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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.”
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THIS BOOK BEGINS DIRECTLY after the end of Book 16
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JAMAL AND ALLIE WERE both naked.  Jamal sat on the edge of the bed, with Allie on her knees between his open legs.  She had his hard cock pressed between her big breasts.  She slowly moved her breasts up and down, tit fucking Jamal’s big manhood.

“Feels good Allie,” Jamal moaned.  Allie’s breasts were full and shapely, and soft like a newborn’s ass.

Allie gave him a crooked smile and teased, “Skinny little tits Jen could never do this for you.”

Jamal laughed.  “You and J got a rivalry thing going on?”

Allie gave him a laugh back.  She mockingly said, “You think I’m jealous of Jen with Mike and his little dick?”

Jamal laughed again.  “You don’t like Mike?” he asked.

“I like him.  He grows on you,” Allie said.  “But I’m not surprised Jen needs other men.  She’s always been a slut.  And a size queen.  Black’s a new thing for her though.  Her parents would keel over dead if they saw their precious daughter with a black man.”

“Maybe J needs to introduce me to her parents,” Jamal said with a grin.

“I wanna be there if that happens,” Allie said with a laugh.   

Jamal’s eyes were heavy lidded, and he was breathing hard.  “Your titties are gonna make me cum.  But I wanna nut in your pretty white girl pussy.”

Allie shook her head no.  “Jen told me your ‘black is better than white’ thing.  It’s probably not as good for you with me since I’m not married.”

“I like creaming all pretty white girls,” Jamal joked, and they both laughed.  “Now why don’t you climb up here and put my cock in your pretty pussy?”

“Not happening, Jamal.  Jen told me your no condom rule.  And I’m not like her.  I’m not gonna risk having a black baby.”

“I was inside you a minute ago,” Jamal reminded her.

Allie said, “I wanted to feel this big thing inside me.  But no way I’m letting you cum in me.”

“Don’t worry.  I’ll get you off.  It’s not just my big tits that make me better than Jen.”

Then Allie lowered her head and took Jamal’s cock into her mouth.  Jamal moaned and rolled his head back as Jen’s best friend went down on him.

––––––––
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“JEN?” JOE HESITANTLY asked as he walked into Jamal’s room.

He saw Jen passed out on the bed.  She was still dressed, although the skirt of her dress was pushed up around her waist.  Her legs were in stockings, and they were parted.

Joe moved closer and carefully sat on the side of the bed.  His eyes were on Jen’s sex.  She was still fully dressed, except she wasn’t wearing panties.  The way she was positioned, and with her skirt around her waist, Joe could see all her most intimate parts.

Jen’s mound was completely bare except for a small blonde landing strip. Except for that tiny patch of pubic hair, she was completely Brazilianed.  

Joe saw Jen’s pussy lips were swollen.  No doubt from getting fucked hard by Jamal not too long ago.  

A frothy milky liquid seeped from her pussy.  Joe knew it was Jamal’s sperm.

How many times had Jamal ejaculated inside her?  How much of his seed – his black seed – had he deposited inside her?

Jen must be on birth control, right?  Joe didn’t want her pregnant with a black man’s baby.  Joe idolized, adored Jen.  He didn’t consider himself to be a bigot, and he admired Jamal; still, he didn’t want his lifelong crush to be soiled with a black man’s baby.

Joe ran his hand over Jen’s shapely calf and thigh – the silk of the nylon felt so sexy!  Then he drifted his fingertips higher, above the heavily laced stocking top, to Jen’s naked, upper thigh.  Her skin was so smooth and soft – flawless!

Joe looked at Jen’s sleeping face.  God she was so beautiful!  Even with her hair tousled and her makeup smeared, she was drop dead beautiful!  Gorgeous!

Joe looked at Jen’s chest.  The black dress she wore was so filmy and tight, he could clearly see the curves of her breasts, and the dents made by her nipples.  He carefully cupped her breasts with his hands.  He felt the bra she was wearing underneath the expensive Fendi dress.

“Jen, you’ll be more comfortable with the dress off, right?” Joe softly said to the passed-out Jen. 

He reached behind her and found the zipper of the dress.  He pulled it down.  Then he pulled the dress off Jen’s shoulders and down her arms.

