hard. She was holding him with both hands, and offering her lover’s manhood to Mike.

“Take it Mike,” she said excitedly with a husky voice. “Feel how heavy and solid he feels.”

Mike hesitantly took Cam’s cock in his hands. He wanted to get this over with. It was true. Cam’s cock felt heavy and solid, even more so than Billy’s. Cam was bigger than Billy. By a couple inches in thickness (he was at least 10 inches), and a little thicker. Mike’s mathematical head kicked it, telling him that Cam’s cock had more volume than Billy’s. Cam’s cock was more dense. He could fill up Jen’s pussy with that cock. Make her feel so full. Satisfy her. Reach places Mike couldn’t. Make her cum like Mike never could. With Cam’s big cock in his hands, Mike felt inadequate. He knew he was inadequate. Mike’s head was dizzy with cuckold lust. He was in deep cuck space.

“Let me,” Jen said. She worked her mouth. Mike knew what she had in mind, so he opened his hands. Jen dribble saliva into her husband’s palms. With that lubrication, Mike took Cam’s cock into his hands again and stroke up and down his hard shaft.
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“YOU FEEL THE BIG VEIN?” Jen said into my ear. She flicked her fingertip across the big vein running up the underside of Cam’s shaft. I nodded, looking at it. “Isn’t it sexy?” she asked.

How do you answer, when your wife asks you whether another man’s cock is sexy?

Jen unbuttoned the bottom of Cam’s shirt, exposing his washboard stomach. Cam’s cock and balls were shaved, just like mine. But he had turf from his cock to his belly button.

“See this?” Jen said into my ear. She was touching Cam’s turf. “It’s called a Happy Trail. Isn’t it so sexy?”

As Jen was saying this, she was touching my stomach, just like she was touching Cam at that moment with her other hand. But while Cam had his Happy Trail, I had nothing. It wasn’t a matter of shaving earlier. My body didn’t grow pubic hair the way Cam did. The way Jen was touching us both, it was like she was comparing us, and it made me feel even more inadequate. Cam had a happy trail. I wasn’t man enough to have a happy trail.

“It’s sexy, right Mike?” Jen breathed into my ear. She moved her hand to my cock. I was still soft but her hand still felt wonderful. “You think it’s sexy right baby?” she said again into my ear, and as she did, she caressed my cock. 

“Oh god ...,” I groaned at her touch.

“Lick it,” Jen said, her voice heavy with lust. “Lick Cammy’s happy trail,” she said as she pushed my head forward. Then my nose was in Cam’s pubic hair, what Jen called his happy trail. “Lick it Mike,” she insisted. I did want she said. I licked the hair from his belly button to the root of his cock. I was breathing hard. My heart was pounding. I licked Cam’s stomach, feeling the hard muscles of his abdomen, feeling the coarseness of his pubic hair.

“Open your mouth Mike,” Jen told me then. “Open really wide. Cammy’s freaking thick so you need to open really wide.” I did, I opened my mouth wide. Then with Jen’s hands over mine around his shaft, my wife guided her lover’s cock into my mouth.

My head was spinning with lust as my lips and tongue pressed against Cam’s manhood. God he was big. Thick. Heavy. I had to really open my mouth wide to take him in. His manhood felt so heavy, so solid, on my tongue. Yet, his skin was baby soft. A layer of softness over a thick rod that felt like steel.

Jen had her hands on the back of my head, her fingers interlaced in my hair so as to control my movements. She moved my head forward. Just a little bit, just enough for me to take in a couple of inches of Cam’s shaft. Then she moved by head back. “Remember to make a seal with your lips around his cock,” she reminded me. “And let your tongue rub that big vein of his. Press it against his shaft and let it drag across as he moves in and out.”

I was nodding my head even as Jen moved my head back and forth. She was gentle with me, not moving too fast or deep. But still I couldn’t get over the reality. I had a man’s cock in my mouth. Again. I was giving another man a blowjob.

“Suck in as he pushes in,” Jen said as she pushed my head forward, forcing me to take more of his cock into my mouth. She was pushing more into my mouth now, maybe half his cock. “Don’t gag Mike. Force yourself not to gag. Suck him into your mouth. Breath through your nose. Don’t breathe through your mouth, because then it won’t feel as good for him.”

Jen’s words, “feel as good for him,” rang through my ears. That was the point of this. To make the man – Cam – feel good. To give him pleasure. Everything was focused on giving the man pleasure. That’s what girls did. That’s what I was doing now. I wasn’t receiving pleasure from a girl. I was giving pleasure to a man.  I was acting like a girl.  With my body hairless and my small cock soft, with a big hard cock in my mouth, maybe at that moment, I was more girl than man. The realization made me burn inside.

Jen reached under me, to Cam. She took off his shoes and socks. Then she pulled his pants the rest of the way off. She did this while I continued to slowly bob on his cock.

Then Jen got behind me. She pressed herself against my back. She was still dressed so I felt the soft satiny fabric of her dress pressing against my skin. 

Jen caressed my arms, then wrapped her arms around me and ran her hands up and down my chest. God it felt so good! Not just her sensual touch, but her attention on me (instead of Cam) made me feel like she loved me. It made me feel like we were doing this together, and Cam was just a sex prop. It really lifted my spirits and made it easier for me to do what I was doing.

Jen cupped my flat breasts.  She squeezed and fondled them.  She rubbed my nipples with the flat of her thumbs.  Once again I felt like a girl, getting her breasts fondled as she went down on a man.  These feelings and thoughts made me burn inside.  I finally felt my cock begin to stiffen.

As I’d done the other time with Billy, I kept my hands around Cam’s shaft close to his root, to help control his movements. I didn’t want Cam to push too deep into my mouth. But then abruptly Jen took my hands off Cam’s cock. She held her hands over mine as she guided my hands to Cam’s naked legs. “Caress Cammy’s legs as you suck him,” Jen said. She moved my hands back and forth over Cam’s naked thighs. “Like how I do you,” she said. “Use your fingertips. A light touch. Caress him.”  

My head was really spinning now. Not only did I have Cam’s dick in my mouth, but I was caressing his legs. I was caressing his naked body.

“His legs are so strong, aren’t they Mike?” Jen cooed into my ear. “His legs are so solid.” As she said this, Jen moved my hands so my fingertips traced along the muscles of Cam’s legs. I definitely felt how hard his thighs were. They were like cords of steel.

“Sexy right Mike?” Jen whispered into my ear. As she did she moved her hand back to my cock. She fondled my half hard dick. 

“God, Jen ...,” I groaned as I continued to use my mouth to fuck Cam’s cock, and my hands to caress his thighs.

Jen smiled delightedly at my reaction. “You think Cam’s body is sexy, don’t you baby?” she asked.

Before I could say anything, Cam was reaching over me. He grabbed Jen and pulled her onto the bed with him. I looked up and saw they were kissing. As they sucked face, Jen was pulling off Cam’s jacket and shirt, and Cam was unzipping her dress. Within moments, Cam was fully naked and Jen had her dress bundled like a belt around her waist. They passionately kissed and fondled each other’s body while I continued to go down on Cam’s cock. As I did, his cock seemed to get harder in my mouth. I knew it was because he was kissing and touching my wife (and she was kissing and touching him). His cock was like steel, even harder than the muscles of this thighs.

Jen detached herself from Cam and moved back to me. She was panting from kissing Cam. She reached for my cock again. “You’re still soft.  A little harder, but soft,” she said. She didn’t say it cruelly, more like in wonder and surprise. In fact, having Cam’s cock in my mouth was kind of like a cock block. I sensed inside my body that that was preventing me from getting an erection, along with the lingering effects of being caged, even though I was super aroused.

I felt Jen caress my back. Like before it felt so wonderful! Then I felt her hands dive lower, to my ass. I felt her caress my hairless crack with her fingers, softly stroking from my balls, over my sandbar and then around my asshole. I moaned even with Cam’s big cock in my mouth. 

Cam seemed to get impatient. He pushed both me and Jen off the bed and onto our knees. A second later he was standing up and I was on my knees in front of him. With one hand he grabbed the back of my head. With his other, he aimed his cock and pushed it back into my mouth.

Then, suddenly, both his hands were gripping the back of my head, and he was ramming his cock into my mouth. He stuffed it in and pulled it out, in out, in out, really hard and fast. He was thrusting deeper into my mouth, hitting my throat. It was happening so fast, frantically, violently. He gripped my head tight, lacing his powerful hands in my hair for more control, preventing me from moving.

Cam rammed his cock into my mouth, over and over again. My nostrils flared out as I did my best to breathe. My hands flailed about, trying to stop the onslaught, but he was moving too fast and powerfully. I heard Jen say “Not so rough Cam!”

Cam eased up at Jen’s words. He let my head go and I pulled away. His cock fell from my mouth and I almost collapsed to the floor, but I held myself up with my arm. “God ...” I groaned, gasping for air. My eyes were watering and my jaw ached from the abuse. My lips, chin and neck were soaking with Cam’s juices and my own saliva.

Jen was down on her knees next to me. “Are you okay?” she whispered to me.

I nodded my head, but I didn’t feel okay. The only way to explain it, was I felt used.

“You didn’t bite him,” Jen said with approval. “That’s good. It’s hard not to bite when a man takes you that way. You did a good job baby.”

I didn’t say anything. “When a man takes you that way” echoed in my head. I didn’t know what to say.

“Do you see the difference now?” she asked.

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“The difference between Billy and Cam,” Jen whispered. “Billy’s a boy. Cam’s a man.”

I looked at Jen. I stared at her.

“You see the difference now, right?” she asked again. 

I thought about myself.  Slim.  Soft skin.  Hairless.  My small cock limp and barely noticeable.  On my knees.  Tall, muscular Cam, standing in front of me, his big hard cock inches from my lips.  

I whispered to Jen, “What am I?  If Billy’s a boy, and Cam’s a man, what am I?”

Jen gave me a kind smile.  It felt like a pitying smile.

She put her hand on my cock. “You’re still soft,” she said as she cupped by limp cock. “But I can tell you’re aroused. It’s in your face.” She motioned to Cam, who was still standing in front of me. “Keep going. Let Cammy finish in your mouth.”

Moments later Cam’s cock was in my mouth again. I moved back and forth on him, bobbing on his cock, with my hands around his shaft, my head and hands moving in unison as I’d seen Jen do countless times. Jen was right, I was aroused. I wasn’t gay, I knew I wasn’t. But still my head swirled with cuckold lust.

I felt Jen caressing me again. Caressing my ass, my crack. Then I felt something cold, and I felt Jen pressing her finger against my anus. I felt Jen penetrate my ass with her finger. I felt her push her finger into me. I realized the cold sensation had been KY jelly.

Cam gripped my head again with his hands, stopping me from moving. He moved back and forth, his cock going in and out of my mouth. He was fucking my face.  Using my mouth like a girl’s pussy.

This time he wasn’t going too hard or fast, but his strokes were steady and deep. I had to force myself not to gag as his cock got deep, and my nostrils flared for air.

Jen moved her finger in and out of my asshole. Her movements were in unison with Cam’s. I realized my wife was fucking my ass at the same pace as her boyfriend was fucking my face.

I just gave into it. I closed my eyes and let them use me. The feeling of submission was overwhelming. My head was swirling and my body was practically shaking.

It took a few moments to get used to it, but then Jen’s finger up my ass started feeling good. It wasn’t like a girl touching your dick, or your cock in a pussy. It wasn’t that kind of sensation. It was a different kind of pleasure. But it felt good.

Then it happened. I didn’t know what was going on, but I felt it. The experience was so intense, I squeezed my eyes shut and I was moaning even with Cam’s big cock in my mouth. “Oh god!” I cried. I felt like I was peeing. I glanced down at my cock. I was still soft. I wasn’t peeing. But clear liquid was seeping from my cock. It was semen. I was ejaculating.

Then Cam was cumming. He gripped my head tight as he rammed my face, once, twice, three times. Each time he shot a huge load of cum into my mouth. My cheeks ballooned out as I took it all.

Then Jen pulled me off Cam’s cock. She pressed her lips against mine, a passionate open mouth kiss. She pushed her tongue into my mouth, and we kissed as we both swallowed Cam’s sperm.

Afterwards I looked at my wife. She had the biggest cum face I’d ever seen. I’d never seen her so aroused.

Jen pulled me onto the bed. Cam moved over and collapsed into a chair, still gasping, his big cock now only half hard after cumming.

Jen’s dress was already bunched around her waist like a belt. She opened her legs. I knew what she wanted, and I wanted to give it to her. I lowered my head and went down on her pussy.

Jen wasn’t wearing any panties. I assumed she lost them when she fucked Cam earlier. She was soaking, as wet as I’d ever seen her. Part of that was Cam’s sperm I knew. It didn’t matter to me. I feasted on my wife’s pussy. Soon I had her writhing on the bed, moaning and clawing at the sheets as I ate her out. I wanted to make her cum. After having Cam’s cock in my mouth, I wanted to prove to her I could give her a toe-curling orgasm.  I wanted to prove to my wife that I was still a man.

But then I felt Jen pushing my head away. She pushed me away from her pussy. I didn’t understand. She hadn’t cum yet. Why was she pushing me away?

When I looked questioning at Jen, she wasn’t looking at me. She was looking pass me. I turned and saw it was Cam. Jen was looking at Cam.

Cam tapped me on the shoulder, like a guy on the dance floor saying “It’s my turn.” I looked down at his cock. He was hard again.  Already.  Hard, massive, long, thick, solid. And my cock was limp, barely two inches and soft. I glanced at Jen. She was all eyes for Cam, not me. And why should she be interested in me? Cam was an Adonis with a package made to give pleasure to girls. My dick was soft. I couldn’t even get it inside Jen, much less make her cum.

Jen insistently said, “Move Mike.” She was still looking at Cam, not me. She reached out her hand to him. When I didn’t move, Jen pushed on my chest and said (impatience in her voice this time), “Mike, come on.”

I moved out of the way. Cam took my spot between my wife’s legs. Picking her up like a play doll, he flipped Jen around onto her hands and knees. Then he pushed into my wife’s pussy with that big cock. And he fucked her. He pounded her hard and relentlessly, fucking her like a dog. And I could tell Jen loved it. She screamed Cam’s name. She begged him not to stop. And I watched them, on my haunches, I watched another man give my wife what I couldn’t.
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They were still going at it an hour later. I was amazed by Cam’s endurance. I was amazed by Jen’s lust. They both couldn’t get enough of each other.

I staggered upstairs to the bedroom, the bedroom I shared with Jen. There was only so much I could take. I was physically and emotionally exhausted. My heart ached. And still I couldn’t get an erection. What was wrong was me?

I expected Jen to be with Cam all night. I was resigned to that. But a few minutes later, Jen walked into our bedroom. She joined me in our bed.

“Where’s Cam?” I asked.

“He’s gonna crash downstairs,” Jen said.

“You’re done?”

“We’re done,” Jen said, and she snuggled up against me. “You’re okay? You had fun?”

“Actually, I don’t know,” I said with a humorless laugh.

Jen gave me an understanding smile. “I get it,” she said. “We did a lot tonight. Explored things.”

She reached down. She felt my cock. I was still barely half hard. She didn’t say anything about it, and I was grateful.

“I’m still trying to process it all. You know, before you said you didn’t want me to suck off Cam. You said he was too much man for that.”

“I told you.  I knew he wouldn’t care,” Jen said with a shrug. “And anyways, that was then. I want to explore things with you. I think Cam’s a good choice.”

“I guess ... I’m glad tonight was a little about me.”

“It was a lot about you Mike” Jen assured me.

I forced a grin and said, “Didn’t feel that way.”

“But that’s what you want, right? You want to feel like I’m ignoring you.”

“Yeah ...,” I said halfheartedly.

“You know what I think?” Jen said in a soft voice.

“What?”

“I think this is who we are,” Jen said. “We’re freaks. But it’s who we are. It’s who we always will be.”

“So this is who you want to be?” I asked her.

“I think it is,” Jen said. “I think it’s taken me a while to figure out, but I think this is the girl I want to be.”

I was silent for long moments, pondering that.

“Is this who you want me to be?” Jen asked.

“I love you more than anything,” I said without hesitation. “You’re my goddess. I adore you. I want whatever you want.”

“No exactly a straight answer, but I guess I’ll take it,” Jen said with a grin. She reached down to my cock again. I was still soft. 

“You got a little hard, when you started sucking Cam,” Jen said.  She quickly added, “I know you’re not gay.  I know it was just the scene.”

I nodded my hair, relieved by her words.

“Part of it was you hairless.  And your soft skin.  And smelling like you do.”

“You mean smelling like a girl?” I asked bitterly.

Jen didn’t answer.  And I didn’t want to talk about it.  I was scared to ask the question that had been on my mind all evening: “Are you trying to feminize me?”

Jen stroked my limp dick and said, “Do you want me to do this? Or use my mouth?”

“Actually, can I just hold you?” I asked. I wasn’t sure if I could get hard no matter what she did, and I didn’t want that embarrassment.

We fell asleep holding each other. Well, Jen fell asleep. I tossed and turned, processing all that had happened.

I had sucked a man’s cock again. And I had cum while doing it. Was it from Jen fingering me, or did I like sucking cock?

Jen had loved it. She got off on the sight of a hard cock in my mouth. And she had me shaving all the hair off my body. What was I becoming? Her girlfriend? That’s how I felt. I was less her husband and more her platonic best friend. Where was our marriage going?

It must’ve been around 2 or 3am when I sensed someone enter our bedroom. It was Cam.

I felt Jen stir next to me. Cam sat next to her on the bed. “Hey T,” he said, brushing her tussled blonde hair from her pretty face.

“What? Cam?” Jen said sleepily. Cam moved his hand to Jen’s breast. She hadn’t bothered to put on any clothes so she was naked. Cam gently squeezed her small breast and flicked his thumb over her nipple. Within moments Jen was fully awake. So was her body.

“We have to be quiet,” Jen whispered, looking nervously at me. I pretended to be asleep.

“Whatever you say T,” Cam whispered back. Then they were kissing. They were trying to be quiet but I could tell by the rustle of the bed and the soft sounds of their kissing that they were making out and touching each other.

“So, what is Mike?” Cam whispered as they momentarily pulled away from the other’s lips. “Gay?”

“He’s not gay,” Jen said.

“He likes sucking cock,” Cam said. “I can tell.”

Jen shrugged as if saying “I know that.”  She looked at me, making sure I was still asleep.

“You’re okay with that?” Cam asked.

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“Your husband can’t get hard and he likes sucking cock,” Cam said with a chuckle. “That doesn’t worry you?”

“It’s just temporary,” Jen said.

“Which part?” Cam deadpanned. Jen giggled. Then she caught herself and looked nervously at me again. I continued to pretend to be sleeping. 

“Be quiet, okay?” she whispered to Cam.

“Mike’s got a tight bod,” Cam said.  “I’ll fuck his ass if you want.”

Jen’s jaw dropped, looking shocked.  Then she laughed.  “Oh - my - god.”

“Just make sure he’s wearing stockings and high heels.  And a wig.  That way he’ll look like a girl as I fuck him doggy.”

“Cam, stop,” Jen said with another laugh.  Then she paused, looking at him.  Was she considering his idea?!

“You fuck those guys at the wedding?” Cam asked.

“Some of them,” Jen said honestly.

“So, you’re getting enough dick,” Cam said with a grin. “You don’t need Mike’s.”

“Something like that,” Jen said with a coy smile. 

“Is that why you’re turning him into a girl?” Cam asked.

Jen laughed again.  “Shut up, okay?”

She reached down to Cam’s cock. He was rock hard. “I want this inside me again,” she said, rubbing his shaft up and down.

Cam grinned. He got on top of Jen, and she opened her legs for him. Cam pushed his cock into Jen. They both groaned.

“You feel so fucking good,” Cam moaned. “I missed you T.”

“I missed you too Cammy,” Jen said. And then they kissed as Cam slowly moved in and out of her pussy.

As they fucked, Jen’s foot touched my leg. She was so caught up with fucking Cam that she didn’t even notice.

Cam fucked Jen deep, sliding his big thick cock all the way in and then all the way out. He did it slow and steady, and all the way they kissed. Cam steadily worked her body to the brink of an orgasm.

I felt Jen about to cum. Her body tensed up and she moaned the way she always did when she was close. Then I felt her pretty foot that still pressed against my thigh begin to curl. Her manicured toes began to curl. Then in the dim moonlight I saw her back arch, and I heard her softly moan “Oh fuck Cam you’re making me cum!”

Their timing was perfect. Cam went over the edge at the same time, and they came together. Afterwards they held each other tight, panting and kissing. Finally he rolled off Jen. It seemed to take forever for him to pull his big long cock out of my wife’s pussy.

Cam put his arm around Jen, and she snuggled into him. They kissed and whispered, their voices so low I couldn’t hear. I listened as their whispering stopped and their breathing got heavier. After long moments, I opened my eyes fully and looked at them. They were asleep. They were holding each other, their bodies tangled together, and they were asleep.

Seeing Jen that way, asleep in another man’s arms after he had just made love to her, with her pussy full of his sperm, it tore my heart apart. I realized my dick was finally hard. Jen’s sexy ass was to me, I could easily take her, fuck her from behind. It was my right, I was her husband and she was my wife. But at that moment, I didn’t feel like she belonged to me. I felt like she belonged to Cam.
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When I woke up the sun was already up. I felt Jen next to me so I rolled over towards her. When I finally fell asleep last night, Jen was snuggled into Cam, his arms around her and her legs wrapped in his. I saw that now Jen had rolled over onto her back. She was still sleeping.

Cam was awake. He was on the other side of my wife. Jen was completely naked, as was he. Cam was lightly stroking Jen’s little high school breasts. He was drawing circles around her nipples, doing it casually like just passing the time.

Although Jen was still asleep, I saw his caresses were having an effect on her sleeping body. Her small eraser sized nipples were half hard, and her pouty lips were moving slightly like she was talking to someone in a dream.

Cam was looking at me as he caressed my wife’s breasts. “So, you’re Mike,” he said. “I’m Cam. I can’t remember if we met before last night. I guess it doesn’t matter.”

“I know who you are,” I told him.

“I guess you do,” Cam said with a chuckle. With a knowing smile, he said “You like watching me touch her, don’t you?”

My eyes were on his fingers caressing Jen’s small tender breasts. “Yes,” I said huskily.

Cam flicked a thumb over Jen’s nipple and her lips parted and her back arched slightly. 

“You’re gonna wake her up,” I warned.

“I’m trying to wake her up,” Cam said. “I’m gonna fuck her again before I leave. You wanna see that, right?”

I nodded. My mouth was dry.

“You like sucking my cock last night?” he asked me.

When I didn’t answer, he shrugged and said, “Whatever. I was gonna say it’s not really my thing, but if it’s your thing, I can live with it. I’ve been with married couples before. I’ve known guys like you before.”

“Guys like me?” I asked.

“Cuckolds,” Cam answered. “No offense. Do you want to be called something else?”

I shrugged. Then I said “It’s not my thing. It’s Jen’s thing.”

Cam chuckled. “Your wife wants you to suck cock?” he said with a grin at me. “I don’t know man ... I’m not sure how I’d feel about that.”

One of Cam’s hands moved down Jen’s body. He lightly stroked her over her pussy. His fingertips stroked between her lips, which were still swollen from the pounding he’d given her last night. Jen stirred. She was still asleep, but her lips moved again like she was talking in her sleep.

“T’s got a sweet pussy. I can’t get enough of this pussy,” Cam said. He gave me a knowing smile and said “You like seeing my cock in your wife’s pussy?”

“I want her to be happy,” I said, my eyes on his fingers as he caressed my wife’s most private parts.

“Oh, I’ll make her happy. You saw last night. She was happy, right? Her pussy was definitely happy,” Cam said, a big confident smile on his face. Then his expression turned serious. “I want T to visit me in DC,” he said, his eyes boring into mine. “I like her. Not just the fucking. I like her. I miss hanging with her.”

“It’s up to her,” I said.

“So, you won’t get in the way?”

“No, I won’t get in the way,” I assured him.

Cam smiled. “Good man,” he said. At that moment, Jen stirred awake. She opened her eyes. The first person she saw was Cam, smiling down at her. “Cammy,” she said sleepily.

“Hey T,” Cam said. He leaned down and kissed her. Jen wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back. Cam caressed his hands down her body and moved his lips to her neck, kissing her just below the ear. 

“Oh god,” Jen softly moaned. She wrapped her long shapely leg around his. Like last night, their bodies were tangled together again.

Jen was quickly waking up. Her body was quickly waking up. She was soon panting as Cam kissed her neck and caressed her tits and nipples.

Cam’s hard cock pressed just above Jen’s pussy. Jen reached between their bodies and moved his cock to her pussy. She positioned his cockhead to her slit, and rubbed his cockhead up and down between her lips. Then Cam pushed forward and penetrated her.

Quickly Cam was fucking her. Moving back and forth, in and out, fucking her hard and fast. He used his powerful body to practically fuck Jen through the bed. She gripped his muscular arms as if holding on for dear life.

Then Cam slowed down. Now their sex was more like making love, rather than fucking. Jen smiled up into his eyes, and she reached up and caressed his well-defined chest and arms.

At that moment, Jen seemed to remember I was there. She looked over at me, alarmed. “Baby ...,” she said, looking guilty. She took her hands off Cam’s chest and reached over to me. She grabbed my hand and gave me a reassuring squeeze. “We’ll be done soon,” she said to me.

I nodded. My insides were churning inside.

Jen was already back to kissing Cam, and moaning into his mouth as he fucked her, like she had already forgotten I was there. It was like last night. I watched as Cam made Jen cum. I watched as her back ached and her toes curled, and I listened as she screamed out his name. Then I watched as Cam deposited another load of his cum in her pussy.

Afterwards Jen rolled over to me. Cam got the message. He got out of bed and began dressing.

Jen snuggled into me. My feelings were raw. I couldn’t bring myself to put my arms around her. She hugged me though. After a moment she ran her hand down my body, to my cock. “You’re hard,” she said with a grin at me. “It’ll be your turn soon. Let me just say bye to Cam. Okay?” She got up and put on Cam’s jacket from last night.

“Okay,” I said. What else was I going to say?

Jen spent time alone with Cam, saying goodbye to him. I heard whispering and kissing. More kissing. More whispers. It seemed like she was with him forever, but probably it was no more than about 10 minutes.

When she returned, she was still wearing Cam’s jacket. She dropped it off her body and got back into bed.

“Why did you put on his jacket?” I spat out accusingly.

“What?”

“His jacket,” I said. “Why did you put on his jacket?”

“Oh. I don’t know.”

“Jen ...,” I said with exasperation. “I hate that! It kills me! When you wear another man’s shirt. Or you call him baby. It kills me.”

“Mike, I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t even realize it was his jacket.”

“Why’d he leave it here? Doesn’t he need it?”

“Mike, I don’t know.”

I squeezed my eyes shut in exasperation. I tried to calm myself. I knew I was probably sounding like a psycho to her. After all, I gave her permission to fuck other men. She probably thought it was a little thing to wear another man’s jacket after that.

“It’s just, when you’re with another man like yesterday,” I said, trying to explain. “It’s like I have a Jen meter. And when you’re with another man, the meter drains all the way. It gets to empty. I just need to be with you, to fill the meter back up.”

“I’m here now baby,” Jen said, hugging me. “I’m right here.”

“So now it’s finally my turn?” I said bitterly.

“Mike honey, come on,” Jen said soothingly. “You weren’t hard last night baby,” she said pleadingly. “What could I do? Then this morning ... I didn’t plan that. Cam was all over me but you could’ve told us to stop.”

“Don’t even try to say you weren’t into it!” I hissed.

“I’m not saying that,” Jen said. “But you could’ve said stop. Sometimes you’ve got to do that Mike. If you think I’m crossing the line, you have to say something.”

“Oh, so now you’re saying I have to man up,” I said bitterly. “I guess it’s hard for you to see me as a man, now that I’ve had Cam’s cock in my mouth.  You’re turning me into a girl.  That one of your kinks too?”

Jen pursed her lips.  She seemed to count to 10, letting me calm down.  Finally, she reached for me and rubbed my chest. She said, “I get you’re upset. But you wanted me to spend the weekend with Cam. The whole weekend. Remember? If I did that, I wouldn’t be home until tomorrow. But I knew that wouldn’t be good for us. So, I said no. Don’t I get credit for that?”

I grimaced, knowing she was right. I forced myself to calm down. I tried to look at it from her point of view. “I’m sorry,” I finally said. “I’m just feeling raw right now.”

“I know ... it’s okay,” Jen said soothingly. “But that’s what you love right?” The angst?” She reached again for my hard cock. 

“Last night, you came when I rimmed you,” she said as she stroked me.  “How did that feel?”

I shrugged, not sure how to answer.  Or if I wanted to answer.  When she looked at me expectantly, I finally said, “It was different.”

“Different, good?  Did it feel good?  Did you get release?  Or was it more like a ruined orgasm?”

“It felt good.  More like a real orgasm.  But different.  It’s hard to explain.”

“I get it,” Jen said with a soothing, understanding voice.  “It’s okay baby.  We’re exploring things.  You’re not gonna understand everything right away.”

I looked at her.  “I just want to know where all this is going,” I said to her.  “What are you planning?”

Jen didn’t answer.  Instead, she got on top of me and guided my cock into her. 

She felt loose – very loose—after just getting fucked by Cam this morning, and all night long too. I barely felt anything.  Still, I knew I wouldn’t last long. I had to concentrate not to cum too fast.

“Can you feel me?” I asked as Jen rocked on my cock.

“I can feel you, Mike.”

“Can you feel me?” I said with more urgency, looking into her eyes as she rode me.

Jen heard the urgency in my voice. She knew I wanted the truth, with no sugar coating.

“I can sorta feel you,” she admitted.

“You have a lot of lovers,” I pointed out.

“Is that a good thing?” Jen asked with a laugh.

“It’s good,” I assured her. “But sometimes I wish it was just one man. I think it was easier when it was just one man.”

“Really? Seriously?” Jen asked looking incredulously at me. I knew what she was thinking. Last time it had been only Scott. That led to disaster, with us divorcing.

“I miss that,” I said. “That part of the game. When you dated another man. When you had a boyfriend.  A real boyfriend.”

“What I’m doing isn’t enough?” Jen said with a helpless grin.

“Yesterday was hot,” I said.

“You hated it,” Jen said.

“You said it last night,” I said. “I love the angst.”

Jen frowned at me, but then she laughed. “Ooookay ...,” she said with a grin.

I grinned back at her. “You know last night? When you said you’re the girl you want to be? You’re the girl I want you to be, too.”

Hearing that, Jen gave me a lopsided grin. “Thank you for saying that,” she said.  Then she leaned over. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. She kissed me as she rode me to orgasm.
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Afterwards we showered and got dressed, then we picked up Anna from Callie. We had a family day, just the 3 of us.

In the early afternoon, we put Anna down for a late nap, and Callie came over to watch her. Then we took an uBer into the city. Jen was going to show me how things were going to work with playing the game even despite our neighbors growing suspicious (and the list of people who actually knew about us getting bigger).

To my surprise, Jen had the uBer driver take us to our old neighborhood. The uBer let us off at the French bistro we used to always go to. “I thought we’d have a late lunch here, and talk for a little while,” she explained.

We hadn’t been to the bistro since our divorce. Even before then, since Jen left me and moved to Michigan to live with Scott. 

The Maître D' was the same. He greeted us with a big smile. I realized he probably didn’t know about our history. He didn’t know we divorced and got back together again. He was just glad to see old regulars coming back to his restaurant.

Jen insisted we order our old favorites. A Highland Park for me and Cosmo for her. “I think we might wanna be a little tipsy for this talk,” she joked with a grin at me.

“What are we talking about Jen?” I asked. My voice was harsher than I intended, but I was feeling uncomfortable being here. There were ghosts here. Bad memories.

Jen seemed to read my thoughts. “We had good times in this neighborhood,” she said. “Bad times. But good times too. Mostly good times.”

“The last time we were here, you were fucking Scott in the loft apartment,” I said.  “The apartment I bought for you.”

“Are you still mad?” Jen asked. “You have every reason to be mad. But you don’t sound mad.”

“I forgave you a long time ago Jen,” I told my wife. “Why are we here?”

“I guess I think we need to get closure over this,” Jen said.

“I think we got closure a long time ago,” I said. “We got back together. We got married again. We have Anna.”

“Yes, but I never apologized to you.”

“You did.”

“I didn’t apologize enough,” she said.

“You’ve done enough. You don’t have to say anything more.”

“I want to Mike,” Jen said, reaching out and squeezing my hand. “Please let me. I want to explain.”

I shrugged, then waited for Jen to continue.

“You know I was really caught up with Scott back then,” Jen said. “But I still loved you. I wanted to be with you.”

“You wanted to be with Scott too,” I reminded her.

“But that was never permanent,” Jen insisted. “I was infatuated with Scott, yes, I admit that. But I didn’t love him. I love you. I’ve only ever loved you.”

I looked down at the drink in my hands as Jen spoke. My insides were churning. Yes, it was heartwarming to hear her love for me. But why now? Why here?

“You said I ruined this neighborhood for us,” Jen said. “When I had sex with Scott in the loft apartment. I know I was horrible. But remember, that was the day Scott told me the partners wanted to merge with us. It meant I could move back here, to be with you. I got caught up in it all. I wasn’t thinking. So I took Scott to the loft apartment.”  

(Note: This happened in Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace, Book 7.)

“I know all this Jen,” I said with exasperation. “Why are you bringing it back up?”

“It’s just ...,” Jen said. She moved her hand to her chest. She rubbed her finger under her left breast, like she was scratching an itch. But I knew what she was touching. The fifty-five tattoo under her left breast. 

“I got this for Scott,” she whispered. “You’ve never asked me to remove it. Just like you’ve never asked me to remove the love tat on my hip. Even though you know I got it for Colin. Even though the Japanese symbol kind of looks like a C. I picked that on purpose you know. For Colin.”

“I know all this Jen,” I said. Suddenly I was burning inside. My cock wasn’t hard in the cage – it prevented me from getting hard – but I burned inside. She was pushing all my cuckold buttons, and I was rapidly falling into c-space. “Why talk about it now?”

“I like playing the game Mike,” Jen said. “We both do. Last night you said you like me this way. Right?”

“Yes, I do,” I said. “I like seeing you so sexual.”

Jen gave me an appreciative smile. “I want you to know, what I’m about to tell you, the most important thing isn’t about the game at all,” she said. “It’s about you. I know you hate your commute. I hate it too. You’re away from us too much. Me and Anna. We both want you home more.”

“Okay ...,” I said. My voice trailed off as I was trying to figure out where she was going with this.

“But I admit it’s about the game too,” Jen said. “Sometimes I feel claustrophobic in the burbs. Everyone’s in everyone else’s business. You can’t be anonymous in the burbs. People are watching you all the time.”

I nodded, still not sure where she was going with this.

Then finally Jen explained why we were here. “So anyways ... I want us to move back into the City, Mike,” she announced, talking about moving back to New York City. “I want us to live in the loft apartment.”

My jaw dropped. What? Sell our house in Montclair? Move back to New York City? To the loft apartment?

It was the last part that really floored me. She wanted us to move to the loft apartment?

Jen read my thoughts. “I know it’s a wild idea,” she said. “But we love this neighborhood and the loft apartment. Our future was going to be here. I fucked it all up, I know. But I’m trying to make up for it.” With a mischievous grin, she added “And it’ll be like my tats. You’ll forever know Scott was the first man to fuck me here. Won’t you get a charge out of that?”

“But ...,” I began. My head was spinning. Things were happening fast and I was trying to catch up. “I sold the loft apartment. Other people own it.”

Jen’s smile got bigger. She pulled a keyring from her purse. “I bought it back,” she said triumphantly, jiggling the keyring. “Sam helped me.”

“That’s what you’ve been doing with Sam?” I asked, looking dumbly at the keychain. I saw it held 2 keys, not 1. Why 2?

“Can we go see it?” Jen said. She sounded excited. “I want you to see it again.”

The loft apartment was just as I remembered it. High ceilings, exposed brick. Open space. Industrial looking with pipes running along the ceiling. But homey too. It even had a little back yard, unheard of in New York City. 

This had been where we were going to start a family. And now we had Anna. I knew with certainty that Anna would love this apartment. Our daughter was full of life, just like her mother. She would love the big lights and non-stop excitement of the greatest city on the planet. And if we moved into this apartment, all that excitement would be just footsteps away.

I walked into the master bedroom. It was empty. The entire apartment was empty, just like it had been all those years ago. But back then, there had been a bed in this bedroom. And the last time I was here, Jen had been on her back on that bed with her legs open, with Scott on top of her, and she had been getting fucked by him.

As I stood there in the empty bedroom, I saw the ghosts of Jen and Scott. Fucking furiously. Kissing. Jen moaning and calling out Scott’s name as he brought her to the brink of an orgasm. Clawing at the sheets as he pleasured her body with his cock. Scott seeing me, and screaming at me to get out so they could finish.

“What do you think?” Jen asked in a soft voice, moving up behind me. She wrapped her arm in mine and pressed her side against me. “Bad idea? Or possible?”

“Did he make you cum?” I asked as I continued to stare at where the bed had been, those ghosts still fucking in my mind’s eye.

“What?”

I turned to face my wife and said, “When I walked in on you fucking Scott. After I pulled off your rings. After I ran out. Did he finish with you? Did he make you cum?”

Jen touched my shirt and played with the buttons. Then, carefully picking her words, she said, “I don’t think so. I was really upset. I doubt he made me cum.”

“You don’t know for sure?” I asked her.

“You know ... it was a long time ago,” Jen said. “I was really upset when you left. I remember crying. But ....”

“But what?” I demanded.

Jen looked down, like she wasn’t able to look in my eyes. She said, “It’s possible Scott finished. I don’t think I did. But I think he did.”

“And you let him?” I asked with incredulity.

“Mike ... what could I do?  Scott’s a big man.  He was inside me.  It was like, I was pinned.  What could I do?”

I stared at my wife. So, even though she’d been upset, crying, she let Scott finish. She let him fuck her body. She let him pleasure himself with her body. She let him cum inside her. So, even as she’d cried about me taking her rings and running out, her body had been freshly fucked and her pussy full of Scott’s sperm.

I suddenly grabbed Jen! I smashed my lips against hers! My assault was so abrupt and passionate we fell down onto the planked, hardwood floors.

I tore at her clothes! I pushed up her sweater and yanked up her skirt! I gripped the waistband of her tights and pulled them down her legs!

“Mike no,” Jen said, pulling away from me. “I don’t have the key.”

It took a moment for me to figure out what she was saying. But then I got it. She didn’t have the key to the cock cage.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I groaned with frustration.

“I didn’t bring it on purpose,” Jen said honestly. “I thought this might happen.”

I stared at Jen. I could not fucking believe it!

“What do you mean, you thought this might happen?” I asked her. I was still panting.

“I know you Mike,” Jen said. “You’re about men marking me. Like my tats, and how Doug came on my rings. You say you hate it but I know you love it too. I knew when I talked about Scott being the first man to fuck me in this apartment, I knew that’d get you hot.”

“So, you’re using sex to get your way!” I spat out bitterly.

“It’s 100 percent up to you Mike,” Jen said looking into my eyes. “I want to move back to the city. That would solve the problem with our neighbors. Don’t you hate the long commute? This way you’ll be home more. Anna and I will see you more. And I know Anna will love living in the city. But we don’t have to live here. We can live someplace else in the City.  Or we can stay in Belmont. It’s completely your decision. I’m your wife. I’ll do what you say.”

“You said you already bought this place,” I reminded her.

Jen grinned at me and squeezed my hands. “Well, I guess I’m lucky my husband makes more money than god.”

I didn’t grin back. I asked, “Last night you said you wanted me back in the cage when you told me this. Why?”

There was no furniture in the apartment, so it was hard to talk. We moved to the wall where the headboard of our bed would go. We sat against that as we talked. We sat close so our sides were touching.

“I just wanted to make a point,” Jen began. “I want to be open with you. I want to keep playing the game Mike. Whether we move here or not I want to keep playing.”

“I want to keep playing too,” I assured her.

“I just ... I’m not sure you understand,” Jen said, looking a little sheepish. She touched my lips with her finger. “What you did last night with Cam. It got me so hot. When I said before this is the girl I want to be, I really meant it. I like the freedom. I like being desired. I like the variety. I like doing things with you. The city’s so exciting. We’ll be able to play the game even more.”

“You said the game isn’t the most important reason you want to move back,” I reminded her.

“It isn’t,” she said immediately. “But it’s part of it. I want you to know that. I want to be open with you. So you know how I’m thinking when you make your decision.”

“Okay ...,” I said hesitantly. I didn’t know where she was going with this. “You still haven’t explained why you wanted me in the cage today.”

Jen put her hand over my crotch, feeling the plastic tube. “I really like this,” she said. “I’m not exactly sure why. But I like you can only cum – you can only get hard even – when I say. And you can’t just get on top of me whenever you want. You’re only allowed inside me when I say. Like what you just tried to do. You can’t do that. I control when you’re allowed inside me.  I control your orgasms.  I control your manhood.” 

Jen gave me a lopsided grin and said, “That gets you hot, right?  What I just said.  I control when you get to be a man.”  After a moment, she added, “Sexually, I mean.”

I didn’t say anything. I was churning inside, and my cock was swollen in the cage, but I stayed silent. She was building up to something and I waited for her to make her point.

“Anyways ... I want to move back to the city and live here for us. For you and me, and Anna. But like I said, the game’s part of it too. It’s separate from our real life, but it’s important too. So that’s why I wanted you in the cage.”

Then Jen looked me in the eyes and said, “Because I want you to know, if we move here, it’s possible – very likely actually – that other men will fuck me more in this bedroom than you.”

My body seized up and I groaned as she said this. I felt dizzy from cuckold angst and lust.

Jen giggled and hugged my arm tighter. “Are you okay baby?” she asked with a grin. “I guess that means you’re okay with it?”

Jen stood up. She offered me her hand and I took it, standing up too. With a grin still in her voice, she said “Come on. I want to show you something.”

Jen walked me to the door of the apartment. To my surprise, we left the loft apartment and walked to the door of the next apartment over. She got out the keyring. She used the second key to unlock the door.

This apartment was like our loft apartment with high ceilings and exposed brick. It had the same the trendy warehouse industrial look with exposed pipes running high up along the ceiling.

This apartment though was smaller, about half the size. “I bought this apartment too, with your money,” Jen announced, grinning at me. “We’ve talked about having another baby. If we do, it’ll be nice to have the extra room.”

“You bought this too?” I said, shocked. She bought 2 apartments, not just 1. Two apartments in New York City! At that moment, I was happy I’d gotten good bonuses the last couple of years.

“This is why I needed Sam’s help,” Jen explained as she touched a wall. “You know how impossible condo associations are in New York. I needed him to get the board to let us open this wall to connect the apartments. It took Sam months. But I knew he’d do it eventually. He can be a real dick when he wants to be. A persistent dick. I know that from personal experience.”

I slowly nodded. I was careful not to say anything. I knew Sam had roughed her up during our divorce, and their relationship had never recovered.

Jen then led me into a small den. “Do you know what this is?” she asked.

“The den?” I said, giving her the obvious answer.

“Well, yeah,” Jen said with a grin. “I mean, do you know where it is?”

I stared at her but didn’t answer, as I didn’t understand what she was asking.

Jen touched one of the walls. “Our bedroom is on the opposite side of this wall,” she said. “This will be your private room. From this room, you’ll be able to watch me – hear me too.”

I stared at her. “You mean, you with other men,” I said.

“Yes,” she said looking into my eyes. “Me with other men.”

Suddenly I was breathing hard. Jen could tell. She grinned at me and said, “This’ll be your personal Swarthmore hotel, baby.”

“Is that a good idea, to do it in our house?”

“I’m not saying we’ll do it here all the time, or even most times,” Jen said. “Just sometimes. When it’s safe. But when we do, you’ll be able to hear and see everything.  What do you think?”

I took a few moments to think about it. But really, I already knew. “I like all you’ve done,” I said. “I miss living in New York. I think Anna will love living here. And I like my secret room. I really like it.”

“And you like the idea you weren’t the first man to fuck me here?” Jen teased with a mischievous grin.

I pulled my wife to me and nuzzled into her neck. Her long, lush blonde hair fell around my face. I smelled the vanilla strawberry of her shampoo. “Yes, I like it,” I hissed as I kissed her neck. “You know what else?”

“What?”

“Scott didn’t make you cum before,” I said. “And I don’t want to be the first man to make you cum here either.”

Jen pulled away from me slightly and laughed. “Okay, I guess I’ll have to work on that,” she said as she smiled into my eyes.

“You know what else?” I said smiling back at her.

“I’m not sure I want to know,” Jen said with another laugh. “Yes, tell me.”

“Living in the city, you’ll be able to date again,” I said. “Not just hook up like you’re doing now. You can start dating again. Have a real boyfriend.”

“I’m not sure about that,” Jen said, the laugh still in her voice.

“That’s something that’s missing,” I said, pressing. “The game’s as exciting as ever. I like seeing you so sensual – so naughty. I love that. But I miss seeing you crushing on a guy. I miss seeing you all excited with NRE. You going to the wedding with Cam yesterday was so hot. Don’t you want more of that? I do.”

“You want me to date Cam?” Jen asked with a doubtful look on her pretty face.

“Why not? He’s perfect, isn’t he? And he clearly wants to see you more. He told me so.”

“Mike ... that’s the point. Dating would mean more time with Cam and less with you. And less with Anna too. The whole point of moving back here is to spend more time together.”

“No – Anna would barely notice. You could see Cam when she’s at school or sleeping.”

“But Cam lives in freaking Washington DC,” she reminded me.

I hesitated. I knew that of course. The thought of Jen spending weekends with Cam – weekends away from me – was intoxicating. But she was right. This was how things went bad with Scott. And also we had Anna now. Jen couldn’t – wouldn’t – be away from her daughter, and I didn’t want her to be.

Jen seemed to read my thoughts. “I know what you want,” she said. “Just give it time Mike.”

“This is what you want too?” I asked hopefully. “You want a boyfriend?”

“I guess it wouldn’t suck,” Jen said with a grin at me. “But it can’t be Cam. If he lived here, maybe. But he doesn’t. And it can’t just be anyone. It has to be someone I’ve got a connection with. Probably I haven’t even met him yet.”

I nodded slowly. It was strange, trying so hard to convince Jen to take on a new boyfriend. A new significant other. But it was something I wanted desperately. “You’ll keep your eyes open though?” I asked. “For a man you like?”

“I will,” Jen promised.

And with that, we agreed to move back to New York City, to the loft apartment.
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Jen’s thoughts wandered as she worked out. Her brow was covered with sweat as she moved in the hot yoga class. But it wasn’t the heat of the room that was distracting her. It was the heat between her legs.

She and Mike had agreed to move back to New York, but that was some time off. They wanted to wait until the end of the school year in May, so Anna didn’t have to change pre-schools. Also, Mike had taken over control of the renovations, as well as taking over the details of the purchase of the 2 apartments. She’d known he’d do that. Mike was an easy going person, but when it came to some things like money and where they lived, he was as alpha as they came. Jen had ceded control of the loft apartment to Mike. She was submissive to her husband when it came to those things, just like she was submissive to other men when it came to sex.