Now the black Fendi dress was bundled around Jen’s tiny waist, like a belt.  Joe’s eyes were on Jen’s bra-covered breasts.  Once again, he reached behind Jen and found the clasp of the bra.  He unhooked the clasp and pulled the bra off her chest and down her arms.  Joe’s eyes were on Jen’s naked breasts as he tossed the bra onto the floor.

Jen’s tits were glorious.  Small, perfectly shaped mounds, with perky upturned nipples.

Joe saw that Jen’s nipples were soft.  That made sense.  She was sleeping and not aroused.

Joe moved so he lay on the bed next to Jen.  “You’re so pretty, Jen.  So sexy,” he whispered into her ear.  Then he kissed and nibbled her neck just below her ear.  He knew that was a major erogenous zone for her.

As Joe kissed Jen’s neck, he cupped her breast.  He gently fondled her, rubbing her nipple.  Jen – still sleeping – softly moaned and her nipples got hard, like little pencil erasers.

“You like that?” Joe whispered as he thumbed her nipple.  He moved his lips to hers.  He kissed her and slipped his tongue into her mouth, but she didn’t respond since she was passed out.

Joe ignored the fact that Jen was clearly passed out.  He got on top of her.  Her legs were parted; he used his knees to push them farther apart.

Joe reached down.  He cupped and fondled both of Jen’s breasts.  Her small tits easily fit in his palms.  As he caressed her breasts and thumbed her nipples, Jen softly moaned again.  But she didn’t open her eyes or say anything.  She was clearly still asleep.

Joe took his cock and rubbed it up and down between Jen’s puffy, swollen lips.  The bulbous head quickly got wet from the jizz seeping from Jen’s pussy.  Joe didn’t like the fact that Jen was so full of Jamal’s sperm, but in a way it helped with what he was about to do, as he felt like it was now his turn.  He and Jamal had traded.  After doing Jen, it was Jamal’s turn now with Allie.  And after during Allie, it was his turn with Jen.

Joe pushed into Jen’s pussy.  

God, Jen felt so good!  She wasn’t as tight as usual.  Of course not, she’d just gotten fucked by Jamal.  But still she felt good.  Her pussy was silky smooth and soft.  It was like having your cock in a tight velvet glove.

Joe began moving back and forth, pushing in and out of Jen’s pussy.  He forced himself not to think about fucking a helpless, passed out girl.  So he leaned down and kissed Jen’s cheek and neck as he fucked her.

Jen was mumbling something, not quite moans, but not words either.  She was still passed out, and maybe she was dreaming she was getting fucked. 

Joe felt his orgasm building inside him.  There was no thought of pulling out.  He would love to get Jen pregnant.  If Jen had his baby, it would cement his relationship with her, and give him rights to her.  Give him permanent “benefit” rights with her.  Maybe even Jen would divorce Mike and marry him.  Joe loved Mike like a brother, but he would leap at the chance to marry Jen and make her his.

Moments later, Joe grunted and pushed deep into Jen.  He held her hips and stayed deep as he ejaculated his sperm into his lifelong crush.  

Joe was panting hard as his orgasm faded away.  He slowly pulled out.  Jen’s pussy looked even more puffy and swollen now.  

It was a testament to how much a player Joe had become, that he didn’t feel guilty about fucking Jen while she slept.  If anything, he was happy that she was now full of his sperm (along with Jamal’s).  

Still, Joe didn’t want to run into Jamal or Allie.  Especially Allie.  He knew she would not be happy that he had just fucked Jen while she was sleeping and helpless.  He quickly dressed.  He was about to leave, maybe spend the night in a casino or something, when Jamal walked in.

The black man looked at Joe, fully dressed, and Jen, still passed out but now with her dress bundled around her waist like a belt so her breasts were exposed.  He understood immediately what happened.  Joe had fucked Jen while she slept.

Rather than get angry, Jamal gave him a big smile.  “No worries, Joe,” he said, wanting to put the young college boy at ease.  “Real men like us take what we want.  Girls are the weaker sex.  Even pretty ones, like Jen.  Especially the pretty ones.  You feel me?”

“Yeah,” Joe said, a smile coming to his face.  Girls were the weaker sex.  And even though he was crushing on Jen – had been all his life – he knew she was a slut.  Addicted to sex.  She asked for it, looking so sexy in that black dress that hid almost nothing.  What he just did was her fault. If girls like Jen didn’t want to get fucked – didn’t want to be taken advantage of—they shouldn’t dress so revealingly.