It was ironic. Jen was ultra-liberal and was all for women’s rights, but for her personally, she was content to let men lead her. It was that way with pregnancy too. She was pro-choice, but personally she was pro-life. She was so traditional about it that abortion or even morning after pills were out of the question. Birth control like the pill was okay, because it stopped conception from happening. But after a baby was conceived, even tiny cells of an embryonic fetus, she could not terminate it as that would be a sin against God.

It had been 4 days since going with Cam to Wyatt’s wedding. Which meant 4 days since getting fucked. That was the reason why her pussy ached. Even though she was super excited about their upcoming move back into the city and the prospect of decorating and making the loft apartment their own, she was still consumed by the needs of her body.

Usually in the middle of the day like this, she’d call Doug to take care of her. He was a stay-at-home parent like her, and was always up for a quick hook up.

But the last time she hooked up with Doug (when Mike had been in the next room watching), it seemed like he wanted to push their relationship farther. She liked Doug and he was gorgeous—one of the most handsome men she had ever met in her life – and she had been telling the truth when she told Mike that she would have gone out of her way to date Doug if she met him in college.

But the fact was, this wasn’t college. They were both married. They both had kids. Jen didn’t want to harm his marriage, and she certainly didn’t want to harm hers. So she thought it might be safer to tone things down with Doug. That was one of the side benefits of moving away from Belmont and back to the city. She wouldn’t see him as much, if at all.

Jen decided to do some weights, hoping the exertion might help calm the ache between her legs. She walked over to the free weight area. As usual, the mats were crowded with men. As she approached, they politely parted to give her a pathway to the free weights. She knew most of them, and many grinned and said hello.

Jen felt their eyes on her pretty face, her pouty lips, her tits, her tight ass. She was wearing a bra top that showed off her flat stomach, and the top crisscrossed in the back, making it clear to everyone the only bra she wore was the one built into the top. Jen also wore skintight yoga pants that made her shapely legs look impossibly long.  And they made her ass look amazing

As she passed the muscular men, Jen felt their eyes move to her ass and legs. She pretended not to notice their stares. She liked to pretend she was innocent, and when you first looked at her you would think she was innocent with her blonde hair, blue eyes and sweet beautiful face. But of course she was anything but innocent, and many of the men suspected that. Jen and Cam were an item at the gym, and even months after he moved to DC, many still whispered about how their buddy was probably having an affair with the super-hot, married Jen Andrews.

They all knew that Cam got any girl he wanted. And Cam had a history of getting pretty wives to cheat on their husbands. Now it was Jen, before it had been Erin, another gym rat. Everyone at the gym – at least the men – knew about Jen and Erin. Erin was into marathons and triathlons. Jen was a dancer and took all the yoga classes. Erin wasn’t quite as pretty as Jen, and her legs weren’t as long. But she was curvier and had bigger tits.

Jen always opted for reps over heavy weights as her goal was to stay toned and tight rather than building muscle. She straddled a bench and did a set of chest presses. Even though there wasn’t a lot of weight on the bar (only 30 pounds plus the bar), she was struggling as she hit rep 14. Her goal was 20.

Jen heard a masculine voice say, “Need some help?” She looked up and saw it was Reno. Reno was one of the few black men at the gym. That kinda fit the demographics of the area as it was mostly white. Jen was friendly with Reno but she didn’t count him as a friend, and certainly not a bud. It wasn’t because he was black. Or maybe it was, sort of.

Jen was ultra-liberal and she wasn’t prejudiced, but in reality she didn’t know many black people. She had been with black men. Well, one actually, Davis. He was the tattoo artist who inked the sun and moon on her back, and the fifty-five under her left breast. Jen remembered that Davis had been a good lover, but he wasn’t big, only around 6 inches. That was probably average, and he had a good 2 inches on Mike, but not what she expected from a Big Black Cock.  

Reno helped Jen get in her 20 reps. “Thanks,” she said as she sat up. She was still panting from the exertion.

“Anytime Jen,” Reno said. He walked around the bench so they were facing each other. He took a knee on the mat to talk to her.

“You’re looking good Jen,” Reno said, his eyes moving up and down her body. “I was wondering if you’d keep at it, what with Cam moving away.”

Jen bristled at that. “Cam’s my friend, but I work out for myself,” Jen said. Then she added “And my husband.”

“Okay, okay, no offense,” Reno said with a chuckle. He smiled and Jen saw he had the whitest teeth. Or maybe they looked extra white because his skin was so black.

Reno’s eyes drifted from Jen’s face to her legs. The way she was straddling the bench, he could look right up between her legs. Jen glanced down at herself. She saw her pussy lips had formed a camel toe in her pink yoga pants. She knew it was because she was so horny, so her lips were puffier than normal. When she looked up, Reno was looking up at her. He was grinning. He knew they both knew she had a camel toe between her legs, and he knew she knew he had been looking at it. But rather than be embarrassed by getting caught checking her out, he was grinning at her.

“Ready for another set?” Reno asked in a friendly manner. Before Jen could respond, he stood up and moved behind the bar. Jen laid back on the bench and reachd up and gripped the bar. She began another set of chest presses. Reno stood at the end of the bench, next to her head, spotting her. The way they were positioned, Jen could look up the leg of his loose shorts. He wasn’t wearing underwear so she saw his cock. Shit, he looked huge!  

At rep 10, Jen’s arms were beginning to shake and felt like jelly. Reno gripped the bar with his big black hands, taking most of the weight. But rather than return the bar to the frame, he lowered the bar onto Jen’s chest. Reno was still holding most of the weight so it didn’t hurt, but the bar pinned her to the bench.

“Reno lift it off me,” Jen said. She was panting again from the exertion.

“I saw you looking up my pants,” Reno said, looking down into Jen’s pretty face and grinning at her. “You like what you see?”

“Reno, come on, lift it off,” Jen pleaded.

“Pretty white girl like you, you got time on your hands, you like to play, I got that right?”

“I’m freaking married Reno!” Jen hissed. With all her strength, she pushed the bar up. Reno didn’t stop her, and in fact took the bar from her and returned it to the frame. Jen sat up on the bench, glaring at him.

“Why don’t you let me buy you a drink?” Reno offered. He had moved to the side of the bench so now he stood next to Jen.

Jen shook her head. “I’ve got to pick up my daughter from pre-school,” she said.

“When?” Reno asked.

“3,” Jen said.

“That means we got 2 hours,” Reno said with that dazzling grin again.

Jen gave Reno an uncertain look. He was a handsome black man. And he was definitely fit. Maybe not as chiseled as Cam, but very fit. Since he was standing and she was still straddling the bench, his mid-section was in her face. His cock was in her face. She looked at it.

“You curious, pretty white girl?” Reno asked.

“How old are you?” Jen asked in a whispered voice.

Reno chuckled. “How old are you?” he asked.

“I’m 33,” Jen whispered.

“22,” Reno said, his jet black face smiling again.

“Twenty-two,” Jen thought. “He’s younger than Cam. He’s younger than Joey. I’m freaking 11 years older than him. When I was in the sixth grade he wasn’t even born yet.” The fire between her legs began burning even hotter. The taboo of giving herself to a young man more than a decade younger than her. A black man!

They went downstairs to the pool level. At this time of the day, it was empty. Reno worked part time as a personal trainer so he had keys to all the rooms. He took Jen into an empty office. The only thing in the room was an old metal desk.

Reno pushed Jen against the desk, kissing her open mouth, his big black tongue invading her mouth. As he kissed her, he pulled up her bra top. He covered her bare tits with his hands. Her little high school breasts disappeared in his big black hands. The contrast between his jet black skin and Jen’s lily white skin was amazing.

Reno squeezed her breasts and pinched her nipples. It hurt but it felt good too, and Jen moaned into his mouth. But Reno wasn’t about foreplay. He was impatient. He had wanted Jennifer Andrews for a long time, and now that he had her, he wasn’t going to waste time.

He pushed Jen onto her knees. He pulled out his black cock and offered it to the pretty white wife. Jen took it into her hands immediately. She sucked his cockhead, then licked up and down his shaft. Reno’s cock was long and thick. It was veiny and looked dangerous. It was exactly as Jen imagined a big black cock. Her head was dizzy with lust.

Jen took Reno into her mouth. She pumped his shaft with her hands as she bobbed on his cock. Her long silky blonde hair fell along his muscular black thighs as she blew him.

Reno groaned and rolled his head back as Jen worked on him. Clearly this white married cougar knew how to suck dick. She was experienced and good at it. She knew where to touch a man. How to touch him. She knew how to give a man pleasure. And she was so fucking beautiful. There was nothing better than having your cock in the mouth of a beautiful girl. No wonder Cam kept her for himself.

With his cock in her mouth, Jen ran her hands under Reno’s shirt. Getting the hint, he quickly pulled his shirt off. Jen took his cock out of her mouth and held him with her hands as she admired his chest. His chest was jet black like the rest of him, and heavily muscled. Jen was dizzy with lust as she thought about her situation. She was in the gym’s basement, the smell of chlorine in the air from the pool, topless, on her knees in front of a man not her husband. An indecently young man. A black man. And she held his big black cock in her petite white hands. The diamond of her engagement ring sparkled next to the jet black of his cock.

She wondered what Mike was doing at that moment. Was he in his office, at his desk, working hard to make money? Working so hard while she was on her knees in front of a black man. Making money for her to spend. She spent her husband’s money on her lovers. Sexy dresses, lacy lingerie, stockings, impossibly high, high heels. To make her more fuckable for her lovers. And Mike didn’t get any. His little cock was caged. She got to enjoy real men’s cocks like Reno’s, and Mike wasn’t allowed to get hard much less cum. Her pretty head swirled with lustful excitement as she thought about enjoying a man like Reno while denying her husband sex.  While denying her husband orgasms.  Mike couldn’t touch his little dick, much less masturbate.  These thoughts got Jen super hot!

Jen ran her fingers up Reno’s chest, feeling his hard muscles. She used the pads of her fingertips to trace up his chiseled chest. Then, she scraped her manicured fingernails down his chest.

“Sheee-ut Jen,” Reno groaned. “What the fucked you doin’ to me?”

Jen took his cock back into her hands. She looked up at him with heavy lidded, lustful eyes as she stroked him. “You’ve got a really nice cock,” she said with a sexy, throaty voice. Then she took him back into her mouth. She worshipped him. Used all her tricks to give him pleasure. She knew Reno, like Cam, was in high demand among the girls. Most of the girls at the gym were younger. Jen (at 33) was probably 5 or 6 years older than most of them. Jen had a tight body and was probably the prettiest, but still she knew she had major competition, so she had to be better than all the other girls.

Reno moaned and rolled his head back as Jen worked on him. This pretty white MILF sucked seriously good cock! But he didn’t want to cum in the bitch’s mouth. He wanted her pussy. So he pulled her to her feet. He kissed her again, mauling her tiny tits again. He pushed a hand into the front of her yoga pants. He found her pussy. He could tell she kept herself bare. That pleased him but it didn’t surprise him. In his experience, sluts like this married white chick kept themselves completely shaved like porn stars on the internet.

Reno fingered Jen’s pussy. Fuck she was incredibly wet! Clearly she missed Cam’s cock and she wasn’t getting nothing from her husband. Before long Jen was moaning and humping Reno’s finger. She actually had her first orgasm from him fingering her.

Reno gripped the waist of her yoga pants and jerked them down.  She was naked underneath, no thong, no nothing. He bent his legs and positioned his cockhead at her pussy lips. He was about to push in but Jen stopped him.

“Wait,” she said with a hand to his chest. She was still panting from cumming on his finger a moment ago. “Condom?”

“Do I look like I have a condom?” Reno said with a laugh. All he had were his workout shorts and shirt.  And he liked skin-to-skin better anyway.  Way better.  Especially with married white chicks like Jen.

“Fuck!” Jen said under her breath. She knew Reno, but she didn’t know him. And he was black. Black! She was on the pill, but what if he ejaculated inside her and this was the 1% of the time the pill didn’t work? Jen knew Mike had pregnancy fantasies, but would he really want her to be pregnant with a black man’s baby?

“I’m clean,” Reno assured her. He was rubbing his thick cock head between her pussy lips. God it felt so good! Jen was having trouble thinking because it felt so good! She looked down as he stroked himself along her slit. God his cock was so big! It was so hard, it looked so dangerous! It was so black!  Her first BIG black cock!  She wanted to feel him inside her!

“You swear to god?” Jen asked him, her big innocent doe like blue eyes looking up into his jet black face.

“I swear,” Reno said solemnly. Jen wanted to trust him. But he was only 22. He’d say anything to get inside her.

“You’ll have to pull out,” Jen said.

“You’re not on birth control?” 

“I am,” Jen said. “I’m on the pill. But it doesn’t always work. And ...”

Jen didn’t finish her thought, but Reno knew where she was going. 

“I’m black,” he said.

“I can’t hide it, if you get me pregnant,” Jen said. Also, she knew this was the worse time of the month to be doing this. This was her most fertile time of the month.

Reno understood. If a white boy like Cam got her pregnant, she could lie and tell her husband it was his. But that wouldn’t work if she gave birth to a half black baby. Her husband, her family and all her friends would know she let a black man fuck her. That she cheated with a black man.

“Take a morning after pill,” Reno suggested.

“I can’t,” Jen said. “I’m Catholic. Will you pull out?”

“Okay, yeah, I’ll pull out,” Reno promised. Then he was done talking. Holding his shaft in his hand, he penetrated Jen’s married white pussy with his big black cock.

Their fucking was frantic. Reno made her cum again as he fucked her missionary, then he twisted her around and took her from behind. He pressed Jen down onto the desk as he fucked her like a dog. Jen felt the cold metal of the desk on her cheek and her breasts as Reno rammed her from behind. She held onto the edge of the desk with both hands as she took his pounding.

As she felt Reno fuck her towards another orgasm, she began craving him to cum inside her. She loved that feeling. It wasn’t just the physical sensation of the man splattering her insides with his seed. It was a basic human thing, the thing that sex was really all about, where a man fills you with his sperm and tries to impregnate you. These urges got more pronounced for Jen when she was most fertile, like now. It was like her basic, instinctive need to procreate with a man took over her good sense. Jen had never told Mike about these urges. She was afraid if she did, she would add fire to Mike’s own pregnancy fantasies.

“Oh fuck!” Jen cried as she came hard on Reno’s cock. God ... he made her cum 3 freaking times in less than half an hour! And this last one was really intense, it was like an explosion in her pussy. Her body shuddered and spasmed for long moments as the orgasm seemed to go on forever. If Reno came at that moment, she knew she would not make him pull out. In fact, she would’ve begged him to cum inside her. To breed her! To make her pregnant with his black baby!

But Reno didn’t cum at that moment. So when Jen sensed he was about to cum, she had composed herself enough to pull away from his cock. She quickly twisted around and fell to her knees, and finished Reno in her mouth.

They were both panting as they pulled their clothes back on. “If we do this again, we have to get tested,” Jen told Reno.

“If we do this again, I’m not pulling out,” Reno said with a grin at her.

Jen laughed. “Well, we’ll have to see about that,” she said smiling back at him.
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LATER THAT NIGHT AFTER putting Anna down for bed, Mike and Jen were lodging on the sofa. They had ESPN playing on the TV but weren’t really listening. Jen was sitting sideways on the sofa, with her feet in Mike’s lap. She was still in the same outfit from earlier at the gym – the bra top and yoga pants, although she had put on a sweatshirt that partially covered her butt. Mike had taken off her socks and was rubbing her feet with floral smelling essential oils. Jen had her eyes closed, enjoying the sensations as Mike rubbed his thumb up her arch and spread and stretched her toes.

Jen thoughts were on other things too. Like, getting fucked earlier by Reno. Her pussy still tingled – and was sore – from the hard pounding he’d given her. She was still turned on from their hookup. The fact he was black and so young made the experience even more thrilling.

Her heart started beating faster as she thought about the risk she’d taken. She had let a black man into her pussy bare back! She didn’t worry about STDs. She didn’t know Reno well, but she trusted him for some reason. But what if he had cum a few seconds earlier? He would have cum inside her! She imagined his virile black seed inside her. It would stay inside her for days, like little black soldiers, potent, searching for one of her fertile eggs to impregnate her. Jen imagined Reno’s black baby growing inside her. Her body shuddered at the thought.

Mike felt her shudder and asked “Are you okay? Are you cold?”

Jen opened her eyes. She smiled at her husband. “I’m fine,” she said.

“Why are you doing that?” Mike asked.

“Doing?” Jen asked, not understanding. Then she realized while thinking about Reno, she had raised her sweatshirt to expose her stomach under the bra top, and she was stroking her sexy flat stomach with the tips of her fingers. She moved to push the sweatshirt down, but Mike stopped her.

“I like seeing you do that,” he said with a grin at her. He reached over and stroked a thumb over her stomach, next to her belly button. Her skin was baby soft but underneath it felt firm and tight. “I can tell you’re working out hard. Your body’s so tight.”

Jen grinned appreciatively at her husband. “I’m trying,” she said. “You want me to stay sexy, right?”

Mike grinned back at her. They both knew what she meant. She was staying sexy for other men, not Mike. It’s what they both wanted.

“The way you were stroking your stomach, with your eyes closed. It looked like you were thinking about something. Or somebody. Did you see Doug today?”

“No, I didn’t see Doug,” Jen said, looking into her husband’s eyes. Could he smell the sexy muskiness between her legs? Could he smell Reno on her body? His cologne, his sweat? How couldn’t he?

Do black men smell different than white?  Do they leave a different smell on a girl when they fuck her?

“You talked to Sam about the apartment?” she asked him, changing the subject.

“Yes. It’s all done. The 2 apartments are ours. And I called the contractors about the renovations. They’re starting tomorrow.”

Jen beamed at her husband. He wasn’t the best lover, he wasn’t well endowed, but he was sweet and considerate and the best provider. He took care of her and Anna.

“You worked out today,” Mike said.

“Well, yeah, obviously,” Jen said with a half laugh, motioning with her hands at her gym outfit. “I was running late so didn’t have time to change before you got home. I’m stinky. I should take a shower.”

Jen moved to get up but Mike held her foot. “Not yet. Let’s talk a little more,” he said. His eyes were on Jen’s long shapely legs in the tights. He caressed up her leg, along her calf, her knee, and then her inner thigh. “I love when you wear dance gear,” he said. Smiling into her eyes, he said “Remember in college? I’d wait for you at your dance class to walk you home.”

“Yeah. In my sweaty leotard and tights,” Jen said with a grin.

“I loved how you wore jeans over tights.”

“I still do that sometimes,” Jen said. “I’m usually changed by the time you get home.”

“Maybe when we live in the city again, I’ll be home before that,” Mike said.

“Maybe.”

Mike caressed Jen’s leg back and forth. He asked, “Have you heard rumors from the wedding?”

“About Cam and me? Not really. Just want you’d expect.”

“Like what?”

“Everyone thinks I’m having an affair with Cam,” Jen announced matter-of-factly. She laughed when she saw Mike’s face drop. “It doesn’t matter what people think Mike. That’s why we’re moving to the City.”

“But won’t the rumors follow us there?” Mike asked looking uncertain.

“Maybe some,” Jen said. She grinned, looking unconcerned. She reached to Mike crotch. She cupped him, feeling the cage. “But you like rumors, right Mike? You want people to think I’m cheating on you. Right baby?”

Mike felt his cock swelling in the cage. Jen could tell he was getting aroused. “How does it feel, when you get excited?” she asked.

“It’s like, my body starts wanting an orgasm. But the cage stops me from getting hard.”

“Then you stop wanting an orgasm?” Jen asked. She was curious as to how being caged affected her husband’s body.

“No, the desire’s still there,” Mike explained. “But it’s kind of muted. Because the cage stops me from getting hard. And also, because all I feel against my cock is the cage. But the other night, when I watched you with Cam, my cock was pressing against the cage. I couldn’t get hard because of the cage, but it was like my root was hard. It was like the cage was pushing my cock back into my body.”

“Huh,” Jen said thoughtfully as she processed all that. Then she grinned and said “But you did cum. I could tell it was intense too. You were squeezing your eyes shut and moaning with Cam’s cock in your mouth.”

“I came because you were fingering my ass,” Mike insisted.  “Not because ... you know.”

“Mike, baby, it’s okay to admit you’re curious about men,” Jen said. “I won’t think you’re gay. I think it’s hot.”

When Mike didn’t respond, she asked, “What would you think, if it was something else in your ass?”

Mike still didn’t respond, but now he was frowning.

Jen didn’t push it. She knew, though, that he didn’t fight back about being caged, or losing control of his orgasms, or even sucking other men off.  When it came to sex, Mike was submissive and this all proved it.  Submissive to her.  And submissive to other men.

All her entire life, Jen had always gone out with macho guys with big muscles and big alpha personalities. Those were the kind of men who physically attracted her. She thought it was ironic that she ended up marrying a sweet submissive guy like Mike. Her husband was a beta. Alpha about some things like money, but beta when it came to sex. Like her, he was a sub to other men.

Jen loved Mike though. He was her best friend. Her soul mate. And she got off on playing the game with him. She might be fucking other men – other men might be the ones enjoying her body—but the game was with Mike.

“Can I teach you a trick?” Jen asked. She moved onto the floor. On her knees, she worked on Mike’s belt and then pulled his pants down. For a moment she looked at his cock. She could see it through the clear plastic of the cage. She could see it was swollen but the tube prevented it from getting hard. The cage was only 2 inches long. So, his flaccid cock was only 2 inches. Since Mike was hairless, his tiny pale cock looked like a little boy’s.

Jen took the plastic cage in her hand, holding it between her thumb and index finger. She moved it back and forth. She couldn’t feel the skin of his penis of course, only the hard plastic. She formed a circle around the tube with her thumb and index finger. She ran it up and down the tube, stroking it. “You can’t feel this,” she said, stating the obvious.

“No,” Mike said.

Then Jen took the tube into her mouth. She forced a seal with her lips. She licked the plastic, then bobbed up and down a couple times. “You can’t feel that either,” she said.

“No,” Mike said. He looked frustrated and desperate. “Why are you doing this to me?”

“Sorry,” Jen said with the hint of a smile.

“When do I get to take it off?” he asked pleadingly. “When can I cum again?”

“In 2 weeks,” she said. She had already thought about this. “Next weekend is the Valentine’s day party.” Every year someone in their neighborhood hosted a Valentine’s day party. This year it was Alicia and John. “I’ll let you cum the weekend after.”

“Two weeks?” Mike said despairingly. “Are you going to do something at the party?”

“AT the party? No,” Jen said with a laugh.

“You know what I mean!” Mike said with exasperation. “After the party!”

“Well, I barely held off Blake at Wyatt’s wedding,” Jen said with a grin at her husband. “I’m sure he’ll want me. Especially after the way Cam treated him. He was a dick. So, Blake will probably want to reclaim me.”

“How can he reclaim you?” Mike asked, looking aghast. “You’re my wife. Mine. He doesn’t have any right to reclaim you.”

“Of course he doesn’t baby. I just said it wrong. Anyways, do you want me to show you the trick?”

It took Mike a moment to figure out what she was talking about. Then he remembered she had pulled down his pants to teach him a trick. “Yeah, okay,” he said, feeling flustered.

“Okay,” Jen said. She pulled Mike’s pants the rest of the way off. Then she knelt on her knees between his legs. “You know when I go down on you? I do this?” As she said this, Jen ran the pads of her fingertips along the outside of Mike’s legs. “You like this right? It feels good.”

“Yes,” Mike said. The one word came out like a moan. He was beginning to breathe harder.

She spread Mike’s legs wider, opening him up. She cupped his balls. “Your balls are bigger,” she said.

Mike nodded his head. “It’s the cage,” he told her.

Jen nodded slowly, looking at his caged dick, and his swollen balls. Then she ran her index finger from his balls to his asshole, along his hairless sandbar. “I do this too,” she said.

“Yes, I know,” Mike moaned. Jen alternated, first caressing his tender sandbar with the pad of her fingertip, and then with her manicured fingernail. “Feel the difference?”

“Yes Jen!” he said helplessly. Why was she doing this to him? Torturing him this way?

Then Jen ran the fingernails of both hands back and forth over Mike’s thighs. “It feels different when I use my fingernails, right? It feels good.”

“Yessss,” Mike said in a long groaned. His swollen dick jerked in the cage, but the plastic tube prevented him from getting hard. It felt like the cage was pushing the hard root of his cock into his body, making it ached even more.

Jen grinned mischievously at her husband. She wrapped her hand around the plastic cage. “Remember when you weren’t caged? Remember when you could feel my hand on your cock? And your own hand?” She formed a circle around the cage with her thumb and index finger, and stroked up and down, like she was stroking his cock. But Mike couldn’t feel anything of course. “Remember when you could cum whenever you wanted?”

“Jen why are you doing this to me?” Mike asked in an exasperated, pleading voice.

But Jen ignored his pleas. She lowered her head and took his caged cock into her mouth, as she’d done before. She licked the plastic, then bobbed up and down. As she sucked his caged cock, she scraped the fingernails of both hands up and down his sensitive inner thighs. Even though Mike couldn’t feel her mouth on his manhood, he still rolled his head back and groaned. Although the groan was as much the pleasure of feeling her nails on his thighs as the frustration of not feeling her sweet mouth as she bobbed on him.

“God Jen, please ....,” he begged.

“Sorry baby,” Jen said, looking up at him. Her pouty lips had that sexy wet look. “I just want to teach you the trick.”

“What trick?!” Mike asked with exasperation.

Jen looked at her husband and said, “When you go down on a man, caress him at the same time. Caress his chest. His thighs. His inner thighs. And his ass. Especially between his balls and ass. What people call his sandbar.”

Mike stared at his wife. “That’s the trick you want to teach me?” he asked incredulously.

“The faster you make him cum, the better, right?” Jen joked with a grin at her husband. “But that’s not the trick. The trick is to use your nails. Men love that. You love it right? But your nails are too short. So you should grow them a little.”

“You mean like a girl?” Mike scoffed.  He sarcastically said, “Soon you’ll want me to wear stockings and high heels.”

Jen grinned.  “Cam said that,” she said.

“What?”

“He said he’d fuck your ass, if I want.  As long as you wear stockings, heels and a wig.  That way you’ll look like a girl as he fucks you from behind.”

Mike stared at his wife. He didn’t know what to say. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 9


[image: ]


A couple days later, I was getting dressed for work when Jen said, “I’m thinking about getting a new dress for the party.” She had just gotten out of the shower.

I knew she was talking about the Valentine’s day party that Saturday. Jen hugged me and in a sweet voice asked, “Do you mind if I spend some of your money baby? To buy a sexy dress for you, and maybe new shoes?”

“For me?” I asked with a grin. Jen grinned back at me. We both knew it wasn’t for me. It was to make her look even more fuckable to other men.

I pulled her to me and kissed her neck. Her long, thick blonde hair feel around my face. Her towel dried hair was still damp from the shower. I could smell the strawberry vanilla of her shampoo.

“Yes,” I whispered into her ear. “Spend whatever you want. I want you to be super fuckable at the party. I want you to be so sexy it hurts.”

Jen pulled away and gave me a wry grin. I knew what she was thinking. I’d be the one hurting, because another man would be fucking her that night. I wouldn’t even be allowed to cum until the following weekend. I’d be caged all weekend. At that moment, I didn’t care, as I was in deep cuckold-space.

Jen told me she planned to shop at some of her favorite stores in the city. We decided to meet for lunch at our favorite French bistro down the block from the loft apartment. Then I’d kick off work early and we’d go home together in an uber to pick up Anna from school.
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LATER THAT MORNING, Jen bought a new party dress and high heels from the expensive French boutique in East Village that she liked. She was so thrilled to be back in the City. She couldn’t wait to move back.

Then Jen got an uBer and drove towards the loft apartment. She had 2 hours before she had to meet Mike for lunch. She had something else to do first.

Mike wanted another man to be the first to make her cum in the loft apartment.  Jen had thought long and hard about who that man should be.

Mike loved his angst.  So, Jen wanted the man to be someone who would shock her husband.

She thought about Blake, Cam, Doug and Joey.  Reno too.  They were all good choices.  And she would enjoy being with any of them.  She hadn’t had sex since that time with Reno at the gym, and her body needed fucked.  Jen knew all these men would give her the toe-curling orgasm her body needed.

But as Jen thought about it, she realized that there was one guy who would really push Mike’s cuckold buttons.  His angst would go into overdrive if she let this guy touch her, much less put his cock into her.

And to be honest, Jen was curious about this man, too.  He was really a boy.  She laughed, thinking about Joe, and Reno, and this other guy.  Cam too.  They were all so much younger than her.  She was seriously turning into a cougar!

Jen rubbed her nyloned thighs together as she rode to the loft apartment in the uBer.  She was seriously horny!  She would hate this guy touching her – being inside her – as much as Mike would.  But that was part of the excitement!
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A LITTLE LATER, JEN stood in the loft apartment.  With Billy.  The clerk from the Swarthmore Hotel.

Jen expected Billy to look around the loft apartment, be impressed with how big it was, with the high ceilings, and the brick walls.  But the young man wasn’t interested.  He didn’t spare a single glance around.  Instead, his eyes were focused on Jen.

Jen was dressed in only lingerie.  Lacy bra and matching thong panties, thigh high stockings, and high heels.  

Billy was breathing hard as he looked at the barely dressed, beautiful blonde, the wife, the mother of a toddler.  He said, “So, we’re gonna fuck now?”

Jen couldn’t help laughing at his directness, his single-mindedness.  Billy was so predictable.  And so young!

“How old are you, exactly?” she asked.

“I’m 18,” Billy answered.

Jen couldn’t help shaking her head.  18!  He was even younger than Reno, who was 22.  Younger by 4 years!  She was a cougar and her cubs were getting younger.

At least Billy was legal.

Jen looked at Billy.  She had seen him before, of course, many times, intimately seen him, but now she really looked at him. 

Billy wasn’t at all attractive.  He was tall and lanky and had bad posture.  He had acne all over his face, and his hair was scraggly and greasy.  He was ugly honestly.  

Billy was skinny and tall, taller than Jen by a foot even in her heels.  The way his shirt hung on him, Jen could tell he was fit.  She knew Billy was fit because she had seen his naked body.  When Mike had gotten on his knees and sucked Billy off.

The memory sent delicious tingles all through Jen’s body.  It made her pussy ache.

“Yeah, we’re gonna fuck,” Jen said with a husky, lustful voice.  She was turned on by the prospect of this ugly boy fucking her.  She remembered a scene from a movie, Romance, about a beautiful teacher letting an ugly older man have his way with her young, sexy body.  The man said something like, “Beautiful women like to be taken by ugly men.”  

Now Jen was going to let this ugly man – this ugly boy – do what he wanted with her body.  Use her body to pleasure himself.  The idea made Jen shiver.

Jen took off Billy’s shirt.  His chest was as she remembered.  Skinny but hard.  Well defined muscles.  

Jen traced her fingertips over Billy’s pecs, his hard abs, his firm biceps. 

“You like my body, right?” Billy said with a toothy grin.  His teeth were crooked and yellowed, adding to his ugliness.  But his body was hot.  He was a below-the-neck boy.

“Yeah, I like your body,” Jen said with that husky, lustful voice.

Billy grinned.  He reached out and jerked up Jen’s bra, exposing her little breasts.  He cupped and kneaded them.  “I can touch you, right?” he asked as he fondled her.

“Yeah.”

“Anywhere I want?”

Jen nodded yes.

Billy’s grinned grew wider.  He leaned in and kissed Jen opened mouth.  Jen could taste his horrible breath and feel the lumps of his ache pressing against the soft unblemished skin of her face.  

“I’m letting an ugly boy kiss me,” Jen thought to herself as Billy pushed his foul tongue into her mouth.

Billy pushed his hand down Jen’s lacy panties and touched her pussy.  

Jen quickly discovered Billy wasn’t the skilled lover he claimed to be.  He didn’t have moves.  Billy touched her awkwardly, his inexperience showing, seemingly unaware that girls have a magic button, her clitoris.  Billy barely touched her there, and when he did, it seemed like he did it by mistake instead of intentionally.

Billy pushed Jen down onto her knees.  Then he took out his cock.  Jen was eye level with it.  Billy’s hard penis was good size, but not as big as Cam or Blake.  Maybe a little bigger than Doug.  Way bigger than Mike.

Billy pushed his cock into Jen’s mouth, and she sucked him for a few moments.

“Fuck yeah, you’re good,” Billy moaned.  “You suck cock better than your husband.”

Billy words made Jen shiver.  She said, “Do you think Mike is pretty?  Would you fuck him?”

Billy looked questioningly at Jen, clearly not understanding what she was talking about.  Her own words got Jen crazy with lust.

Billy grew impatient.  He pushed Jen down onto the floor.  There was no furniture, no rugs, so she was on the cold hardwood floors.

Billy quickly tugged down Jen’s thong panties down her long legs, and then got on top of her.

“Wait,” Jen said, reaching for a condom.  She ripped the package open with her teeth, then rolled it down Billy’s hard shaft.

Jen stared at Billy’s pimply face as she rubbed his fat cockhead back and forth between her slick pussy lips.  “This ugly boy is about to fuck me,” she thought to herself.

Billy pushed his cock into Jen.  He began fucking her.

Once again, Jen quickly realized Billy wasn’t a skilled lover, he didn’t know how to pleasure a girl.  He was pounding her pussy, but in a random and haphazard way.  He wasn’t giving her the steady, rhythmic strokes she needed – what most girls needed – to build up to an orgasm.  

Jen realized that Billy might not be capable of making her cum.  All this might be for nothing.  She might be letting this ugly boy with the foul breath fuck her for nothing.

“You like my cock, right?  You like how I fuck?  I’m bigger than your husband, right?” Billy snarled as he pounded her pussy.

“Yeah, I like your cock, you’re way bigger than Mike,” Jen said, although it was mostly rote with Billy.  She wasn’t feeling it with him.  She just wanted him to cum and for this to end.

Mike wanted – she wanted – another man to be the first to make her cum in the loft apartment.  But this boy – this ugly boy – might be too inexperienced and unskilled a lover to push her over the edge, even with this hot body and decent sized cock.

Then Billy did something unexpected.  As he continued to thrust in and out, he licked up Jen’s face with the flat of his tongue, from her chin, over her cheek, to her forehead.  Jen thought it was the most disgusting thing ever, as she could smell his foul breath as he licked her, and it was a sloppy lick, leaving the side of her face wet with his disgusted saliva.

“I’ll have to take a shower after this is over,” Jen thought to herself.  “He’s going to ....”

Jen’s mind froze, as she thought “he’s going to ....”

Billy is going to do what?

Ugly, pimple faced, bad breath Billy is going to do what?

Jen thought about what Mike would say.

“Billy’s going to ruin you,” Jen imagined her husband saying.  “Your pretty face, your perfect body, this ugly boy’s gonna ruin you, defile how perfect you are.”

These thoughts aroused Jen.  Suddenly, Billy’s inexperienced fucking felt good.

As Billy fucked her, Jen imagined telling Mike, “An ugly boy fucked me, Mike.  He’s just a boy, but his cock’s way bigger than yours.  He’s almost 20 years younger than you, but he fucked me better.  He’s a better lover.  He made me cum on his cock.  On his cock, Mike.  When was the last time you made me cum on your cock?”

Thinking these thoughts, Jen felt an orgasm building inside her.  She said to Billy, “It feels good Billy.  You fuck me good.  Better than Mike.”

And then as her orgasm got closer, she found herself screaming at Billy.  “Make me yours Billy!  Take me away from Mike!  Make me your slut!”

Suddenly, Jen was crazy with lust!  She had worked herself up into a frenzy!

She was tempted to take the condom off Billy!  She wanted him to cum inside her! 

She screamed, “Breed me, Billy!  Breed me!  BREED MEEEEEEE!”

Then Jen’s body erupted in a massive orgasm!

Billy looked confused.  He clearly didn’t understand what was happening.

Jen was panting, coming down from her orgasm.  She said, “Pull out when you cum.”

That was something Billy understood, so he nodded.  A few moments later, Billy moaned as his orgasm hit, and he pulled out.

Jen quickly ripped off the condom, and she pointed Billy’s cock at her body.  After Billy was done ejaculating, Jen’s pussy and stomach were covered with his jizz.  

After a few minutes, Jen pushed up and Billy got off of her

“You should go,” Jen said.   She wasn’t mean about it, but her voice was firm. Billy nodded and got dressed.

Jen stood up.  She fixed her bra.  She didn’t bother with her panties.  Her stomach and pussy were still covered with Billy’s sperm.  She didn’t wipe it off as she put on her skirt and blouse, the same outfit she’d worn that morning when she kissed Mike goodbye.

Jen didn’t wash her face or fix her makeup either.  Billy’s saliva from when he licked her was dry now on her pretty face.

“Are you ever gonna be at the Swarthmore again?” Billy asked as he was about to leave.

“I don’t know.  Maybe,” Jen said honestly.

“Maybe I’ll see you again then,” Billy said.  He reached with both hands and cupped and fondled Jen’s breasts.

Jen didn’t stop the ugly boy from touching her.  She said, “Yeah.  Maybe.”

Billy gave Jen another toothy grin.  He turned to go but Jen stopped him.  She had an idea.

“Hey Billy,” Jen said.  “All the equipment in room 67 – did you install that?”

“Yeah.  I’m good with A/V shit.”

Jen waived around the loft apartment, and asked, “Can you do that here?”

Billy looked interested.  “Can I watch sometimes?  With your husband?”

Jen suddenly felt lightheaded with lust.  She asked, “You want him to go down on you?  While you watch me with another man?”

Billy’s grin grew wider.  And Jen grinned back at him.
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A little later, Jen was sitting in the French bistro with Mike. They were sitting in a booth, although the table was small, so Jen was sitting in the curved booth seat, and Mike was sitting across from her in a chair. As they scanned the menu, Jen slipped her foot out of its black high heel and extended her stockinged foot under the table. She put her foot in Mike’s lap.

“You’re playful today,” Mike said with a grin at his wife. He looked down at her pretty foot. He saw she was wearing nude stockings. “You wore stockings for me?” he asked.

“Everything I do is for you baby,” Jen said, smiling and batting her eyelashes at him. Mike took her foot in his hands and began giving her a foot massage. “Feels good baby,” she cooed.

“Not really,” Mike said as he rubbed Jen’s foot.  “The stockings aren’t for me.”

Jen grinned at her husband.  She said, “I was just with someone.”

“Where?”

“In the loft apartment.  I made your wish come true.”

Mike knew she was talking about his wish for another man to be the first to make her cum in their new home.

“You said you were shopping for a dress,” Mike said.

“I got the dress. And new heels,” Jen said, holding out a bag for Mike. Mike took the bag and looked inside. He saw some red material. That was a dress? That little swatch of red couldn’t possibly be a dress, could it? He also saw high heels that were the same red as the dress. He saw they were the really tall heels with 5-inch stilettos that she wore when she knew she was going to see Blake.  Or another one of her tall lovers.

“Jen there’s barely anything here,” Mike said, picking up the red dress. The entire dress fit in the palm of his hand.

“That’s just how girl’s clothes are,” Jen said with a laugh. 

“Who was it?” Mike asked.  “Who were you just with?”

“Guess,” Jen said back.

Mike’s heart was pounding. “You tried this dress on for him?” he asked.

“No,” Jen said. 

“Will you try this dress on for me tonight?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Blake will be the first man to see me in this dress.  And these high heels,” Jen said.

“God, Jen,” Mike groaned, folding over from the sharp stab to his insides.  “You were just with him?”

“Blake?”

“YES!” Mike growled.

Jen smiled.  “Not Blake. Guess again.”

“Cam?”

“No.”

“Wyatt?”

“No.”

“Doug?”

“No.”

“Joe?”

“No.  But I have an idea about Joey.”

“What?”

“I’ll tell you later.  Guess.”

“Scott?”

Jen laughed, looking incredulously at her husband.  “Mike, really?  No, not Scott.”

Mike frowned.  Barely breathing, he asked, “Sam?”

Jen laughed again.  “I would let Sam do me if that would make him like me again.  But he’d probably hate me more.  No, not Sam.”

Mike’s frown deepened.  Both because of what Jen just said about letting his best friend “do her,” and because he couldn’t think of anyone else.

“I’ll give you a hint,” Jen said with a teasing smile.

Mike looked expectantly at his wife.

With that teasing smile on her beautiful face, Jen said, “It’s a guy you’ve gone down on.”

Mike’s eyes got big with shock, and alarm.  If it wasn’t Cam, that meant ....

“No.  Not that kid.”

“Yes, that kid,” Jen said.  “Billy.”

Mike thought about his perfect wife – his perfect wife – with that disgusting kid.  How could she?  How could she let him touch her, much less have sex with her?  How could she defile herself that way?

“You’re lying,” he said.  Hoping she was lying.

“I’m not.”

“Jen ... no ... not with him,” Mike groaned, folding over again with another stab to his gut, to his heart.

“Come on.  Let’s go,” Jen said, getting up and dragging Mike out of the booth.
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, they were in the loft apartment.  In the master bedroom.  Jen had pulled an air mattress out of the closet.  Mike was naked on the bed, on his back.  Jen had taken off her blouse and skirt.

“This was how I was with Billy not too long ago,” Jen said.  She was holding Mike’s caged cock between her thumb and forefinger, swaying it back and forth.  

“Why him?” Mike asked, the pain still in his voice.  “It would’ve been better with Scott.”

“Come on Mike.  You don’t believe that.”

“Yes, I do,” Mike insisted.  “At least Scott is like you in looks.  You’re in the same ballpark.”

“Billy isn’t in the same ballpark as me?” Jen asked feigning innocence.

“Of course not.  You know that.  He’s ugly.  His face is covered with pimples.  His hair is greasy.  He smells.”

Jen ran her fingertips over Mike’s chest and arms.  “He’s got a nice body,” she said.  “He’s skinny, but muscular.”

“Now you’re comparing my body to his?” Mike spat out.  Mike was slim – Billy was skinny but solid with muscles.  Mike wasn’t muscular.  He was also much shorter, barely taller than Jen – and in heels, she was taller than Mike.

“I’m just saying,” Jen said.  “I call him a below-the-chest boy.”

Mike harrumphed with a humorless laugh.

“And Billy’s is way bigger,” Jen said, holding Mike’s caged cock between her thumb and forefinger again.

After a moment, she added, “And functional.”

“You’re the reason mine isn’t functional,” Mike said bitterly.

Jen grinned and said, “I guess that’s right.”

He frowned and asked, “Did you let him kiss you?”

“Yes.  And he stuck his tongue in my mouth.”

Mike’s frown turned painful.  It was like he was in agony.  “Why would you let that ugly boy kiss you?”

“He licked me too.  The side of my face.  You can still smell it.”  Jen pressed the side of her face that Billy licked against Mike’s nose.  “And he came all over me.”  She moved her body so he could smell Billy’s dried sperm on her stomach and pussy lips.

“Jen, you let him mark you!”

“It’s not like I let him tat me,” Jen said with a laugh.  “It’s not even as bad as a hickey.”

“But Jen ... that kid, he – he—.”

“He what, Mike? What did Billy do to me?” Jen asked eagerly.

“He soiled you, Jen!” Mike said with exasperation.  “You’re so beautiful, and he’s ugly!  You’re too good for him, you shouldn’t have let him kiss you, or touch you!”

“Billy put his cock into me too,” Jen said, moving Mike’s hand to her pussy.  “I wanted to let him into me without a condom.  What do you think of that, Mike?  If ugly boy fucked me bareback?  If ugly boy was inside me skin-to-skin?  Would that ruin my pussy?  Would it?”

“Jen, god, stop,” Mike groaned.

“Do you like this talk?  Does it turn you on?”

“No.”

Jen laughed.  “You liar.  I can tell when you’re turned on.”

Jen pressed her finger against the root of Mike’s cock, below the cage.  “This is hard.  But you penis is soft.”  

“I told you that’s how I get in the cage.”

Jen caressed her fingertip against the root.  “Can you cum if I do this?”

“I don’t think so,” Mike said, his words coming out like a moan.  He closed his eyes as Jen caressed him.

“Does this feel good?” she asked as she licked and then sucked his nipple.

“It ... does,” Mike moaned.

Jen nibbled on Mike’s nipple as she caressed his root.  “Are you sure you can’t cum?” she asked between nibbles.

“I’m ... not ... sure,” Mike moaned, finding it hard to speak as Jen worked on him.

“This is like,” Jen said between nibbles.

“When a man ....”

“Plays with my breasts ....”

“And fingers my clit ....”

“At the same time ....”

“So, you’re treating me like a girl again?” Mike asked.  His eyes were clenched shut as he enjoyed the pleasure she was giving him.

“Your root is kinda like a girl’s clitoris.”

“Jen, god,” Mike groaned, but his words sounded like a moan.

“I think you like the idea, me treating you like a girl,” Jen said as she continued to work on his nipple and root.  “Should I make you wear panties, Mike?  Your little sissy boy clit in lacy panties – would you like that?”

“Jen, please ...,” Mike moaned.

“I wanted Billy to cum in me, Mike,” Jen said as she continued to caress his root.  “I wanted to take off the condom and let him inside me bareback.  I wanted him skin-to-skin.  I wanted him to cum inside me.  I wanted his sperm inside me.”

“Jen, why?  Why?”

“I begged that ugly boy to make me his slut,” Jen said.  Now she was using one hand to fondle Mike’s flat breast and thumb his nipple as she continued to caress the root of his caged cock with her other hand.  “I begged him to take me away from you.  I begged him to breed me.”

“I begged him, Mike.  I begged that ugly boy to breed me.”

“Jen, oh god, Jen, Jen ...,” Mike moaned, and then he threw his head back as he orgasmed.  His penis was still soft inside the cage – confided in the hard plastic, it was impossible for it to get erect – but clear sperm dribbled out of the small hole of the head.

“Your first girl orgasm, baby,” Jen said with a grin at Mike.  

“Jen, stop ...,” Mike pleaded as he gasped for breath.

“Just think baby,” Jen said with a teasing smile.  “You’re not the first man to make me cum in the loft apartment.  You ARE the second GIRL to cum in the loft apartment.”
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Mike was bothered by what they had just done.  By all the things Jen just said.  He was conflicted, though, because he HAD orgasmed.  The pleasure wasn’t as intense as a normal orgasm, but there was some pleasure, and release too.

So, Mike decided not to question Jen about what just happened.  He needed to process things before talking about it with her.  And he wasn’t sure if he would talk to her about it.  Maybe it would be better to pretend it never happened.  Especially the part about him wearing panties.

“You said you want to talk about Joe,” Mike said as they lay on the blow-up mattress.

Jen said, “I’m looking forward to seeing him more.  Once we’re back in the City.  His school isn’t that far away.”

“Are you planning to see him, see him?” Mike asked.

Jen smiled and nodded.  “More than that, actually.”

“What?”

Jen got up on her elbows and looked at Mike.  “You want me to date again,” she said. “I’m going to date Joey.”