Jamal got on the bed with Jen.  He got between her open legs, in the same position as Joe had been moments before.

“Don’t let me hold you up, Joe,” Jamal said dismissively as he positioned his hard cock at Jen’s very well used pussy.  “Allie’s over there, probably ready for another go with you.”

Joe slowly nodded as he watched Jamal preparing to penetrate Jen.  He didn’t like the black man with her.  He wasn’t like Mike, he didn’t like any man with Jen, but he especially didn’t like seeing her with a black man.  

But Joe knew there was nothing he could do.  He certainly didn’t have any moral standing to object to what Jamal was about to do.  Not wanting to see any more, he turned and walked into the other room where Allie waited.

Joe paused and looked back and saw Jamal was pushing his cock into Jen’s pussy.  She was still passed out.  A moment later, the black man was fucking the sleeping Jen, just as he had been doing a few moments ago.

Suddenly Joe didn’t feel so good about what he had done.  Jamal had called him a Real Man.  Now, Joe wasn’t so sure about that.

Joe heard Allie in the other room.  He decided to give the busty brunette the fucking of her life.  He’d fuck her all night and make her beg for more.  That would make him feel better about himself.
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The next morning, Jen woke with the sun shining into her eyes. She felt a huge presence in the bed next to her. It took her a moment, then she realized it was Jamal. Her body was tangled with his, with his broad shouldered, chiseled chest pressed against her back, and his muscular legs intertwined with hers. Jen looked back at her black lover, over her shoulder. He was still sound asleep.

Something felt odd as Jen untangled her legs from Jamal’s, moving slow to avoid waking him up. Then she realized what it was when she tried to pull away. His cock was inside her!

“Oh wow,” Jen whispered. “Wow.” This had never happened to her before. She had never fallen asleep with a man still inside her. Never. She looked at the clock. It was almost 9am. “Oh wow,” Jen softly said again. When had she passed out?  Jamal must have been inside her for hours.

She gently pulled away from him. She had to reach back and hold the base of his cock to pull off him. Even soft, she was still barely able to get her hand all around his thickness. Holding him at the base, she moved forward, to pull him out of her. She moved slow, again to avoid waking him up, but by moving slow it seemed to take forever to slide him completely out of her. Even though he was soft, his cock was long and thick. As it slid out of her, his manhood touched her girl pleasure spots. “Oh wow, shit, wow,” she whispered under her breath as sparkles of pleasure shot through her body.  

When he was finally all the way out, she looked down at him sleeping. The sheets and blankets were scattered around so she saw all of him. And what she saw impressed her. You wouldn’t call Jamal handsome. People would describe him as powerful, confident, and intense, imposing, maybe even scary, and all those things showed in his face even though he was sleeping. And his body was another thing. Jamal was a big man, he had muscles everywhere, strong core muscles, and his blackness made him look so ... intimidating. And then there was his penis. So long and thick. Like a giant black python running down his muscular leg.

Looking at him, Jen found herself getting aroused. Her nipples hardened and her pussy began to tingle. She felt lucky to be with this man. This black man. Jen knew part of her thing for him was the taboo-ness of being with a black man. She was appreciating more and more why white girls had things for black men.

Then Jen did something she had never done with any lover, not even Scott. She leaned over and tenderly kissed him on the cheek. She whispered “You are so freaking amazing.” Then she kissed him again.

It was then that Jen heard noises. She realized they were coming from Joey’s room. She silently approached the connecting door. It was mostly closed, but there was a crack so she was able to see the bed.

Her eyes got wide as she looked in. Allie was on the bed, completely naked, on her hands and knees. Joey was behind her, fucking her from behind. Both their bodies glistened with sweat, indicating they’d been fucking for some time. Had they slept at all last night?

They were both moaning, grunting with each of Joey’s thrusts into Allie’s pussy. Joey was leaned over Allie, his face swallowed in her long brunette hair. He was kissing and sucking at her neck. His hands were underneath her, squeezing and groping her big tits.

Allie’s body was different than Jen’s. While Jen’s body was slim and girlish like a teenager’s, Allie’s was more curvy and voluptuous. A woman’s body.  