Mike’s mouth dropped open. “You want to date Joe? He’s like my brother.” 

“I know that.”

“How can you date someone who’s like my brother?”

“That makes it hot, right?” Jen said with a teasing smile.

“Jen ....”

“Don’t you see? He’s perfect. He’s awesome in bed. I like being with him. And if Anna sees me with him, she won’t think anything of it, since he’s just Uncle Joey.”

“Jen ... I don’t know,” Mike said doubtfully.

“Joey’s actually safer than Cam,” Jen told Mike. “Believe me Mike. He’s way safer than Cam. He’s safer than Doug too.”

“But Joe’s practically my brother!” Mike said with anxiety. “He’s not like Scott, or Cam, or any of those other guys. Joe will be in our lives forever!”

“Yes,” Jen said, her voice both patient and reassuring. “And eventually Joey will get married. And we’ll stop doing this. And then this’ll be just a hot memory that’ll be our secret. The 3 of us. No one will ever know. Especially not Joey’s wife.”

“But if you’re dating Joe—what if people we know see you out with him? What will you do?”

“I’ll tell the truth,” Jen said in a calming, reasonable voice. “That I’m out with our really good friend. I’ll say Joey is like your brother.  You helped raise him.  WE helped raise him.  They’ll be rumors, but, whatever.  Anyways, we’ve talked about this.  Rumors are exciting.”

Mike stared at Jen, looking incredulously at her. His head spun as he tried to process all of this. He hurt inside too. But it was the kind of hurt – the delicious angst – that only cucks would understand.

“You really want to date Joe? Not just for the sex? But romantically?”

“I already love Joey,” Jen said. “He’s like your brother, so of course I love him. But he means more to me than just that. I mean, obviously, we’ve been intimate. I guess I’d like to explore that. To kind of let go. Allow myself to crush a little bit on Joey.”

Mike’s lust was growing as he delved into cuck-space.  Soon, he was so excited his body quivered as they spoke. 

Jen moved close to her husband.  “Is that what you want baby?” she whispered into his ear. “Do you want me to fall a little bit in love with Joey?  Your little brother?”

“Oh god!”

“Let’s just call Joey your brother from now on,” Jen said.  “He practically is anyways.”

Mike was breathing hard. His body was shaking from excitement.  Jen dating Joe.  Falling in love with him.  With his brother.  With her brother-in-law.

God this was so evil.  So deliciously evil.

“You’ll let Joe inside you bareback?” he asked. “Cum inside you?  The way you wanted with ugly boy?”

“We both know Joey is anything but ugly,” Jen said.  “And anyways, I trust Joey,” Jen said.

“Even when you’re fertile?” Mike asked, both worried and excited. 

“I’m fertile now.  This is the most dangerous time of the month for me.”

“And you wanted Billy to cum in you,” Mike said.  “You begged him to breed you.”

“Yes.”

Mike frowned.  “Shouldn’t we have a rule? I know you’re on birth control, but shouldn’t we have a rule? That when you’re fertile your boyfriend – Joe – has to use condoms?”

“Mike, how can I say this?” Jen began, thinking back to her thoughts the other day with Reno. And her passions with Billy not too long ago.  “When I’m fertile, that’s when I most want a man to cum inside me. I guess it’s a biological thing. Or psychological.  Especially with someone I care about.  Someone I have an emotional connection with.  If I date Joey, I’ll feel that way with him.  I won’t be able to stop myself.”

“You want another man to make you pregnant?” Mike asked with horror.  And excitement.

“Of course not,” Jen said reassuringly. “I’m just trying to explain how my head works. When I’m fertile, like now, I don’t want to use condoms. I want to feel skin-to-skin, I want him to cum inside me. It’s a biological thing. But it’s okay, I’m on the pill.”

“But what if the pill doesn’t work?” Mike asked anxiously. “What are you gonna do?”

“You know how I feel about that Mike,” Jen said. She affectionately brushed his cheek and said “Okay, let’s say the pill doesn’t work and I get pregnant. The baby could be yours you know. It probably would be yours.”

“How can you say that, Jen?” Mike asked with exasperation. “Cam fucked you this weekend. Billy fucked you today. You’re gonna let Blake fuck you Saturday. And you barely let me inside you anymore. How can you say that?”

Jen knew he was right. And her husband didn’t even know about Reno.

Jen tugged Mike’s hands up to her flat stomach. She asked softly, “If I’m pregnant right now, at this very moment, would you love the baby?”

“Of course I would,” Mike said immediately.

“Would you be the best father ever?”

“I’d try, yes,” Mike promised.

“Then that’s all that matters Mike, right? Any baby I ever have will be yours. And any baby I have you’ll love. That’s what we’re promising to each other, right? So isn’t that all that matters?”

“Yeah, it is,” Mike said, feeling uncertain. “I guess I feel like we’re moving to a new level in the game.”

“We’re kinda not actually,” Jen said. “I’ve always been on birth control. Men often cum inside me. The risk’s always been there.”

“But I promise you this,” Jen said, looking at Mike, into his eyes. Thinking about her hookup earlier that week with Reno, she said “If I’m ever with a black man and I’m fertile, I won’t let him cum inside me.”

“You’ll make him wear a condom,” Mike said.

“Is that really what you want Mike?” Jen asked.

They stared at each other for long moments. Mike thought about it. If she made the black man wear a condom, combined with the pill, there was practically no chance he would impregnate her. But if he didn’t wear a condom, he might not pull out (either by accident or intentionally), or even if he did pull out, pre-cum would still be inside her. There would be risk that his blond, lily white wife might be pregnant with a black man’s baby.

“Okay, no condom,” Mike said, giving in to his cuckold fantasies. His voice so raspy from lust that Jen could barely hear him. “Just make sure he pulls out.”

Jen smiled at her husband. Then she straddled his head.  This talk had aroused her.

“Lick me Mike,” she urged her husband. “Make me cum.”

Mike didn’t hesitate. He went to town on his wife’s pussy. Even though he knew Billy had coated her pussy and stomach with his foul sperm.
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Jen snuggled into Mike the entire drive from the loft apartment to Anna’s pre-school. It was times like this that he filled up his Jen meter. Also, it reassured him the game was just a part of their life, and in some ways a small part.

“Why’d you bring up black men all of a sudden?” Mike whispered into Jen’s ear. They had to be quiet as the uBer driver was black.

“I don’t know. It seemed to make sense,” Jen whispered back. She pulled away and looked at her husband. “A white baby is one thing ... but if the baby is black ... you know what I mean.”

Jen looked into the rearview mirror. The black driver was looking at her. She wondered if he had heard her.

Mike was silent as he processed what his wife just said. If the baby was white, they could pass him off as the father. But not if the baby was half black. Jen had really thought about these things? But Mike supposed that she had. Jen was Catholic, and when it came to pregnancy she was ultra conservative. She was a staunch freedom of choice supporter. But when it came to herself, she would never consider abortion or even morning after pills. Their game was risky. There was always the chance of another man impregnating her. So Mike supposed it made sense she had thought about this.

“But you’ve never been interested in black men,” Mike said.

“Once with Davis,” she whispered. “You remember him. The tattoo artist.”

“You told me about that,” Mike whispered back. “You told me you did it mostly to get back at Scott. You weren’t attracted to Davis and was never tempted for a repeat.”

It was true. Jen had found sex with Davis disappointing. Certainly not living up to the legend of BBC.  But then Reno came along ...

“I don’t know baby,” Jen whispered. With a grin she teased, “Are you afraid I might get addicted to black men? You know what they say. Once you go black you don’t go back.”

Jen looked into the rearview mirror again. The black man was really staring at her now. Had he heard her whisper?

Mike saw Jen and the driver looking at each other. He put his arm possessively around his wife and pulled her close to him again. By silent agreement they agreed not to talk about this anymore while this black driver could hear them.

“Have you talked to Joe about dating him?” Mike whispered.

“No Mike,” Jen said. “If it happens it’s got to be natural. It can’t be forced like a negotiation.”

“If what happens?” Mike asked, his anxiety growing again.

Jen looked at her husband like he was crazy. “What we’re talking about,” she whispered. “If we start dating. It’s got to happen naturally.”

“What if Joe falls in love with you?” Mike asked. “You know he’s had a crush on you forever.”

“It’s okay Mike. I won’t let it get that far,” Jen assured him in a low voice. “Don’t worry. I can handle Joey.”
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I WATCHED AS JEN DRESSED for the Valentine’s day party. She had already done her makeup and her blonde hair. Jen had let her hair grow really long. It was way past her bra strap, almost down to her waist. She was blessed with thick, lush hair, and it had a natural curl that gave her hair even more body. She wasn’t a platinum blonde; her hair had streaks of dark, what you’d call dirty blonde. It made her blonde hair look natural rather than dyed, which was what she was, a natural blonde.

Her pubic hair was blonde too, although she was still shaving (actually waxing) all of that off. I preferred a little landing strip, but she had shaved it off for Cam. She was still keeping herself bare there (regular Brazilian waxings), and it made sense, being more in keeping with her hot wife persona.

Jen slipped a g-string up her long legs. It was bright red for Valentine’s day. The g-string was nothing more than 2 thin strings. One that sat low on her hips, and one that went across her pussy lips and up the crack of her tight ass. Seeing her in the g-string, I knew she planned to end up with Blake that night. She didn’t ask me or even talk about it. That bothered me.

“Can you at least talk to me about your plans tonight?” I said, irritation and desperation in my voice.

“OUR plans Mike,” Jen said as she rolled nude stockings up her long beautiful legs. “We’re going to the Valentine’s party. I’m going with you.” She grinned at me and said “I’m your Valentine.”

Her words didn’t calm the turmoil inside my body. “Did Blake give you that g-string?” I snapped.

“Yes,” Jen said. She moved closer so she stood in front of me. Since I was sitting on the edge of the bed, I was about eye level with her pussy.

Her pussy had recovered from the pounding Billy gave her earlier that week. Her pussy was back to its natural look. A short slit with thin lips pressed tightly together, the lips just a shade darker than the surrounding skin. At the moment, the thin, delicate red string ran between the lips and disappeared into her crack. I saw at the top, where the vertical string met the horizontal, there was a little red bow.

“I guess your pussy’s recovered from MILFing Billy,” I said as I ran my finger down her slit, along the string. 

“MILFing.  That’s funny,” Jen said with a laugh.  “I do feel like a cougar with all the young men in my life.”

I pushed my finger inside her. She was already moist. I could tell she was looking forward to tonight. I pushed my finger further into her. Her pussy pressed around me like a smooth velvet glove. My wife had the prettiest, best feeling pussy. So smooth and soft. She used to be tight too, even tight for my size. I could tell she wasn’t as tight as she used to be. She had given birth to Anna of course. But it wasn’t just that. Her pussy was being ravaged on a constant basis by big dicked men. It was inevitable her pussy was getting looser. Looser for me and my thin, not quick 4 inches dick. But still tight for those other men.

“Don’t baby,” Jen whined, pushing my finger from her. “Don’t get me worked up. It’s going to be a long night.”

I looked at my finger. It was damp from Jen’s moistness. Jen looked at me looking at my finger. Then, she took that finger into her mouth and licked it. It was an intimate moment between a man and his wife, and it made me feel better inside.

Jen said, “Speaking of below-the-neck boy.  I hired him to do the AV for your special room.”

“In the loft apartment?” I asked with surprise.

“Yes.”

“Why him?”

Jen grinned and said, “I think he’s qualified to wire our bedroom for video and sound so you can watch from your special room.  He’s done it before.  And it’s not like he’ll ask embarrassing questions.”

I nodded.  What she said made sense, sort of.

“How much is he charging?”

“Does CNN boy really care?” Jen asked with a laugh, referring to how much money I was making nowadays.

“I’m just asking, are we paying Billy with money?  Or your body?”

“No, Mike, I won’t be paying Billy with my body,” Jen said with a mischievous grin.  She ran her fingertip across my lips and said, “Part of Billy’s payment might be your mouth, though.”

I flinched my head away from her finger.  “No way, Jen,” I said with a frown at her.

Jen laughed.  “Let’s do a to-be-continued on this, okay?  We have enough going on with the party tonight.”

I didn’t argue the point, although I continued to frown at my wife. 

Already forgetting the issue of Billy’s payment, Jen wiggle herself into her dress. Poured herself into it, really.  It was bright red for Valentine’s day. It was made of some kind of stretch knit. The front had a pleated v-neckline that plunged to show a hint of her cleavage. The dress was held up by two thin spaghetti straps that went over her shoulders and then curved down her back. The dress bared her entire back to her waist. No one would have any doubt that she was braless. The dress was short, ending inches above her knees.

I remembered holding the dress in the palm of my hand, wondering how so little fabric could make up an entire dress. Now I knew, because this dress probably exposed more of Jen’s body than it covered up.

Then Jen stepped into her new high heels. They were shiny red, and Christian Louboutin’s of course with the sexy red soles. With her beautiful face, lush blonde hair that fell almost to her waist, and tight sexy body, she looked painfully desirable. Painfully fuckable.

“Nice shoes,” I joked, not knowing what else to say. Sometimes that was how it was with my wife. Her extreme beauty took your breath away and made you speechless.

“Yeah,” Jen said with a smile in her voice. “Another Kate to add to my collection.”

“What? Kate?” I said, not understanding.

“My pumps. They’re called So Kate,” Jen explained. “I have a few of them.”

I looked dumbly at her. People named their shoes?

“What do you think people are going to say tonight, about the wedding?” I asked her.

“You mean about Cam?” Jen asked.

I nodded. This was the first time I’d be seeing our neighbors since they saw her at the wedding with Cam. 

“Are you worried about what they might be thinking?” she asked. “I thought it turns you on.”

“It does turn me on that people are probably gossiping that you’re cheating on me with Cam,” I said. “But it’s still gonna be awkward when I see them tonight.”

Jen nodded. “I get it baby,” she said, affectionately running her fingers through my hair. “Just remember, no one knows what really happened. If someone says something, just deny it.” With a grin she added “Pretend like you’re a politician tonight. No matter what you say, 50% of people will believe you.”

“It’s the other 50% I’m worried about,” I said glumly.

“Oh baby, don’t worry about it,” Jen said, hugging me. “It doesn’t matter what people think. Alls that matters is what you and I think. Anyways, we’ll be moving soon. So who cares about the rumors?”

At that moment, Jen’s iphone buzzed. She picked it up. She grinned seeing the screen. 

“Speaking of my future boyfriend – it’s Joey,” she said as she texted a reply. For a few minutes, she texted back and forth with my brother (we had agreed to just call him my brother now, because that’s what he essentially was), looking so sexy in the barely anything red dress and new So Kate high heels.

As Jen spoke, I looked up So Kate on my phones. The red heels appeared on the screen. I looked at the description. It said “Red So Kate 120 Pumps in patent leather with pointed toe and high stiletto heel.” Then I looked at Jen, standing there as she texted with Joe, one pretty foot slightly ahead of the other. I looked at her new pumps. Pointed toe. High stiletto heel. I found myself breathing even harder.

The description said the shoes were 120 mm high. I did a quick conversion in my head. 4.72 inches. “They’re not 5 inches,” I said.

“What?” Jen asked absent mindedly. She was still texting with Joe.

“Your new shoes,” I said. “They’re four point seven two inches high.”

Jen didn’t respond. She was frowning into the screen of her phone. “Hmmmm,” she said at the phone.

“What?” I asked. “What did Joe say?”

“Here,” Jen said, handing me her phone. I read their text conversation:

JoeJoe: You around?

TinyDancer: Yep. What’s up?

JoeJoe: Doing anything tonight?

TinyDancer: Going to a VD party with Mike.

JoeJoe: VD?

TinyDancer: Ha. Not that VD. Valentines.

JoeJoe: It’s not VD.

TinyDancer: I know stupid. People don’t have VD parties on VD. You go out alone with your luvy on VD.

JoeJoe: So where’s this party?

TinyDancer: Neighborhood.

JoeJoe: Sounds boring.

TinyDancer: You offering something better?

JoeJoe: Frat party.

TinyDancer: Seriously? You’re in grad school, you’re supposed to be over frat parties.

JoeJoe: You’ve got it backwards—I went to grad school so I could keep going to frat parties.

TinyDancer: Ha!

JoeJoe: So how about it?

TinyDancer: I think I’m too old for frat parties.

JoeJoe: You’ll be the prettiest girl there by a hundred miles!

TinyDancer: <smiley faces>

JoeJoe: Forget the frat party. Anyway, it’s not really a frat party, just some frat people having a party in my building. But forget that party. I’ll take you to dinner somewhere.

TinyDancer: You’re a poor student, you can’t afford to take me to dinner.

JoeJoe: I never said I’m paying.

TinyDancer: Ha ha!

JoeJoe: So come on. It’ll be fun.

TinyDancer: So why now all of a sudden?

JoeJoe: I’ve been thinking about Christmas.  It was nice.

TinyDancer:  Only nice?

JoeJoe:  You know what I mean.  I’ve been thinking about you.

TinyDancer: Awww .... let me talk to Mike.

JoeJoe:  Have you thought about my idea?

TinyDancer:  Let me talk to Mike.

“What do you think?” Jen asked after I finished reading.

“You’re seriously thinking about bagging the party?” I asked, surprised.

“I’ll catch shit for it, but ....”

“But what?” I asked.

“I guess I’d rather hang with Joey tonight,” Jen admitted.

I felt tugs on my heart. The familiar cuckold angst.

“What’s his idea?” I asked.

“I told you before,” Jen said.  “He says I don’t need any other lovers.  He wants to be my lover.”

“Is that why you picked him to be your boyfriend?”

“Sorta,” Jen said.  “It’s a sweet thing to say, right?  This is what I mean by letting things happen naturally.  It’s fate, right?  Joey all of the sudden texting me.”

“People usually say ‘fate’ when they talk about falling in love,” Mike said sourly.

“Mike, come on,” Jen said with a grin.  “Is this your angst talking?”

“Just 10 minutes ago you said we were going to the party together,” I reminded her. “You said you’re my Valentine.”

“I am your Valentine,” Jen said.

“But you want to be with Joe, not me.”

“Mike it’s not like that,” Jen insisted. “First of all, it’s not Valentine’s day. That’s Thursday and we’ve already talked about how you, me and Anna are going to dinner. We’ll both be your Valentine. Yours baby. And tonight, you’ll meet us at the loft apartment. I’ll hang a little while with Joey at his building, and then we’ll all meet at the loft apartment.”

“And what? You expect me to go to the Valentine’s party alone?” I asked her.

“You just need to make an appearance Mike,” Jen said. “Tell everyone something came up. Like Allie’s here or something. Tell them you’re there to say hi, but you’re leaving to meet me and Allie in the city.”

“Then what? I go wait for you in the loft apartment?” I asked skeptically.

“Let me scope things out,” Jen said. “If it’s a big party, maybe you can crash it. Wouldn’t you like to watch me with Joey, like we used to do with Scott? You’d like that, right?”

It didn’t take me long to answer. “Yes,” I said. I would like to see that. I was still processing the idea that Jen would be with my brother, but the demented kinky part of me found that exciting. “Okay, let’s do it,” I said.

Jen smiled at me. Then, to my surprise, she reached behind her to unzip her dress. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I can’t exactly wear this to a frat party,” Jen said.

“No Jen, leave it on,” I told her. “I’m sure Joe will want to see you in this.”

“Seriously? I’m not overdressed? Remember I’ll be with young 20-somethings.”

“Jen baby, you’ll have every man there drooling over you,” I assured her. “They won’t care if you’re overdressed. All they’ll be thinking about is how to get into that dress.”

“Ha,” Jen laughed. “Okay then. But I’ll bring jeans just in case Joey wants me to change.”

Together we dropped Anna off at Callie’s, our babysitter. Anna was sleeping over Callie’s so we had a lot of time to play. Then Jen took an uBer to meet Joe.

I made an appearance at the Valentines Day party.  I was there only 5 minutes, saying the excuse Jen told me to say.  Blake was clearly disappointed and not a little skeptical, but what could he do?

I left the party and drove our car to the loft apartment. In the trunk I had packed some sheets, blanket and pillows, to go with the air mattress already there. Some toiletries and clothes too. And a folding chair for me to sit on.

I got to the loft apartment, made the bed, and then waited for Jen to contact me.
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THE UBER TOOK JEN TO the graduate student dorms where Joe lived. His eyes bulged out when she took off her coat. “Fuck you look so beautiful!” he gushed.

“Ha – overdressed though, right?” Jen said with a laugh. “I told you I was going to a party. I can change, I brought jeans.”

“No, don’t change,” Joe said, pulling her into his arms. “God I wanna fuck you right now,” he said as he kissed up her neck.

“No Joey, wait, too fast cowboy,” Jen said with a laugh. Pulling away from him. “I thought you were going to take me to dinner?”

Joe gave her an uncertain frown. “You know, sometimes I don’t know how to act around you,” he said. “I know you wanna be forced sometimes. So, are you saying no no? Or no yes?”

“Joey I just got here,” Jen said with a grin. “You can rape me later.”  They both laughed.

“I want to tell you—Mike and I decided to just call you his brother,” Jen said.  “I mean, you’re practically his brother, and we always tell people that, ‘Mike helped raise Joey, they’re practically brothers.’  So, it just makes it easier to call you Mike’s brother.  Are you okay with that?”

“Yeah, I mean, I do feel that way about him, that we’re brothers,” Joe said.  “But he still feels that way about me?  Given you and me ... you know.”

“Yeah, he does feel that way, Joey,” Jen said seriously.  “No matter what we do together, he feels that way.”

“Well, okay then,” Joey said.  He looked truly touched by the gesture.  “I guess you’re my sister-in-law.”

“I guess I am,” Jen said with a laugh.

Joey gave Jen a hello hug. As he pressed his body against hers, she felt so good! Especially in this dress! He could tell she was braless, and his hands were on her exposed, sexy back. Jen could tell Joey wanted her. His hard erection was poking into her stomach.

When they finally broke apart, Joey said “You know, Jamal said—.”

“Ooookay, this is gonna be good,” Jen said with a grin.  Jamal was Joe’s black friend.  

Joey grinned back. He said, “Jamal said we should have a safe word. So, if I do something you don’t like, you can say your safe word and I’ll stop.”

Jen couldn’t help smiling at Joey. He was still her sweet Joey. He might be a hunky player now with a phone full of pretty girls he could speed dial whenever he wanted for quick hookups, and sometimes he might play the role of a “rapist,” but really he was still her sweet Joey, her husband’s little brother who she watched grow up.

“Okay, that’s a good idea,” Jen said as she smiled at him. “How about JoeJoe?” JoeJoe was Joe’s childhood name, just like Joey. Jen was the only person in the world who still called him Joey, and was one of the few who knew about JoeJoe. She found it charming though and she had named his contact in her phone JoeJoe.

“Okay, yeah, whatever, that works,” Joe said with a good-natured laugh. He liked the fact that Jen called him Joey and she knew about JoeJoe. They sat on the edge of his bed and Joe put his hand on Jen’s stockinged knee. “So, what do you want to do?” he asked with a grin.

Jen wasn’t ready for sex. She was a social butterfly by nature, and she wanted to go to the party Joe had talked about. Still, she knew that nothing was happening until Joe got some relief.

So, Jen wrapped her arms around Joe’s neck and whispered “I’ve got an idea.” She kissed him, and let him run his hands over her body, over her barely there dress (as Mike would call it). Then she slid onto the floor, onto her knees between Joe’s legs. She took out his cock and went down on her husband’s brother.

A few minutes later, Jen was in Joe’s bathroom. She swirled mouthwash in her mouth. After spitting it out, she fixed her hair and make up. When she came out, Joe was still prone on the bed, gasping, his cock still out. “You better put that weapon away mister,” Jen said with a laugh.