Jen was tight and firm. Allie was soft; certainly not fat, but no one would ever describe her as “tight as a drum.” Allie’s ass was more than a handful. Jen’s ass, while very shapely, was barely a handful. The best friends couldn’t share clothes. Jen was a size 2, sometimes even 0. Allie was a 6 (although if you asked she’d lie and say she was a 4). Jen had a sexy thigh gap. Allie ... not quite.

Allie was a double D. Men loved to fuck her tits (as Jamal had enjoyed last night). Jen was an A cup, sometimes a B depending on the bra. Her tits weren’t fuckable. They were too small (although, over the years, Jen had learned to stimulate tit fucking by wearing the right bra).

Jen had mixed emotions seeing her young friend fucking her much older best friend. A spark of jealousy ran through her at the sight of them. It bothered her. She didn’t like seeing them together. She regretted setting them up.

On the other hand, it was sexy watching them fuck. Jen thought Allie was beautiful and sexy as hell, and it was sexy watching her getting fucked.  

And it was sexy watching Joey fucking her. She had forgotten how good a body he had. And he was so cute! And his cock ... Jen could see his length and girth as he moved in and out of Allie’s pussy. The boy was seriously impressive! Jen thought about how Jamal had slept with his soft cock inside her. A man had to be a good size in order to stay inside a girl while soft for hours at a time. Jen knew Joey had the cock for that. He was big enough to stay inside her, all night long, even soft. Jen shivered at the thought.

Her body was alive now. Her cheeks flushed. Nipples hard. Pussy wet. She needed fucked. Fortunately, she had a naked big-black-cock fuck machine in bed not 10 feet from where she stood.

Jen moved towards him. She thought about the best way to wake him up. Tender kisses to his lips? Licking along the hard ridges of his ripped chest? His cock in her mouth? Her nails scrapping along his balls? Maybe even something nasty -—maybe she’d open his legs and lick his asshole until he woke up. The thought of acting so slutty – being a slut for BBC—made her pussy ache even more with desire. 

Jen seriously needed fucked! She had a meeting at 1030am she couldn’t miss, especially after popping early from the reception last night. So she had barely over an hour to get fucked, run to her room (without anyone seeing her), shower and get dressed. That wasn’t a lot of time. Jen decided to do “all of the above” to wake up Jamal and get him hard so he would give her the fucking she needed.

As she was about to climb in bed with her black lover, her phone pinged. She looked at the screen. It was Mike.

God! Fuck! She had forgot all about him. She realized she hadn’t thought about her husband since last night when they spoke on the speaker. Even then, she had called him only because Jamal told her to. Jen felt guilty. Even though she knew it excited Mike when he felt ignored and like a third wheel, she still felt guilty.

She missed her daughter Anna, but wasn’t worried about her. She felt 1000% confident in Mike. Deep down, she knew he was probably a better parent than her. That’s one of the reasons she loved him, because he was so kind and generous and concerned about everything. He was a wonderful husband and father. Mike would never let anything happen to Anna, or to her.

She opened her phone. She sighed, seeing 9 texts and 3 missed calls from him. She quickly read a few. They said:

“Why’d you hang up?”

“Are you still with him?”

“Remember – you promised you won’t sleep with him”

“Fuck ...,” Jen lamented under her breath as she read the last one again: “Remember – you promised you won’t sleep with him”

Not only had she slept with Jamal, she slept spooned with him. Impaled on his freaking cock all night long!

Then Jen read Mike’s most recent text, the one he sent just moments ago: “Are you still with him? Please call me! I’m feeling really weird about this! Are you still coming home today?”

Jen could tell Mike was hurt and anxious. He was lonely and feeling insecure. He’d probably been on pins and needles all night. 

If she called him now, they’d talk for a long time. It would take a while to calm him down. To reassure him.  

But if she did that, she wouldn’t have any time with Jamal. Not if she was going to make her 1030 meeting. And she had to go to that meeting.

Jen made a decision. She texted to her husband: “I’m okay baby. Last night got kinda wild. So much to tell you. I know you’ll love it. Need to run now. I’ll call you right after my meetings. And of course I’m coming home today. Give Anna hugs and kisses for me. I miss you both. I love you.”

With the text sent – with Mike taken care of—Jen put her phone down on the side table. Then she got into bed with Jamal. She tenderly kissed his lips, and softly said “Time to wake up sleepy head.”

Jamal slowly opened his eyes. He woke up to Jen smiling down at him, her tussled blonde hair framing her beautiful face. She was smiling at Jamal the way a wife should only smile at her husband.  

As Jamal reached up to kiss her, Jen had already forgotten about her husband. Well, that wasn’t true. Mike was still on her mind. She still felt guilty. But she pushed those thoughts away. At that moment, she was thinking with her pussy, instead of her head or her heart. So she didn’t resist as Jamal pulled her down and kissed her.
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Jen rushed to the Venetian’s conference center where the meetings were taking place. She turned the corner and almost ran into Allie, who was also rushing to make the meeting.  

“Oh my god,” Allie whispered as they hurried in their high heels to the meeting. “Do I look just fucked?”

Jen couldn’t help grinning. “No more than me,” she whispered back. She looked at her friend and her eyes went wide. “Allie, you’ve got a freaking hickey on your neck!” she whispered with alarm.  

“I know,” Allie said, irritation in her voice. “What is it about ‘no marks’ that Joe doesn’t understand? But god, that boy can fuck. I can barely walk. Seriously. You told me he was good, but god. I can’t remember the last time I’ve had sex so good.”

Jen pursed her lips, the way she always did when she disapproved of something. But she hid her feelings. She forced a grin and said “I told you he was good.”

“I almost didn’t want to swap,” Allie said with a grin.

“What?”

“When Joe and Jamal traded,” Allie said.  “I didn’t let Jamal fuck me though.  I’m not like you, I’m not gonna risk getting pregnant by a black man.  I got him off with my titties.”  Allie grinned as she looked at Jen’s almost flat chest.  She teased, “Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that, I know you’re sensitive about your tiny tits.”

“Allie, what are you talking about?” Jen said, not understanding.  “Jamal and Joey swapped us last night?”

Allie gawked at her best friend.  “Oh my god, were you so out of it last night, you don’t remember getting fucked by our favorite college boy toy?”

Jen was shocked and didn’t know what to say.  

Allie looked at her watch and said, “Oh my god!  We’ve got to go!  We’ll be late!”

––––––––
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THEY MADE IT TO THE conference center. Everyone was busy getting coffee so they had a few more minutes before the meeting started.  

“They swapped us last night?” Jen asked, still shocked.

“You really don’t remember?”

Jen shook her head no.  She remembered being with Jamal, the cocaine, and then Jamal fucking her more.  It was all blank after that.  Then she woke up with Jamal’s penis still inside her.

Jen didn’t remember being with Joey.  Did he have sex with her while she was passed out?

For that matter, she didn’t remember the sex with Jamal that ended with his cock inside her while they slept.  Did Jamal fuck her too while she was passed out?

“Just be careful with Jamal,” Allie said.  

Allie’s words broke Jen from her reverie.  “What?” she asked.

“Jamal.  Be careful with him.”

“Why?”

“Because I haven’t seen you so head over heels over a guy since Scott.”

Jen forced herself to focus on what Allie was saying.  With a frown, she said, “I’m a different person now.” Despite her bravado, worry passed over her pretty face, and Allie saw it.

“What?” Allie asked.

“I need to call Mike,” Jen said.

“You haven’t called him yet?” Allie said, shock in her voice.

“I’ve been kinda busy, you know?” Jen said. They both laughed, although Allie still looked at her friend cross-eyed. 

“I’ll call him as soon as the meeting’s over,” Jen promised.  

As it happened though, the meeting went long, and non-stop. They even worked over lunch. When it finally ended in the early afternoon, Jen had yet to call her husband, and now she had to rush to her room to pack. Otherwise she’d miss her plane back to NYC.

Jen called Mike as she hurriedly packed. 

“Why is Jamal in Vegas?” Mike asked.

“He came to see me,” Jen said. She was distracted as she hurriedly packed.  She didn’t mention Joey being there.  She was still processing the “swap.”

“You’ve been talking to him?”

“No,” Jen said. “I mean, yes, the night before. But not before that. I didn’t know he was going to be here Mike.”

“So, you see him, and you just start up again, without talking to me first?” Mike asked. There was bitterness and hurt in his voice. The angst and loneliness of last night were still fresh and his feelings were raw.

Jen heard the emotions in her husband’s voice. She stopped packing so as to focus on their conversation. “Mike ...,” she sighed. With her next words, her voice was tender and reasonable, yet firm. “You cannot freaking be this way baby. It’s not fair. You want me to play the game again. You tell me to play harder than before. You talk about Jamal. It’s clear you want me with him again. You can’t get upset when I do exactly what you tell me to do. You know I love you. This is our game. Ours. You can’t get upset when I play the game. When I do exactly what you want me to do.”