Joey pulled Jen onto the bed and they tickled each other like teenagers. “Exactly who is Jamal anyways?” she asked as they sat on his bed.

“I thought I told you about him.”

“You did, but, not really,” Jen said.

“He’s a friend. A mentor I guess,” Joe said. “He’s a prof. He teaches African Studies.”

“Oh. I thought he was a student. Your age.”

“No, he’s older. I took his class,” Joe explained. “He’ll be at the party. It’s actually his party. He lives here.”

“I thought this was a student dorm,” Jen said. “And you said it was a frat party.”

“This floor is students. Normal people live upstairs. And Jamal used to be prez of his fraternity. Kappa Alpha Psi. He’s having buddies over.”

Jen nodded slowly. She was a sorority girl so knew a lot about Greek life. Kappa Al, or KAP, was a black fraternity. They had a chapter at Penn State where she went to college.

“So, will only black people be at the party?” Jen asked.

Joey gave Jen a frown. “You’re cool with black people, aren’t you?” he asked.

“Of course I am,” Jen said immediately, sounding indignant. “I’m just asking because Mike might want to crash the party. You know how he is. He likes to watch me.”  With a laugh she joked, “A hot wife out in the wild.”

Joe nodded slowly. He didn’t understand his older ‘brother,’ didn’t approve of his older brother’s kink, but then on the other hand it was because of that kink that Jen was in his room, and she had just given him a blowjob. “They’ll be a lot of white people there too. It’ll be crowded. No one will notice him.”

Jen nodded and she texted Mike the information.

“Want to go to dinner first?” Joe asked.

“I’m not actually hungry,” Jen said. With a grin she added “I could use a drink though.”

Joe grinned back. “I think I can help you out there,” he said. Then, taking his – newly christened —sister-in-law’s hand, they walked over to Jamal’s apartment.
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“That’s Jamal,” Joe whispered to Jen. They were in a crowded apartment full of black people and white people. It was about 50/50, but that still meant Jen was around more black people than she had ever been in her life.

Jen looked where Joe was pointing. “So that’s your style guru, huh?” she joked in a whisper back to him. Jamal was tall. The way his clothes hung on him, he was fit but not muscle bound like a weightlifter. His head was shaved. His skin was deep black, even blacker than Reno’s.

Jen looked at his face. Jamal was handsome – very handsome in fact—but he looked ... dangerous. “Why does he look dangerous?” she thought to herself. Was it because he was so black? Jen didn’t think she was prejudiced – she didn’t want to be prejudiced. Was it true what the talking heads on TV said, that everyone had some latent prejudice in them? But then, she didn’t think Reno looked dangerous, or Davis ... that had to count for something, right?

It didn’t take long for Jamal to notice Jen, especially in the red barely anything dress. “Hey, Jamal,” Joe said. “This is my friend Jen.”

It took Jamal a moment but then he connected the dots. “Ah yes, Joe’s friend Jen,” he said. Jamal had a deep masculine voice. It was clear he was educated, but his voice still had a black, street tang to it. He was much taller than Jen, so she had to look up to talk to him, even in her new 4.72 inch stiletto So Kate high heels. “I’m Jamal. Great to finally meet you.”

Jen took his hand. His hand was big, matching the rest of his frame. Her petite hand disappeared into his hand. The difference in the color of their skin was stark. Jen was lily white and Jamal was jet black.

Jen also found herself nervous as she was finally meeting Jamal. Jamal knew about her rape fantasies. He had coached Joey about how to “rape” her. He also coached her young “brother-in-law” about how to take her in the ass – again “raping” her – in the dark alley of a restaurant.

And Jamal knew her husband liked watching her with other men.

Jamal gave Jen an up and down look, not even trying to be subtle. “Hot dress,” he said with a big smile. Jen saw he had bright white teeth, just like Reno, but a few of his teeth were gold. With a chuckle he asked, “Are you Joe’s Valentine?”

Jen bristled at Jamal’s remark. She felt like he was making fun of her. Like, he was the college professor with all the degrees on the wall, and she was just Joe’s squeeze. So Jen snidely said “I’m not anyone’s Valentine.”

Jamal laughed. “Good for you, good for you, power to the people, that’s what I say,” he said good naturedly. He looked at Joe and said, “Joe, my man, the bar’s set up in the kitchen if you’d like to get your pretty lady here a drink.”

“Good idea,” Joe said. He looked at Jen and asked “What are you having?”

Jen didn’t trust Joe to make anything complicated, so she said “7 and 7.”

Joe left for the kitchen to make drinks. Jen expected Jamal to drift off to mingle with his other guests, but he stayed next to her. Trying to be polite, Jen asked, “Joey said you teach African studies?”

“I do,” Jamal said proudly. “I teach about our black culture. Where we came from, where we are, where we’re going.”

“You say black – not African American?” Jen asked.

“African American is a label made by white people trying to be politically correct,” Jamal scoffed. “I’m black. You’re white. Why make it complicated?”

“Okay ... so what do you teach, exactly?” Jen asked.

“Well, what I teach is very controversial, and I wouldn’t want to offend you,” Jamal said.

“That’s okay,” Jen said, suddenly very interested. “I’m not afraid of controversy.”
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WHEN MIKE ARRIVED AT the party, he saw it was crowded. He was happy it was crowded. It let him blend in, and no one there seemed concerned that a stranger was there.

Mike scanned the crowd. He quickly saw his wife in her red, barely there dress. He noticed she wasn’t overdressed though. Most of the girls at the party were dressed up – dressed to impress—and many were showing more skin than Jen.

The party had the vibe of a pickup bar, and with so many pretty girls there, it was a target rich environment for guys looking for a hookup. But from what Mike could see, the girls were trying to pick up the guys as much as the reverse.

Then Mike noticed something. While the crowd was mixed, there were more black men than white, and more white girls than black. And, it seemed most of the flirting was going on between black men and white girls.

That’s how it was with Jen too. She seemed to be in a deep conversation with a tall black man. Mike wondered who he was.
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“WAIT A MINUTE,” JEN said as she processed what Jamal just said. “You think Barack Obama is an Uncle Tom? President Obama?”

“He’s not president anymore.”

“I know that.  I’m not stupid,” Jen said with a roll of her pretty blue eyes.  Jamal laughed.

“Look—I’m not throwing shade at the man,” Jamal insisted.

“Seriously?” Jen said with a sarcastic laugh. “You don’t think that’s shade, calling him an Uncle Tom?”

“Look, Barack is a good man,” Jamal said. “But he’s a black man fitting in a white man’s world. That’s all I’m saying.”

“So what? Are you trying to take over the world?”

“My positions are not political,” Jamal said. “They’re about society.”

“That’s bullshit,” Jen scoffed. “They’re the same thing.”

“Often they are,” Jamal conceded with a shrug. “You’ve heard about the rise of white supremacists.”

“Yes, of course,” Jen said.

“This is what I teach,” Jamal said. “The white man is rising up against the black man. Because white men are afraid of black men. And they have reason to be afraid. Because black men are superior to white men.”

Jen’s jaw dropped and Jamal laughed. “I told you I was controversial.”

“So you’re saying, all whites are inferior,” she said.

“No, I wouldn’t go that far. There are white men who are formidable. Some I call friends,” Jamal conceded. “My positions are based on the big picture. Macro over micro. Overall, black men are superior to white.”

“Are you talking about Joey?” Jen asked.

“Joe’s a nice kid. Yes, I consider him a friend,” Jamal said. “But I wouldn’t call him formidable. No offense. I’m just being honest with you.”
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MIKE’S EYES WANDERED the crowd for his “brother.” He found him across the room. Joe was surrounded by a group of girls, both white and black. He seemed to be holding court, and clearly was enjoying himself. None of the girls were as pretty or sexy as Jen, but perhaps for the moment Joe was content with quantity over quality. Jen had said Joe had become a player who was in high demand among girls, and for the first time Mike realized it was true.

Mike watched Joe and the girls pass something around. Something white. Then they moved to a corner of the room. With their backs to him, he couldn’t tell what they were doing.
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“I SERIOUSLY CAN’T BELIEVE you think Barack Obama is an Uncle Tom,” Jen said with a shake of her head as she continued to talk with the black man.

“Reasonable minds will disagree, I suppose,” Jamal said with a good-natured grin. “You wanna get high?”

“What?” Jen said looking surprised at the abrupt change of subject.

“I’ve got some good weed,” Jamal said with a grin, his gold teeth sparkling from the overhead lights. “I find a little mind-altering drugs help with this type of conversation.”

Jen laughed again. She was having fun talking to Jamal. She didn’t know what to think about most of what he said, but he was interesting and thought provoking. She saw Joe across the room flirting with a bunch of girls. She was actually glad he was occupied, because she was enjoying talking to Jamal. Although she did feel a pang of jealousy seeing Joe with other girls. But she knew she didn’t have the right to feel jealous.

“Sure, why not?” she said with a shrug.

Jamal led her down the hall, into a room. Jen wasn’t surprised at all to see it was his bedroom. The bedroom was heavily decorated with Africa art. Colorful wall hangings, skins of wild game like tigers and bears, a black and gold elephant sculpture, drums, even big dangerous looking spears. The room looked very masculine.  And black.

In the center was a huge round bed. The bed was covered with the soft fur of some animal. There were big mirrors on the walls, and a huge circle mirror on the ceiling that matched the shape of the bed.

“Is this where you bring your conquests?” Jen asked as she stroked the fur bedding.

“It’s coypu,” Jamal told her.

Jen glared at him. “Do you know how many helpless animals they had to kill to make this blanket?” she snapped judgmentally.

“You’re a left-wing democrat,” Jamal said with a grin.

“You’re just realizing that?” Jen said as she continued to glare at him. Then they both laughed.

Jamal opened a draw and pulled out a joint. She glanced in the draw before he closed it. She saw some joints and a bag of weed. She also saw pills and a bag of white powder. Ecstasy? Cocaine? Clearly Jamal enjoyed recreational drugs. Jen glanced away when he turned around, so he wouldn’t catch her being nosey.

Jamal lit the joint. He took a long drag and then handed it to Jen.

Jen took it from him. She took a long drag too. She tried to hold the delicious smoke in her lungs as she used to do, but then she coughed it out. “Out of practice,” she said with an embarrassed laugh.

Jen tried again, and this time she managed not to cough. She immediately felt the effects of the marijuana. “Wow, that’s really strong,” she admired, handing the joint back to Jamal. Her red lipstick covered the end of the joint but Jamal didn’t seem to mind. They each took another couple hits, passing the joint back and forth. At that point Jen was definitely high and relaxed.

“What do you mean, black men are superior to white men?” Jen asked, continuing their conversation.

“Just look at sports,” Jamal said with a shrug. “Most football players are black. So are most basketball players. By a huge margin.”

“What about golf and swimming?” Jen pointed out.

“Those aren’t real sports,” Jamal said dismissively. “It’s not a real sport unless you’re competing directly against someone else. And don’t mention tennis, as that’s a function of white man’s money. My point is, black men are physically superior to white men. And not just in sports. You see it everywhere. You see it at this party. Right now. You saw it. Pretty white girls practically throwing themselves at my black brothers.”

“I think I saw a lot of girls around Joey,” Jen said with a laugh. “And no offense, I’ve never been interested in black men.”

“Alright, fair enough,” Jamal said with a good-natured shrug and smile. “Maybe you’re an exception. Let’s talk about something else. Joe’s your boyfriend?”

“I am married you know,” Jen said, holding up her left hand to show the black man her wedding ring.

“I see that,” Jamal said, looking at the diamond of Jen’s engagement ring. “But you’re in an intimate relationship with Joe. He told me. He does things your husband won’t do.”

Jen knew Jamal was talking about her rape fantasy. She immediately felt awkward and nervous being alone with this big black man, in his bedroom of all places. “I don’t really like what Joey may have told you about me,” she said nervously.

“I’m not judging you Jen,” Jamal said.

“I’m not saying you are.”

“Joe also told me your husband is a cuckold,” Jamal said. “He likes watching you with other men.”

“You just come right out and say it, don’t you?” Jen said with a frown.

“I like to be open.”

“I can see that,” Jen said, the frown still on her beautiful face.

At that moment, Joe walked in. He frowned at seeing Jen and Jamal alone in his bedroom. “What’s going on?” he asked suspiciously.

“Just chilling man,” Jamal said with a good-natured smile. He handed Joe the joint and moved towards the door. “You two can finish that. Duty calls, I’m the host after all.”

When Jamal was gone, Joe frowned at Jen and asked “Did Jamal make a pass at you?”

“No Joey, we were just talking,” Jen said. “Do you smoke? Take a hit and catch up.”

“What? You’re high?” Joe asked with a grin.

“Sorta,” Jen said with a grin back. They finished the joint, both of them getting high. They lost their balance and fell onto the bed, both of them laughing. “This is really soft,” Joe said, feeling the fur blanket.

“It’s coypu,” Jen told him.

“What’s that?” Joe asked.

“I have no fucking clue,” Jen said with a laugh. Then they were kissing.

As they made out, Joe put his hand over Jen’s breast. He felt her hard nipple under the dress. He thumbed her nipple, making her moan into his mouth. Then Joe’s hand drifted to the bottom of her dress. He reached under the skirt, feeling her soft nylons. Then he felt the lace of her stocking tops and his hard cock got even harder.

“Let’s go to my apartment,” Joe urgently said to her between kisses.

“No, I promised Mike we’d go to the loft apartment,” Jen said.

“The what?”

“A place we bought here in the City.”

“I can’t wait that long!” Joe said urgently. Jen almost laughed at his desperation, but honestly she wanted him just as much.

“Let me go talk to Mike,” she said.

“He’s here?”

“I think so,” Jen said.  “You know he likes to watch me.”

Jen got off the bed and adjusted her skirt. She ran a hand through her long blonde hair as Joe got out of bed too, and tried to adjust his pants so his erection wouldn’t be as noticeable. Jen giggled because she knew it was just too freaking big not to be noticeable.

They walked out of the bedroom smiling and holding hands, like boyfriend and girlfriend. Mike watched as they walked out. His eyes went to their hands.

Jen saw where her husband was looking. She let Joe’s hand go. “Just give me a second,” she said to her “brother-in-law.”

“Hey,” Jen whispered a moment later to Mike. “Having fun?”

“Who’s that black guy you were talking to?”

“Joe’s friend, Jamal,” Jen said. “He’s interesting, but strange.”

Mike looked at his wife. “Are you high?” he asked her.

“A little,” Jen admitted with a sheepish smile. “Are you mad?”

Mike was surprised Jen was high. She used to get high all the time when she was going with Scott. But she hadn’t gotten high since they got back together, and certainly not since having Anna. Mike was actually glad she was high. He wanted her to let go more, live for the moment more, the way she had been with Scott.

“No. You can do anything you want,” Mike assured her. He subtlety reached down and squeezed her hand.

“Okay then,” Jen whispered, a grin on her beautiful face. “Then what I want to do right now is fuck your little brother’s brains out.”

Mike was barely able to conceal his gasp. “Okay,” he said in a throaty whisper.

“Let’s go to Joey’s dorm room,” Jen whispered. “It’s just downstairs.”

For the next 2 hours, Mike watched his younger “brother” ravish his wife’s tight body. He fucked her three times. The first time, Joe fucked Jen while she wore the dress, with the skirt hunched up around her waist. The second time, the dress was off but she still wore the thigh high stockings and the red So Kate heels. The third time, even the stockings and heels were off, tossed carelessly onto the floor next to the barely there red dress. Joe didn’t wear a condom, and he didn’t pull out. All 3 times he came deep inside Jen’s fertile pussy.

After the third time, both Joe and Jen passed out on his bed. Mike somehow managed to dress his wife, and then he took her downstairs to their car. He drove to the loft apartment with Jen sleeping in the seat next to him. Mike had made up the air mattress before going to Jamal’s party. He undressed Jen and put her under the covers, and then they fell asleep spooning each other, their first night sleeping in the loft apartment, Jen’s pussy full of another man’s – her brother-in-law’s – sperm.
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When I woke up, the sheets were half off Jen’s sexy body. She was still asleep. I looked at her breasts. They were small – A cups – but perfectly shaped, little ovals, topped with little pencil eraser sized nipples. I was on her left side so I stared at the fifty five under her left breast. I thought about Scott, about seeing him fucking her in this apartment – in this room – that day.  

Jen with Scott. They had been a couple once. She left me for him. She lived with him. Everyone knew. Back then, it hadn’t been Jen and Mike. It had been Jen and Scott.

My cock stirred in the cage. It swelled, even though the hard plastic prevented me from getting an erection.

I put my hand on Jen’s breast and gently caressed her. Her eyes fluttered as she stirred awake. She opened her eyes and smiled at me. She sleepily said “Hey baby.”

“Hey,” I said back. I kissed her. God I wanted her so bad! But she said she wasn’t going to let me out of the cage until next weekend, and I decided not to ask again. I gave into the delicious submissiveness of being her cuckold husband. Her bottom.

I kissed her lips, then behind her neck. I caressed her breasts as I kissed her. Her body began to respond to me. I kissed down her body. I kissed her belly button. Then I was kissing her pussy. Her lips were red and swollen from the fucking Joe gave her last night. Also they were caked with Joe’s dried semen. I didn’t care. I went down on my wife. I worked on her body. After about 10 minutes, I felt her body tense and her back arch, and she moaned softly as she came.

Afterwards I gave Jen a hot bath. Our bathroom had one of those claw feet tubs. I drew a bath for my wife and let her soak. I knew her body was probably aching from the pounding Joe had given her last night.

I massaged Jen’s neck and shoulders as she soaked. I washed her hair too, and rubbed her scalp. “Does this feel good?” I asked as I rubbed her temples and then ran my thumbs down the back of her neck and along her shoulders.

“So good baby,” she said sleepily. My ministrations were almost making her fall asleep again. “You’re being so nice to me.”

“I want to be nice to you,” I said earnestly. “I love you so much. You’re my goddess. I want to worship you.”

With her eyes closed, Jen smiled and giggled. “I like being worshipped,” she said. “And I haven’t even let you cum.”

I grinned and said “I think maybe that’s part of it. I think about you all the time. You’re the center of my life.”

“Well then maybe I’ll never let you cum again,” Jen said with another giggle.

“Don’t do that,” I said with a laugh.

“I’m just joking,” Jen said. She opened her eyes and put her arm on the edge of the tub. She rested her head there, looking at me. “Did you have fun last night?” she asked.

“I didn’t get to see much,” I said.

“Seriously? In Joey’s tiny dorm room?”

I grinned and said “I meant at Jamal’s party.”

“Not much happened,” Jen said with a shrug. “I talked mostly to Jamal and Joey flirted with girls. We made out just before I talked to you.”

“I figured that,” I said. “So how’d it go with Joe?”

“You saw,” Jen said.

“I know you liked the sex,” I said. “I mean everything else.”

Jen knew I was talking about dating Joe. She said “Honestly? I’m not sure if I’m really feeling it. To me, Joey will always be Joey. I can’t see dating him. He’s more fun as the bad thing I shouldn’t be doing. You know? Fucking my husband’s little brother.”  She laughed.

“I still like hanging with Joey. And like you said, the sex is freaking awesome. Living here, I’ll be able to see him more, and I want that. Not just for the sex either. I like him. But I can’t see dating him. Sorry.  I know this is taking back everything I’ve been saying.”

I was silent for a moment as I processed Jen’s words. By now I was used to my wife having a sexual relationship with my “brother.” It got me hot. But it was still hard to hear her gush about how she was excited to live closer to him, so she could hook up with him more. I was thrilled to hear it, but hated hearing it too. It was always that way with me. The cuckold angst and conflict.

“Don’t apologize,” I finally said. “I do want you to date again. But it’s like what you said. It has to be natural. Real. Otherwise it doesn’t work for you or me.”

Jen nodded and smiled, happy I was agreeing with her. She didn’t seem to have noticed my momentary anguish over Joe.

But still, it’s how I was wired that I wanted more of that delicious feeling of jealousy and anguish, even despair, the feeling that I might lose her to another man. So I pressed, “But I would like to experience that again. I’d like you to date again. Have a steady boyfriend.”

“Are you really sure we’re ready for that?” Jen asked doubtfully.

“I think we are,” I said. “I think we’re closer than ever before. Closer than we used to be.”

“I think we are too,” Jen said, smiling into my eyes. “And, well, I guess honestly I’d like that too. You know me. I love the romance.”

I was thrilled to hear that! “What about Doug or Cam then?” I eagerly suggested, hoping to move things forward.

“It can’t be Doug. I’ll have sex with a married man but I won’t date him. I’m not that horrible. And Cam ... I don’t know. The problem with Cam is, he reminds me of Scott.”

Suddenly my chest tightened up, especially since I’d just been thinking about Scott. With my heart in my throat, I asked “So, you’re afraid you would get too close to Cam?”

“I’m not sure what I’m thinking Mike,” Jen said. “I just don’t think it can be Cam.”

I nodded slowly, processing that. Cam reminded Jen of Scott. How often did she think about Scott? Did she compare all her lovers to him? Did she compare me? Was he her benchmark of men she found attractive? Did she think about Scott a lot, and just not tell me about it?

“So you see?” Jen said, oblivious to the tortured thoughts going on in my head. “Cam’s fun to play with, but I don’t want to go there.”

“I don’t want you to go there either then,” I managed to say. But I was lying. I DID want her to go there. I was like a fly to flame. God, why was I so fucked up?

“Yeah,” Jen agreed with me, still oblivious to the demented cravings going on inside me. She smiled and said “I really like how we talk. It’s good to talk about this. Even though it is kind of weird to talk about this with you.” She laughed, and I forced myself to laugh back.

I was silent for a few moments as I processed everything. I forced myself to stop thinking about Cam. And Scott. Finally I said “What about Jamal?” 

“Seriously?” Jen asked me skeptically. “You want me to date Jamal? I just met him last night.”

“Yeah, and he was checking you out the whole time you talked to him,” I told her with a grin.

“I don’t know,” Jen said doubtfully. “I’ve never been into black men. And he’s strange. He believes black men are superior to white men.”

I nodded slowly as I processed that. “I guess I’m not surprised,” I finally said. “You saw how there were more black guys than white last night, and more white girls than black.”

“So, okay, interracial dating, that’s nothing new,” Jen said.

“It’s more than that Jen,” I said. I read more porn than my wife so I knew about this. It was all over places like Reddit. “Men like Jamal date white girls exclusively. They want the girls to go black. Prove to white girls that black is better than white.”

“You mean it’s all about sex?” Jen asked, looking curious.

“Sex. Control. Payback for slavery. The browning of America. You know, it’s ironic. Black men love blonde, blue eyed white girls like you. But if they get their way, blonde white girls will become extinct.”

Jen’s eyes went wide. “Holy shit Mike, that is way too wild for this early in the morning!” she said with a shudder.  

I laughed. “I’m just saying,” I said.

After a few moments, I said, “I don’t know. It looked like you were into him.”

“He’s good looking. Interesting,” Jen said with a shrug. Then she grinned and said “He’s got really big hands.”

“We know what that means,” I said with a grin back. We both laughed.

“I don’t know though,” Jen said hesitantly. “Joey would be mad if I did anything with Jamal.”
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Later that week, on Tuesday, Jen was washing the breakfast dishes at the sink. It was a nice day and Anna was playing with Stephanie’s kids in the backyard. There was a big window above the sink where Jen could watch the kids playing in the backyard. The backyard was fenced and safe, so Jen often let Anna play with friends while she caught up with housework in the kitchen, because she could watch them from the big window.