Mike was silent for a long moment. Then he sheepishly said “You know getting upset is part of it for me.”

Jen laughed and shook her head.

“You slept with him last night?” he asked. Jen knew he meant sleep, not sex.

“The rules aren’t the same as before,” Jen told her husband. “You said you want me to play harder this time.”

“So, you slept with him?” Mike asked again.

“Yes Mike, I slept with him,” Jen said honestly. She heard Mike moaned into the phone.

“Did you sleep in his arms?” Mike asked. His voice was throaty and full of lust.

“We spooned,” Jen said. She heard her husband moan again. She decided not to tell him about Jamal being inside her all night. That would take too long to talk about. “I need to finish packing Mike,” she said. “Or else I’ll miss my plane.”

“You belong to him now?” Mike asked, ignoring her warning.

“Yes,” Jen said. She began packing again. “Sexually, I do.”

“What does that mean?” 

“You know what it means Mike,” Jen said.

“Just tell me,” Mike pleaded. He was breathing hard, clearly aroused. “I want to hear you say it.”

Jen was beginning to breath hard too. She got hot talking this way with her husband. She stopped packing and sat on the edge of the bed. “You’re not allowed inside me anymore,” she told him. “I’ll still get you off. I’ll make you cum. But you’re not allowed in my pussy. Not even with a condom. Or my mouth.”

“Oh god Jen,” Mike groaned lustfully. There was both lust and angst in his voice. “So I’m friend-zoned? We’re just platonic friends?”

“We’re more than that Mike,” Jen assured him. “I just told you I’ll get you off.”

“But you’re not into it,” Mike said. “You won’t enjoy it. I don’t excite you. You’re not attracted to me.”

“That’s not true Mike,” Jen said. She thought of her husband’s slim physique. His tight ass. And his cute, almost feminine face. “I think you have a sexy body. I tell you that all the time. And I like talking to you like this. It gets me hot.”

“Are you hot now?” 

“I am Mike,” Jen said. She was being honest. Her panties were wet.

They were silent for long moments, with Mike processing his wife’s words. Finally Jen said, “I think Jamal has more rules,” she said. “He wants to tell you himself.”

“When?” Mike asked warily.

Before Jen could answer, there was a knock on the door. She opened it. It was Jamal.

He saw the phone in her hand. “Who are you talking to?” he demanded.

“Mike,” Jen answered.

Jamal grinned. “Perfect,” he said as he pushed Jen into the room, shutting the door behind him with a kick of his foot.

Since it was a travel day, Jen was in skinny jeans and low-heeled black ankle boots. Before she could say anything, Jamal pulled the jeans and her panties down to her ankles. Then he pushed her onto the bed, onto her hands and knees. He worked on his belt and pants, and moments later his hard black cock was out and pointed at Jen’s bare ass.

Jamal took the phone from Jen and pressed the speaker button, like last night. He tossed the phone on the bed next to Jen’s left hand, inches from where she wore her wedding ring. 

“I’m gonna fuck your pretty wife again Mike,” Jamal said. “One more time for the road, before she gets on the plane. I’m gonna send her back to you with her pussy full of my black cream.”

Jamal bent his legs and lined up his cock. He rubbed the cockhead back and forth between Jen’s slit, making her moan. Then he pushed in. It was easier for him to penetrate her now. Her pussy was loose from last night’s fucking, and also sleeping together with his cock inside her all night. Still, Jen grunted at being penetrated, and the sudden stretching and feeling of fullness.

Jamal gripped Jen’s hips as he pounded her from behind, his fingertips digging into her firm yet soft curves. She panted and moaned with each powerful, violent thrust. He was stretching her, she loved that feeling, and he was hitting all her girl pleasure spots. She was sore from last night, but quickly the pain gave way to pleasure. He was gonna make her cum again!

“So I’ve got some rules Mike,” Jamal said, his voice strained. Jen’s pussy felt so good! He wanted to hold off, but he felt his orgasm approaching, just like her. He was like a fucking teenager with a trigger dick who came too fast, but he couldn’t help it, this pretty tight blonde was just too fucking sexy and her pussy felt too fucking good!