There was a knock at the door and Blake walked in. Jen smiled at him, to let him know he was welcome. It was common for neighbors to stop by for coffee as their kids played together.

“We missed you at the party,” he said.

“Yeah, sorry. Allie was in town,” Jen said, going with the lie she and Mike had agreed on.

Blake nodded but he looked skeptical, like he didn’t believe her story. He didn’t pursue it though.

“Anna’s getting big,” he said as he looked out the window with Jen. “What is she, 4 now?”

“She’s turning 4 in a couple weeks,” Jen said. As they talked, they watched Anna run circles around Blake’s boys, who were older. She was graceful like a ballerina but extremely athletic.

“That one’s going to be a great soccer player,” Blake said as he watched.

“She’s into dance,” Jen said proudly. “Her instructors say she might be good enough to be professional someday. I wanted to dance on Broadway when I was a girl, but I wasn’t good enough.”

Blake stepped back and looked Jen up and down. She was in a typical mom-outfit. Loose top and yoga pants. But Jen wasn’t just any mom. She looked like a gorgeous super-model, even with her blonde hair tied in a loose ponytail. And the yoga pants showed off her tight ass and impossibly long legs to perfection. Jen was barefoot. It seemed like she was usually in her bare feet, even in the winter. Blake saw the cute toes of her pretty feet were still painted Valentine red.

“You have the ass and legs of a dancer,” Blake said, reaching out and cupping one of Jen’s firm, shapely cheeks.

“Hey,” Jen said with a laugh, pushing his hand away.

“I’ve got rights with you,” Blake said, putting his hand on Jen’s ass again.

Jen turned around so now she was facing him. She said, “We only play when Mike’s here. And what about Steph?” Then she turned back to the window to watch the kids.

“Steph doesn’t have your body, sugah,” Blake said moving behind Jen. Now they both were looking out the window at the kids playing. He held Jen’s hips and pushed himself against her back. He was hard in his pants. His erection pressed between her cheeks. “She doesn’t have your looks,” he said, pulling her hair to the side and kissing the back of her neck.

“You’re real nice Blake,” Jen scoffed.

“You know how Steph is,” Blake said. “She gets hot when I compare her to other girls. Especially you.”

“Why me?” Jen asked, looking out the window at the kids.

“Because you’re so much prettier than her, and she knows it,” Blake said, kissing the back of her neck. “Don’t act innocent.  You’ve done worse shit than me to Steph.  It makes her cry I won’t let her jerk me off with her ugly hands – ugly because of you.”

Blake’s lips kissed behind Jen’s ear. It made Jen’s eyelids flutter. He reached around to her front. His hands drifted up under her blouse.

“The kids are right there Blake!” she said desperately.  

“They can’t see in,” he said. Jen knew he was right. With the way the sun was shining, the window was like a one-way mirror. They could see out but the kids couldn’t see in.

Blake moved his hands up Jen’s chest, under her blouse. He ran his fingers over her sexy flat stomach, and then cupped her breasts. Jen was braless under her loose top. With her little tits she didn’t need a bra. And she hadn’t expected to see anyone today except children.

Jen’s small A-cup breasts easily fit in Blake’s palms. “I was looking forward to playing with these little titties this weekend,” he said as he squeezed and caressed her. Blake took her nipples between his thumbs and index fingers. They were hard, like little pencil erasers. He rubbed and rolled her nipples between his fingers.  

Gripping the edge of the sink, Jen threw her head down and groaned. “Fuck Blake ....” she moaned helplessly.

Blake continued to kiss her neck under her ear, knowing she was sensitive there. Then, while keeping one hand on a tit, he moved his other hand down her body, over her belly button, to the waist of her yoga pants. Blake edged his fingertips into the black leggings. He pushed his hand down and felt the top of her thong. He then edged his hand down her thong. His fingertips passed over the soft skin just above her pussy. He was pleased to see she still kept herself completely bare.

“Please Blake we cannot do this,” Jen said desperately. She was looking at the window at Anna playing with his boys. “The kids are right there -—ugh, god!” she moaned as Blake pushed 2 fingers into her.

Blake twisted Jen around so they were facing each other. He kissed her and Jen kissed him back, willingly, passionately, open mouth, urgently tonguing each other. Blake was frantically pulling down her leggings and Jen was working on his pants. All of Jen’s inhibitions were gone now. Her good sense was now replaced by lust and passion. Anna was just outside, barely 20 feet away, and she was going to let Blake fuck her. She wanted Blake to fuck her!

Jen’s thoughts drifted to Mike. What was he doing? Was he working hard, worried about the money they’d need to move back to New York, to renovate and furnish the loft apartment? Did Mike have a clue what she was doing right now? Kissing the man he hated? Opening her mouth to him, letting him push his tongue down her throat? Letting her husband’s rival grope her tits, touch her body anywhere he wanted. 

Jen was getting wet for Blake, she was going to let him inside her body bareback, she was going to let him cum inside her and flood her womb – her fertile womb – with his virile seed. Was Blake about to get her pregnant? Would she have a black dot on her ring finger in 9 months, under her wedding and engagement rings? Her poor Mike ... she was gonna cum on Blake’s cock, and Blake was gonna cum inside her, but Mike’s little cock was caged and she was denying him.

Blake twisted Jen back around again, so now they were both looking out the window at the children. Jen’s head spun with uncontrolled lust! Blake’s pants were around his ankles, and Jen’s leggings and thong were at her knees.

Jen saw Steph looking at them.  She looked pained.  “Does your chubby wife know you’re here?  Doing this?” she asked.

Blake laughed.  “I’ll tell her you called her that.  Yeah, she knows I’m here.  She knows she doesn’t do it for me.  She knows I need a good fuck.  With you.  Especially since I missed out on your sexy body this weekend.”

Jen moaned as Blake humiliated his wife.  It was mean, but it pushed her buttons.  She wanted Blake inside her, so he could once again see how much a better fuck she was compared to Steph.

Still, Anna was just outside.  She looked out the window at her almost 4-year-old daughter as Blake lined up his cock with his hand. Anna was pretending to be a ballerina, doing a sweet pirouette for Blake’s sons, as their father rammed his cock into the pussy of Anna’s mother. As Blake penetrated Jen with his big curved cock.

“Oh god!” Jen cried, feeling his big curved cock penetrate her. With the black leggings tying Jen’s knees together like a rope, she wasn’t able to fully open up for him so he felt even bigger.

“Hurry Blake!” Jen said urgently. “Do me fast!”

But now with his cock inside Jen’s sweet pussy, Blake wasn’t in any hurry. “What about Mike?” he teased as he reached under and cupped her small tender breasts. “I thought you said he had to be here.”

“Forget Mike!” Jen hissed. The last thing she wanted was the kids to come inside. They’d have to untangle quickly, and Jen wouldn’t get the fucking she now desperately wanted.  

“Just fuck me Blake! Please!” Jen begged.

Blake laughed triumphantly. Then he gave Jen what she wanted. He fucked her hard!  

Jen held onto the edge of the sink as Blake pounded her from behind. Each of his thrusts pushed her up onto the tip toes of her pretty bared feet with their elegant arches. She continued to look out the window at the kids but her eyes lost focus as Blake pushed her towards an orgasm. Blake’s hands were still on her tits and he squeezed and twisted her nipples hard. 

“Oh god!” Jen cried, biting the side of her hand to muffle her moans. “That’s it Blake! Use me! Fuck me!”  Then remembering this was the fertile time of the month for her, she screamed, “Breed me!  Put a black dot on my finger!  Do it Blake!  Breed me!”

Then Jen was cumming hard! She bit down hard on her hand to muffle her moans. Blake came soon after. He pressed her against the sink as he pushed in deep, and he stayed that way as he ejaculated his sperm into her fertile womb.

Afterwards Blake collapsed onto Jen’s back. They were like that for long moments, bent over the sink, Blake’s cock still inside Jen, both of them panting, both of their bodies still tingling from their orgasms. “Blake, come on,” Jen finally said.

“You want me to breed you huh? Did you go off birth control?”

Jen didn’t want to get into it.  “Come on, Blake, the kids are right there,” she said.

Blake reluctantly pulled out. He pulled out slow, and Jen’s eyelids fluttered as he rubbed against her insides and her clit. Jen was the kind of girl who, the more sex she got, the more she wanted. But of course that wasn’t possible with the kids outside.  

Jen felt Blake’s sperm seeping out of her pussy and running down her thighs. She couldn’t think about that now as the kids could be coming in any minute. She pulled up her thong and leggings, then adjusted her blouse and hair. Blake also pulled up his pants. He was looking at her. “We can do that anytime you want sugah,” he said with a grin at her.  He rubbed Jen’s flat tummy.  “Might take a few times to take.”

“You know that was just sex talk,” she said.

Blake shrugged, looking unconvinced.  He moved close to Jen and took a handful of her ponytail. He pulled her towards him and kissed her. Jen didn’t resist. She didn’t have it in her to resist. She kissed Blake back, not thinking about the risk of Anna walking in and seeing her mother kissing a man who wasn’t her father.  

Jen opened her lips for Blake, and let him push his tongue into her mouth again. When they finally stopped kissing, it was Blake who pulled away, not Jen, and it was she who was panting and looking longing at Blake. Blake saw it – he saw the longing on Jen’s face, and knew he could have her whenever he wanted. 

Feeling victorious, Blake said, “Steph will love how much you’re a slut for me.”  With a laugh he added, “And that bit about breeding you.  She’ll love it!  It’ll be fun watching her get herself off with her ugly hands, as I tell her how I just fucked your brains out.”  

Blake laughed again, then he left.
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Later that afternoon, as Anna napped, Jen took off her blouse and peeled off the yoga pants and thong. The thong was wet and smelled like cum – Blake’s cum. The crotch of the leggings wasn’t as wet but also smelled of sperm. It was a stark reminder of how nasty she had been earlier. It made Jen shudder.  

Jen tossed the soiled clothes into the hamper and got into the shower. She stood under the hot spray of water, washing the sex from her body. Luckily she didn’t get anything in her hair so she avoided getting her hair wet. Her hair was so thick and had gotten so long, it took a long time to blow dry and she didn’t have time for that before she would have to start that evening’s dinner.

Afterwards she dried off, then for a moment she stood in front of the full-length mirror, looking at herself. She was proud of what she saw. Her face still looked young and she still had that sweet, girl next door prettiness. Her hair was long and lush, blonde, soft, and she knew men found that attractive. Her body was slim. She wasn’t curvy like other girls, but her body was tight and she knew she filled out jeans well. Her breasts were small but perky. Her ass firm. Her legs long and shapely.  

Jen knew men desired her. She had figured that out when she’d been barely in her teens, when men twice her age (and older) started paying attention to her. She was in junior high when she noticed her history teacher trying to look up her skirt. She wasn’t even 16 when, after babysitting, the dad of a girlfriend put his hand on her leg and tried to kiss her after driving her home. In college at Penn State, more than one professor had asked her out, even though they knew she was attached to Colin (and later Mike).  

Then there had been her affairs with Joe and Scott. And even before then, that time she had cheated on Mike with someone at work and had only admitted it when they had broken up. All those experiences had taught her something. She had the pretty looks and tight body that men desired. She could have any man she wanted. She thrilled to have such power.

In marriage, the wife was supposed to be faithful to her husband. She was supposed to reserve her charms to only her husband. But Mike didn’t want that. She didn’t want that either. And lately she’d begun feeling she was entitled. She was young, pretty and had a hot bod. She shouldn’t have to be limited to just one man. Other men should be able to enjoy her. And she should be able to enjoy them.

Jen was a little embarrassed by how easily she had given in to Blake. But that’s what she was now. A slut. A whore. Those words – slut and whore – made her tingle between her legs. 

Growing up, especially growing up Catholic, girls were supposed to be good girls. Girls were supposed to be modest and chaste. Jen didn’t want that. She wanted to be bad. She wanted to cheat on Mike. She wanted to open her legs to any man who she found hot, who had the type of cock between his legs to make her scream and cum. 

Jen didn’t care if Blake thought she was easy, because she WAS easy. That’s who she was right now, at this moment in her life – an easy lay for handsome men, a slut for big cocks, a nasty whore who got off on making happily married men cheat on their wives. 

As Jen got dressed, she got a text from Joe:

JoeJoe: What are you doing on Thursday?

TinyDancer: That’s VD.

JoeJoe: I know. What are you doing?

TinyDancer: You spend VD with your luvy.  

JoeJoe: I thought I’m your luvy.

TinyDancer: Ha ha. No I’ll be with Mike of course. And Anna. We’re going to dinner.

JoeJoe: So what about after?

TinyDancer: What about it?

JoeJoe: Jamal’s throwing a VD masquerade party.

TinyDancer: Seriously? Doesn’t he know you do that on Halloween, not VD?

JoeJoe: Ha! You can tell him.

TinyDancer: No. I have to be with Mike on VD.

JoeJoe: I’m talking after dinner. Don’t you think Mike would rather you be with me?

Jen thought about it. Yes, Mike probably would want her to be with Joey (or another man) on Valentine’s day. And she WOULD be going to dinner with Mike and Anna. And she was kinda intrigued to see Jamal again.

TinyDancer: Let me check with Mike.
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“ANYTHING INTERESTING happen today?” Mike asked at dinner.

“No, just a normal stay-at-home mommy day with the banana,” Jen said with a grin at her husband. She had decided not to tell Mike about what happened earlier. He’d probably freak out that she’d done it with Anna right outside.  But they hadn’t gotten caught.  And anyways, she had a free pass and Mike had told her she didn’t have to tell him about everything she did. So Jen’s conscience was clear.

Later that evening as Jen was giving Anna a bath, Mike snuck into their bedroom and looked in the hamper. It’s something he had taken to do after they started playing the game again. He saw a blouse and black leggings on top. There was a thong too. Mike picked up the leggings. He felt the gusset. It felt somewhat moist but he couldn’t tell. Then he put the material to his nose and took a deep breath. He smelled his wife, but also something else. Could it be sperm?

Then Mike picked up the black thong. Immediately he noticed it was moist! He brought it to his nose. There was no mistaking the powerful, pungent smell. It was a man’s cum! Jen had fucked someone today, and she had let him cum inside her!

Mike’s insides seized up and he began to shake. Jen had lied to him earlier, when he had asked if anything interesting had happened! She was cheating on him!

Mike calmed himself. Then he joined Jen in Anna’s bedroom. Jen was reading their daughter a book, as they always did at night when putting Anna down. Mike was distracted. Jen was wearing a loose blouse and leggings. The same outfit she had worn when she had cheated on him, but this one was clean. When had she cheated? And where? With who?

Jen wasn’t wearing socks. She often went barefoot, even in the winter. Often, unless it was freezing, she wore flip flops outside. Mike didn’t really understand it, but Jen had always been that way. Could it be she liked showing off her pretty feet to men?

As Jen read to Anna, Mike took one of her feet into his hands and rubbed it. He ran his thumb up the elegant arch, and stretched her toes, just like he knew she loved it. Jen smiled at him as she read to their daughter. Then Mike lightly tickled the bottom of her foot, as he knew that turned her on. Jen gave him a lopsided smile and playfully kicked his thigh with the foot he had been tickling.

Once Anna was down, Jen changed into her white nighty, comfy VS cotton panties and white cotton socks. It was ironic that Jen would walk around all day in bare feet or flip flops, but at night she always slept in white cotton socks that she bundled up around her slim ankles.

Mike undressed to his boxers (he always slept in boxers). He was in the cage, and his cock was swollen and ached in the plastic tube. He snuggled up to his wife. He kissed her and reached for her breasts over the nighty. “What’s gotten into you?” Jen giggled, but she kissed her husband back. She arched her back and moaned as Mike kissed up her neck to just below her ear, and moved under her nighty to cup and caress her breasts.

“Doesn’t this just get you frustrated?” Jen asked as she reached into his boxers and put her hand around the cage. She pulled Mike’s boxers down and looked at his penis. She could see it since the cage was clear. His penis was mostly soft but it was somewhat swollen and pressed against the hard plastic. The cage prevented him from getting an erection. His balls were also swollen and bigger than normal.

“Do you really want to get aroused?” Jen asked.

“I’m always aroused around you,” Mike said, kissing along Jen’s neck and searching for her lips.

But Jen pulled away. “Okay, well, but that’s you,” she said with a grin. “I don’t want to get frustrated.”

“I won’t leave you frustrated,” Mike promised. “I’ll eat you out. I’ll make you cum.”

Jen hesitated. Mike assumed because she didn’t want him to see her pussy. Her used pussy. Her pussy that got ruined when she cheated on him earlier that day.

“I’m just kind of tired tonight baby,” she said. She rolled over to her side, looking away from Mike, like she was about to go to sleep.

Mike snuggled up to her back, spooning her. He didn’t try to force her into anything. He wasn’t that kind of person to force his wife. He loved and respected her too much. Only when he was really angry did he force her. Mike wasn’t angry now. He was hurt and jealous, and he felt angst over her lying and cheating, but he wasn’t angry. He was way more aroused than angry.

Mike put his arms around Jen. She turned off the light, then snuggled back into him. They usually spooned that way when they slept.

Mike’s thoughts were on the cum soaked panties in the hamper. There was no way the longing in his cock was going to go away. And now he WAS frustrated. If Jen would at least let him make her cum, he would at least feel like he was part of it. As it was, he felt like she was closing herself off to him.  Living a separate life.

Then, in the darkness, Jen said “Joey texted me.”

“Oh. About what?” Mike asked.

“He invited me to a party on Thursday,” she said.

“On Valentine’s day?” Mike asked. He suddenly felt his anxiety spike. “We’re supposed to go out for dinner,” he reminded her. “With Anna. All 3 of us.”

“I know. I told him that. He was persistent though.”

Mike felt like his heart was in his throat. Feeling anxious, he asked “You’d rather be with Joe on Valentine’s day?”

Jen turned around so they were facing each other. Mike could see her face in the soft moonlight coming in through the window.

“Of course not baby,” she assured him, rubbing his chest. “I definitely want us to go to dinner together. But ....”

“But what?” Mike asked.

“Well, Joey said I should come over after,” Jen said.  

“And you want to go?” Mike asked.

Jen shrugged and said, “Those kind of parties don’t really get going until 10 anyways. Anna won’t even know I’m gone. She’ll be asleep by then.”

“But I’ll know you’re gone,” Mike thought to himself. It was Valentine’s day. A wife was supposed to spend that special day with her husband. Jen was giving him dinner. But she was giving after dinner to Joe. And that meant she was giving her body to Joe on Valentine’s day.  

“You just saw him,” Mike reminded her.

“Well, I mean ... a boyfriend’s allowed to see his girlfriend more than once a week, right?”

Mike’s eyes went wide. “I thought you didn’t feel that way about Joe,” he said.

“I don’t know how I feel about him,” Jen admitted. “I like him. Not just the sex, I like being with him. So maybe it should be Joey. And he’s safe, obviously.”

“How is that obvious?”

Jen gave Mike a quizzical look. “Joey says it’s okay with him to call you his brother, because you’re so close.  So that’s why he’s safe,” she said, making it sound like that resolved every possible question and risk.

“You wanna go, don’t you?” Mike asked.

“Sorta,” Jen said back. “I won’t if you don’t want me to.”

“Don’t be like that okay?” Mike snapped. “If you wanna go, just tell me that. Don’t stay just out of guilt.”

“Are you getting mad about this?” she said, looking at her husband with a frown.

Mike frowned. Of course he was mad! How dare his brother – his brother! – ask his wife out on Valentine’s day?! And after he had just seen her that weekend!

But Mike forced himself to be calm. This was their game after all. It was a game they both wanted to play. And his wife being out on Valentine’s day with another man was just something that happened in that game.  

“I just want you to tell me what you want,” Mike said. “Don’t hedge. Don’t water things down, trying not to hurt my feelings. That hurts me more, because then I feel like you’re pitying me. Just tell me what you want.”

“Okay then,” Jen said softly. “Then what I want to do is, go to dinner with you and Anna, and be a family together. We’ll put Anna down and I’ll snuggle with you for a while. And then I want to go to the party with Joey. It’s Jamal’s party. I want to spend some time with Joey. Maybe talk to Jamal some like last time, because I think he’s interesting. Then after the party I want to go with Joey to his apartment. And I want to have sex with him, and cum really hard on his cock, because your brother’s got the thickest freaking cock I’ve ever seen in my life.”  

I stared at Jen for long moments. My heart was pounding and my throat dry. “Well ... thanks for letting me know,” I said with a raspy voice.

For some reason, it made Jen giggle, and I couldn’t help grinning.

I was in major cuck-space by then, so I asked, “You want to be with Joe on Valentine’s day?”

“Yes.”

“So you’re his Valentine?” 

“No I’m yours,” Jen said. Then remembering what I had just said about not wanting her to hold back to spare my feelings, she added “I guess I’m partly Joey’s too.”

“I’m not any use to you anyway, with my cock in this cage,” I said, feeling the bittersweet masochistic pleasure of demeaning myself. “Even if you let me out, I can’t make you cum, my cock’s too small.”

Jen began to say something then caught herself. I felt like she was holding back again. “Tell me what you’re thinking,” I pleaded.

After a moment’s hesitation, Jen said in a soft voice, “Lately I’ve been thinking I’m entitled. I see the way men look at me. I’ve noticed that for a long time, but lately, since we started playing the game again, I guess I’ve been paying more attention. I see the way men want me. And I guess I feel like I’m entitled ... to spend some time with a guy I’m attracted to on Valentine’s day. And then to be in his bed, and feel his big cock inside me, and let him make me cum. I feel like I’m entitled to that on Valentine’s day.”

Once again I stared at my wife. It felt like my insides were turning upside down. My heart ached.

“What about me?” I asked, working hard to prevent my voice from cracking from the emotions I was feeling. “Where do I fit in?”

“You really want to know?” Jen asked.

“Yes Jen!” I said pleadingly.  

“You’re my husband. I love you,” she began. “You’re the best husband, the best father in the world. Anna adores you. I want us all to go to dinner, as a family. But then after, I think I’m entitled to a real man’s cock on Valentine’s day. It doesn’t have to be Joey. If you don’t want me with your brother, I get that. But then it’ll be someone else. Blake, or Doug. Wyatt if he’s back from his honeymoon. But not you Mike. Because you’re right. I love your cock, but you’re right, it’s too small. And I feel like I’m entitled to more on Valentine’s day. I’m entitled to a man who can fuck me really hard and make me scream his name when I cum.”

I was breathing hard as I processed Jen’s words. It was another reminder that Jen wanted another man between her legs. Not me. And despite all we talked about, how this was just temporarily, that eventually it would just be us again, eventually she would desire me again and I’d be all she needed, I doubted if all that – if any of that—was true.  

It felt like my heart was seizing up, yet the desire I felt for her was so intense. And the love too. I loved her so much! It was a reminder of me too. That I was a cuckold, and I’d always be a cuckold.

I pushed the white nighty up, revealing her little perky high school breasts. I took them into my hands, cupping and caressing them. I kissed her neck, then moved down her body and took one of her nipples into my mouth.

I moved a hand down her body, over her sexy flat stomach, to her VS cotton panties. I pushed my hand into her panties. “Let me make you cum this way,” I whispered to her as I began to rub her clit. She didn’t stop me because it was dark and I wasn’t trying to take off her panties.

I worked on Jen’s breasts and I rubbed her clit. It took a while but she eventually came. It wasn’t an explosive orgasm like I’d seen other men give her. She didn’t scream out my name the way she screamed out Cam’s, or violently arch her back and desperately claw at the sheets. Her orgasm wasn’t an explosion. It was more like a soft wave, the way you see at the beach on days when the ocean is mostly still, and then there’s a little wave that slowly moves over the top and then gently crashes onto the sand. That was Jen’s orgasm. She didn’t scream out my name. All she did was part her lips and let out a soft moan.
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TWO DAYS LATER, I WATCHED as Jen undressed. It was Valentine’s day and we were back from dinner. It had been the three of us, me, Jen and Anna, and it had been good family time. But now Anna was in bed asleep, and Jen was getting dressed for the VD’s party she was going to with Joe, my ‘brother.’

“It’s really a masquerade party?” I asked. “On Valentine’s day?”

“Right? I know,” Jen said with a grin at me.  

“Did you buy a costume?” 

“I just had to get boots.”

“Boots?” I asked, not understanding.

“You’re gonna love this,” Jen said as she stood naked in front of me. She had wipe off all her makeup, and was still grinning at me. “I’m going as Lara Croft.”

My eyes went wide. “Lara ...,” I said softly, my voice trailing off as I watched Jen get ready. She was braiding her hair into one long braided ponytail. It always amazed me when I saw her – or any girl – braid her hair. Where do girls learn this? Do they teach it in school?

When she was done, the ponytail almost went down to her tight ass. It was a thick ponytail because Jen’s hair was so lush.

I watched as Jen put on nude pantyhose. Lara Croft in nylon?!!!

Then Jen went to her dresser and pulled out something that was aqua. I assumed it was Lara’s classic aqua midriff top. But instead, it was an aqua bodysuit. I’d seen it before, she sometimes wore it under outfits. The bodysuit was like a one-piece bathing suit, but it snapped at the gusset between her legs. The bodysuit was held up by tiny spaghetti straps and rode high up her hips. The body suit exposed most of her back, and it ran up her ass like a thong. The bodysuit was so tight it looked painted on, and the fabric was thin so in the front, you could see her nipples and areolas if you really looked.  Because she was going braless!

Then Jen pulled on brown shorts. They were tiny! They ended low on her hips so you could see the leg openings of the bodysuit, and they were short. Really short! They revealed all of her long, shapely legs.

Next Jen pulled on her new brown boots. The boots ended about mid-calf and tied up the front. She completed the outfit with a black belt and fingerless black gloves. Jen didn’t wear a holster. My wife was so anti-guns she wouldn’t even carry a play gun.

“What do you think?” she said, standing in front of me. She pulled the braid to the front so it ran down her chest. 

“Jen ... you’re really going like this?” I asked. I was looking at her chest. At her bosom. Her little eraser sized nipples were already denting the fabric, and they weren’t even hard. “I can see right through that top.”

“Don’t worry. I’m wearing a jacket,” she said, and she put on a short brown jacket. With the jacket on, you couldn’t see her nipples or areolas, and that made me feel better.

“You look so incredibly amazing,” I gushed. I moved close and put my hands on her hips, above the low riding shorts. I felt the nylon of the pantyhose on her slim hips and it made my head swim with desire.

Jen had never dressed at Lara Croft before. Never! She knew how much I loved Tomb Raider. I was a geek, I had played all the games, I obsessed over the movies, I probably had a little secret crush on the Alicia Vikander Lara.  

Jen knew all this. How could she dress as Lara for Joe?  

“Why don’t you go as Supergirl?” I asked, referring to her costume from last Halloween. “Be Lara the next time we go somewhere.”

“You could’ve said that before I got all dressed,” Jen said with a laugh. 

“But I want you to dress as Lara for me,” I said, pulling her closer to me.  

“Mike I’ve already braided my hair,” Jen said somewhat dismissively as she pulled away from me. “And Joey told me the other day he watched the movie on Netflix and liked it.  You know, the one with Alicia somebody.”

“Alicia Vikander,” I said.

“Yeah, her,” Jen said.  “So, I want to surprise him.”

I stared at Jen, looking incredulously. She was my wife. MY wife. She knew I liked the movie too. She knew I was obsessed with Tomb Raider. Yet she chose to dress as Lara for Joe instead of me.  So, not only was she giving Joe herself – she was giving him the Tomb Raider – and she was giving him Alicia Vikander.  Jen was giving Joe everything!

Jen saw I was upset. She rubbed my chest and said consolingly, “Mike baby, come on. It’s just a stupid freaking costume. I just thought it’d be fun with Joey.”

“But you’re wearing it first for him instead of me,” I said bitterly. I knew I probably sounded like a whining child, but I couldn’t help the way I felt.

“But I’m not,” Jen insisted as she still tried to console me. “You’ve seen me wear this top a million times. The shorts too. Everything I have you bought for me, or I bought for you to see me wear. Okay, not the boots, they’re new, but you don’t even like me in boots. You like me in heels or flats, or booties. Right?”

Jen’s words didn’t console me. I knew she was feeding me bullshit. She did that all the time. 

My insides were churning from cuckold angst. From jealousy, from feeling like she was picking another man over me. It was distressing, but also delicious at the same time. I wasn’t hard – the cage prevented that – but I ached down there. I felt desire down there.

I moved my hands inside her jacket and on her hips again. I felt the silk of the pantyhose. It blew my mind. My wife dressed as Lara Croft. Prettier – way prettier – than either Angelina or Alicia. Her tight ballerina’s body in a thong body suit. Wearing pantyhose. Her shapely impossibly long slim legs in pantyhose.  

“God Jen ...,” I groaned as I nuzzled her neck where it met her shoulder. “You’ll be home before Anna wakes up, right?”

“Yes, I promise,” she assured me. Her promise gave me some relief. That meant she’d only be gone for 7, maybe 8 hours. She’d be back with me in 8 hours tops.  

“I’m thinking about taking tomorrow off,” I said. Tomorrow was Friday. “If I do, will you take off the cage?” She had promised to free my cock for the weekend. But if the weekend started Friday, then that counted, right?

“Ha!” Jen said, her laugh turning into a grin at me. “So, you want a long weekend out of the cage?”  

“We can go furniture shopping, for the loft apartment,” I offered hopefully.

“You’d take me furniture shopping anyways,” she shot back, the grin still on her face. It was true. If my wife wanted to go furniture shopping, she knew I’d take her furniture shopping. But then she said “Okay. I’ll let you out.” As she said it, she reached down and squeezed the cage. I couldn’t feel her hand of course, but still the prospect of being out of the cage for 3 entire days got me excited.

My hands were still on her hips, feeling the nylon of the pantyhose. “Don’t take this off, okay?” I asked her. “Come home dressed like this.”

Jen laughed. “Okay, I will,” she said, grinning at me.
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As Jen was ubering into he city, she got a text from Blake.

Blake: How’s it going?

TinyDancer: It’s going. Went to dinner with Mike and Anna.

Blake: Talk about me?

TinyDancer: Sorry no. Anna was there stupid. What’d you do with Steph?

Blake: Dominos.

TinyDancer: OMG, how romantic!

Blake: We talked about you.

TinyDancer: No way! On VD? In front of your boys?

Blake: Boys were asleep. And we talk about you all the time.  Steph gets off when we talk about you.

TinyDancer: You tell her about the other day?

Blake: I told you I would.  She got herself off with her ugly hands.  You tell Mike?

TinyDancer: Not yet.

Blake: Don’t tell him.

TinyDancer:  If I don’t tell him, it won’t be because you say.

Blake: I’ve been thinking how sexy a black dot would be on your wedding ring finger.

TinyDancer:  Ha!  I bet you have!

Blake:  Go off the pill.  Dangerous sex is hot.

TinyDancer:  Hot for you.

Blake:  You’re the one begging me to breed you.  

Jen stared at the screen, a smile coming to her face. A tingling was growing between her legs.  She couldn’t deny it, she had pregnancy fantasies, just like Mike.  But she thought her fantasies stemmed from Mike.  She would be humiliating him in the worse possible way if she let another man get her pregnant.  And humiliating her husband and seeing his angsty face got her hot.  The anxiety and desperation she saw on Mike’s face when he watched another man cum inside her – when he watched another man fill her fertile womb with millions of his virile seed – it got her hot!

Blake:  You thinking about it?

TinyDancer:  No.

Blake:  Ha!  That’s the same thing Alicia said before I put a baby in her.

TinyDancer:  I thought you know how to keep your mouth shut.

Blake:  I’m very discreet, but I know you know.

TinyDancer:  You still shouldn’t talk about it.  What if John finds out?

Blake:  I’m not going to tell him.  Are you?

TinyDancer:  Are you crazy?  Of course not.

Blake: Why don’t you come over?

TinyDancer: Can’t.  I don’t like you right now.  Going to a party anyways.

Blake: With Mike?

TinyDancer: Nope.

Blake: Cam?

TinyDancer: Nope.

Blake: Where?

TinyDancer: NYU.

Blake: Seriously?! Are you fucking a college student?!!! When will you be home?

TinyDancer: Late

Blake: How late?

TinyDancer: Late late

Blake: Come over anyway.  Or I’ll come to your place.

Jen stared at her phone.  Let Blake have her?  After letting Joey have her?  On Valentine’s day?  Oh my god.  Mike would be SO UPSET!  And the idea got the tingling between her legs even stronger.

Jen put her phone away as they were nearing Joe’s apartment.

Once in his apartment, Jen found Joey dressed as a Roman with a white sheet thrown over one shoulder and tied around his waist with a short rope, flip flops, and a headband of leaves around his head. It made her laugh since it was such a cheesy college costume.  

Joe went wild when he saw Jen’s Tomb Raider outfit. She had taken off the jacket so he could get the full effect. He threw her onto the bed and was all over her. But Jen didn’t want sex at that moment. She wanted to go to the party first and socialize. Part of her wanted to see Jamal (and wanted him to see her dressed as Lara Croft). So like before, Jen got on her knees between Joe’s legs, and went down on her young ‘brother-in-law.’ Then, also like before, after he came she swished mouthwash in her mouth before fixing her lipstick.

“You want a bump before hitting the party?” Joe asked as he took a small package of white powder from his dresser. Jen’s eyes opened wide as she recognized it.

“Joey, since when are you doing coke?” she asked judgmentally.

“Jen, come on, chill,” Joe said nonchalantly. “Listen, I’m a cancer survivor 2 times over. So, I’m gonna live while I’m still alive.”

Jen pursed her lips at his words. “Joey, god – why would you say that?” she said.

Joe shrugged. “You want some or not?” he asked. As Jen decided, he dipped his finger into the powder and snorted it into one nostril. Then he did it again with his other nostril.

Joe gave Jen a questioning look. She hesitated for a few moments. She wasn’t a big drug user. She’d done her share of weed in high school and college, and tried cocaine, but that mostly stopped when she started dating Mike (who was against such things). She got back into it somewhat with Scott, but then stopped again when she got back together with Mike.  

But now ... she was at a college party with college boys and coeds, and she was feeling wicked and naughty. What the fuck, she thought. She took the bag from Joe. “If I’m gonna do it, do you have something better than your finger?”

Joe grinned at her. He got her a razer blade and straw. Jen formed 2 short thin lines of the white power on Joe’s coffee table. Then, on her knees, she leaned over the table and snorted the lines into her nose. As she did, she wondered what she looked like, Lara Croft snorting cocaine. She wondered if it would get Mike hot. Of course it would, she thought.

“Oh fuck,” Jen gasped as her head rolled back. She had forgotten how good coke made you feel. The sudden sense of euphoria, a surge of self-confidence, her head spinning with a wonderful highness. Her body was tingling, and when Joe touched her shoulder to see if she was okay, she almost jumped out of her skin. Coke always made her body super-sensitive. She had a sudden desire to fuck Joe right then and there, to see what it would feel like to have his super thick cock inside her while her body was so super-sensitive. But coke also make her more social so she wanted even more to go to the party.

As they left to walk to Jamal’s apartment, Jen grabbed the jacket and put it on, remembering her promise to Mike to wear the jacket to somewhat hide how see through the bodysuit was.

The party was packed again, even more so than last time. Clearly Jamal was a popular host.  

Once again there was a mix of whites and blacks. But clearly more black men than white men; Joe was in the minority. The girls were about equal black and white.

There was a lot of skin on display at the party. Revealing costumes for both the men and women. Jen was one of the few girls there not wearing high heels. She was noticed though, with guys grinning and saying things like “Hey Lara” as she passed.

As things often happened at parties, Jen and Joe separated. She noticed he was immediately surrounded by girls, just like last time. She wasn’t surprised, as Joe was a cutie and was sweet, he had a good body, and was awesome in bed. She wondered how many of those girls were his lovers. She couldn’t help feeling jealous, but she knew she couldn’t stop Joe from flirting or get mad at him. They were in an intimate relationship now, but eventually that would have to stop.  

Jen felt someone beside her. It was Jamal. “No drink?” he said, seeing her empty hands. “My man Joe needs to treat his girl better. What can I get you?”

“Can you make a Cosmo?” 

“Coming right up,” Jamal said with a cheery grin. Jen again noticed the gold among his sparkling white teeth.

As Jen sipped her martini, she glanced across the room at Joe. He was still surrounded by girls, like he was holding court. Jamal saw where she was looking and asked “Jealous?”

Jen shrugged. “I don’t have the right to be jealous,” she said.

“Because you’re married?” Jamal said.

Jen shrugged again.  

“Your husband lets you out with Joe, on Valentine’s day?” Jamal asked.  

“I thought you knew about our lifestyle,” Jen said.

“Yes. Your husband gets off on you with other men,” Jamal said.

Jen shrugged.

“You see, that’s why black men are superior over whites. We’re possessive over our women.”

Jen frowned at him. “You know, this black versus white stuff gets really old,” she said irritably.

“You might not think so if your people spent hundreds of years as slaves,” Jamal shot back.  

That shut Jen up. She took a gulp of the Cosmo. Then wanting to change the subject, she said “So Joey said you were president of KAP?”

“You know about Greek life?” Jamal said with a friendly smile.

“Guilty,” Jen said with a grin back. “I was in Delta Delta Delta at Penn State.”

“Oh yes, the famous triple D,” Jamal joked. He looked at Jen’s chest and said “You don’t look like a triple D to me.”

Jen frowned at him. “Did you really just say that to me?”

“Does that bother you, that you have small breasts?”

“What?” Jen said, incredulous at the nerve of his question.

Jamal moved a step closer. He boldly reached for Jen’s jacket and opened it. He took a long look at her braless breasts in the see through body suit.

“You think a lot of yourself, don’t you?” Jen said, glaring at him. Although she made no move to close the jacket.

“You make a very sexy Lara Croft,” Jamal said.

“What?” Jen snapped.

“I’m sorry if I offended you,” Jamal said. He was still looking at Jen’s chest. “I think you’re beautiful. I’ve known men like your husband. Cuckolds. I suppose having a wife as lovely as you helps that. His fantasy, I mean.”

Jen was silent, momentarily speechless.

Jamal moved closer, so their bodies were almost touching. He reached up and pulled the jacket off her shoulders to her elbows, so now the jacket was like a rope, tying her arms behind her back. Jamal was much taller than Jen. He leaned down and whispered into her ear, “I understand you have fantasies too.”

Jen tried to wriggle away but Jamal held her arms tight. He was much bigger and stronger, there was no way she could free herself. Jamal moved even closer so now his lips were touching her ear. He whispered, “Have you ever fantasized about a black man raping you?”

Jen tore herself away from Jamal. “Let me go!” she hissed. Jamal released her arms and Jen moved a few steps away.

“I don’t know what Joey’s told you,” she said with a glare at the black man.

“He’s told me a lot actually,” Jamal said, a confidential smile on his face. “The rest I’ve figured out. You have rape fantasies. Your husband’s a cuckold. You have one child, a daughter. Her name is Anna. Your name is Jennifer Andrews. Your husband is Mike Andrews. He’s famous and quite wealthy for his Sapphire invention.”

Then, with his smile getting bigger, Jamal added “And you’re having an affair with your brother in law.”
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See what happens next with Jen and Mike in Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace Book 14!
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BONUS – THE FIRST MAN TO MAKE JEN CUM IN THE LOFT APARTMENT
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IN THE ORIGINAL VERSION of this story, it was Joey, not Billy, who got Jen to cum in the Loft apartment.  This was an early version of the story, when Joey WAS Mike’s younger brother, not just a good friend.  As a bonus, here is that version of the story.
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LATER THAT MORNING, Jen bought a new party dress and high heels from the expensive French boutique in East Village that she liked. She was so thrilled to be back in the City. She couldn’t wait to move back.

Then Jen got an uBer and drove towards the loft apartment. She had 2 hours before she had to meet Mike for lunch. She got her iPhone from her purse. She opened the phone app, and then pressed the favorites star. The favorite on the top of the list was Mike. The second favorite was Allie. Jen selected her third favorite.

He answered immediately. It was Joey.
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“WOW. THIS PLACE IS amazing,” Joe gushed as Jen gave him a tour of the loft apartment.

“Isn’t it awesome?” Jen said with a big grin. “Here’s the master bedroom,” she said, motioning to the bedroom she would share with Mike. They would put their marital bed there.

Then Jen led Joe down a hallway and through the family room. “Look. They’ve already opened up the wall.” They walked through the big hole the contractors had opened between the 2 apartments.

“Fuck Jen. I can’t believe you guys bought 2 apartments,” Joe said in awe. “I didn’t know Mike made so much money.”

“Yeah, well, he’s Mr. Sapphire you know,” Jen said with a grin at her brother-in-law. “Let me show you,” she said, and she led him further into the second apartment. “This will be Anna’s bedroom,” she said motioning to a bedroom. Then she motioned across the hall. “This will be the guest room. Until we have another baby. So, this’ll be your room when you visit.”

“You’re thinking about another baby? When?” Joe asked.

Jen shrugged and said “Not quite sure. Mike and I haven’t really talked about it. But I think after we move here. Sooner than later probably. I don’t want them to be too far apart in age. You know. Anna and the new baby.”

“So, I guess this won’t be my room for long, if you’re gonna turn it into a nursery,” Joe joked with a laugh.

“Yeah but ...,” Jen began, moving closer to her brother-in-law. She smiled at him and played with the buttons of his shirt. “You’ll always have a place here Joey. Even if it’s just the sofa. I’m actually hoping to see you more. That’s one of the advantages of moving back to the City.”

“You actually thought about that? When you decided to buy this place?” Joe asked, both flattered and surprised.

“I did,” Jen said. She smiled into Joe’s eyes. It was the kind of smile a wife should give only to her husband. But she was giving it to her brother-in-law.

While continuing to look into his eyes, Jen wrapped her arms around Joe’s neck. She got on her tip toes in the black Mia flats she wore. Joe wasn’t super tall like Blake and Doug, but he was taller than her, taller than Mike. She had to get on her tip toes to kiss him.

Jen softly pressed her pouty lips against Joe’s. For a moment Joe was unsure. He was always unsure when it came to his extremely beautiful, extremely hot sister-in-law. But soon he was kissing her back. Their kisses became passionate, open mouth French kissing.

Joe tugged at Jen’s blouse, urgently undoing the buttons. Then his hands were inside her blouse, cupping and exploring her little tits inside her bra. Jen rubbed at Joe’s crotch, feeling his cock grow and get harder.

Joe was impatient. He wanted to get into Jen’s pussy. He began working on her jeans, undoing the snap, pushing down the zipper. But Jen moved away, gasping. “Not here, not here,” she said looking lustfully at Joe.

Jen took his hand. She led him back through the second apartment, back through the hole in the wall, back through the family room and hallway. Then they were in the master bedroom. Jen moved into the room. She stood where she and Mike planned to put their marital bed. She looked into Joe’s eyes as she finished unbuttoning her blouse and dropped it on the floor. Then she reached behind her. She unsnapped her bra, pulled it off her shoulders and arms, and dropped it next to her blouse.

Jen was still breathing hard. Her eyes were heaving lidded with lust. “Come here Joey,” she whispered.

Joe moved to her, stopping just a foot from her. Jen stepped out of the Mia flats. She was still in the skinny jeans, and under the jeans she wore black opaque tights.

She got on her knees in front of Joe. She worked on his belt and pants. She pulled the pants down Joe’s legs, and he helped by stepping out of them. Jen started at Joe’s cock. He was hard and so big. Longer than average, and so freaking thick. The thickest cock she had ever seen.

She took his cock into her hands, and stroked him back and forth. He seemed to get harder and even thicker. Jen looked up into the cute face of her brother-in-law, Mike’s younger brother, a boy younger than her by 10 years. She said “I want you to be the first man to make me cum in this room.” Then Jen opened her lips wide and took him into her mouth.
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A LITTLE LATER, JEN was sitting in the French bistro with Mike. They were sitting in a booth, although the table was small so Jen was sitting in the curved booth seat, and Mike was sitting across from her in a chair. As they scanned the menu, Jen slipped her foot out of its black Mia flat and extended her foot under the table. She put her foot in Mike’s lap.

“You’re playful today,” Mike said with a grin at his wife. He looked down at her pretty foot. He saw she was wearing black tights, which meant she was wearing tights under her tight jeans. “You wore tights under jeans for me,” he said, remembering their conversation from the other day.

“Everything I do is for you baby,” Jen said, smiling and batting her eyelashes at him. Mike took her foot in his hands and began giving her a foot massage. “Feels good baby,” she cooed.

“Guess who I was just with,” Jen said.

“Who?”

“Joey.”

“You ran into him?” Mike asked. “Or you were with him?”

“I was with him,” Jen said. “I wanted to show him the loft apartment.”

“You showed him the apartment?” Mike asked.

“I think I just said that,” Jen teased with another playful laugh. “I told him we’re really looking forward to seeing him more, once we move back to the City.”

“Are you looking forward to seeing Joe more?” Mike asked anxiously.

“I think I just said that,” Jen said again with another laugh.

“No, you. Are you looking forward to seeing Joe more?” Mike asked, pressing.

Jen looked into her husband’s eyes. “I am actually,” she said.

Mike felt his gut tighten up. “Did you just fuck Joe?” he whispered. They had to whisper because the restaurant was packed and the tables were spaced close together.

Jen patted the padded seat next to her. “Come sit next to me baby,” she said. Mike moved to sit next to his wife. Jen’s blouse was loose and short, the kind you didn’t tuck. She pulled it up, exposing her flat stomach. The black tights extended pass her skinny jeans, ending just under her belly button. “You like this look baby?” she asked.

“You know I do,” Mike said with a raspy hiss. He loved the pantyhose under jeans look. He was incredibly turned on, but his heart felt like it was in a vice. “Did you fuck Joe?” he asked again.

Jen took Mike’s hand and put it on her stomach, over the tights so he could feel the stretchy material. She whispered into his ear “Would you be surprised if I told you Joey likes this look too?”

“Ugh god!” Mike groaned, clenching over the table. So many dark emotions flooded over him. Jealousy, anxiousness, inadequacy, the feeling of betrayal. “Why Joe?” he asked, his voice so raspy he was almost not audible.

“You said you wanted another man to make me cum for the first time in the loft apartment,” Jen whispered.

“But why Joe?” he asked pleadingly.

“It had to be someone special,” Jen explained in a low voice. “Scott was the first man to fuck me there. Joey the first man to make me cum. Both are special. Scott’s special bad. Joey’s special good.”

“Why’d it have to be that way? Why couldn’t you just pick someone up?”

“You know I don’t like one-night stands,” Jen whispered. She put her hand on Mike’s chest, over his heart. “Besides you have to feel it here for you to really get off on it. Right? And anyways, I wanted it to be Joey. He’s special to me. I want to see him more once we move back here.”

“You mean, see him, see him?” Mike asked.

Jen nodded. Grinning, she said “He’s incredibly good in bed. I told you he’s so thick he makes me feel like a virgin whenever he’s inside me, and I’m not kidding. But he’s better as a lover too. I know he’s popular with the girls so I guess he’s getting a lot of practice. Anyways, I’m still freaking tingling from what he did to me. I guess you’d say he seriously wrecked my pussy.”
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