“More than before,” Jamal said. “I’ll tell you about them Saturday. You should get Anna a sleepover, or whatever you call it. Because I’ll be fucking your wife in your bed. It’s my bed now when I’m there. And I’ll stay as long as I want. And she sleeps with me. Get used to sleeping in the spare bedroom Mike, alone.”

“I’m a reasonable man though,” Jamal said, continuing his monologue as he pounded Jen hard from behind like a dog. “From now on, Jen’s pussy is off limits to you. Even your tongue. But I’m gonna make an exception. You can lick her when she’s full of my cum. So you should thank me for fucking her now. This way you can get some of her when she gets home. So thank me Mike.”

Jamal paused, to let Mike thank him. Mike didn’t say anything though. The only sound that came over the speaker was Mike’s heavy breathing.

“Okay Mike, if that’s how you want to play it,” Jamal said. “You should have thanked me though. Now it’s gonna be worse.”  

Jamal reached down and ended the call. Then he finished fucking Jen. She came first. He came moments later, pushing deep inside as he deposited his load inside her.

“What did you mean, it’s gonna be worse?” Jen asked as she hurriedly pulled herself together. Pulling up her thong and jeans, running a brush through her hair. She was sharing a taxi with Allie to the airport, and she was already late.

Jamal shook his head, as if saying it wasn’t her place to question him. “Here,” he said. He produced a folded piece of paper from his pocket and gave it to her. “These are my rules. Read them on the plane. You have to agree to the rules – all the rules – or I’m history. Understand?”

Jen nodded. She took the paper and put it in her back pocket.

“You still caging him?” he asked.

Jen was confused by the non-sequitur. She sputtered “Yes ... we haven’t played that game in a while, but he’s in a cage now.”

Jamal shook his head disapprovingly.

“I don’t like that,” he said. “He should cum when he wants to cum. Lose the cage.”

“Okay ...,” Jen hesitantly said, shocked Jamal was taking Mike’s side in anything.

“Read my rules on the plane,” Jamal ordered. “When you land, call me. If you agree, I’ll be over Saturday night. Don’t show Mike the rules. I’ll tell him myself. If he agrees, we’ll keep going. Let him know this isn’t a negotiation. It’s all or nothing. Understand?”

Jen nodded. She suddenly felt very much out of control. It was frightening. But exciting too.

Jamal looked up and down Jen’s body. “I want you to eat more,” he said.

“What?” Jen said, again confused at the non-sequitur.

“Eat more,” Jamal repeated. “You’re too thin. Put on a few pounds. You’ll look better.”

“Ooookay,” Jen said with a sarcastic roll of her pretty blue eyes.

Jamal pulled her to him. He grabbed her long blonde hair and pulled her so close their faces were almost touching. “You’re my girl, right?” he said, his voice hard and dangerous. “So you’ll look how I want you to look. It’s not asking too much, is it? To put on a few pounds? It’s not like I’m asking you to pierce your clit or get another tat. You’re either my girl or not. Which is it?”

“Okay, I will,” Jen whined. “Can you let go my hair? Please?  You’re hurting me.”

Jamal looked at her for long moments. Then he let her hair go. “Read my rules,” he ordered.

Jen knew she had to get downstairs to the taxi, but she had to know something.  “Did you swap me and Allie last night?  You and Joey?”

“Yes,” Jamal said with an unconcern shrug.  “You wanna know why?”

“Yes,” Jen said warily.  She was pretty sure she wasn’t going to like his answer.

“You belong to me, correct?” Jamal asked.

“Yes.”

“Your body belongs to me.  Your pussy belongs to me.  Correct?”

“Yes.”

“So, if I wanna give your pussy to another dude, I will.  This is not like your sissy white boy husband Mike.  I don’t get off on you fucking other men.  I get off on control.  Do you understand?”

“Yes ...,” Jen hesitantly answered.

Jamal put his hands around Jen’s neck.  She knew he could kill her if he wanted.  She was completely under his control.

And it turned her on.

“Just be glad I didn’t make you fuck Scott,” Jamal said.  “You’re glad, right?  So you should thank me for not making you fuck Scott.”

Jen hesitated again, then with her eyes downcast, and in a meek, submissive voice, she said, “Thank you for not making me fuck Scott.”
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On the plane, Jen reached into her back pocket and pulled out Jamal’s rules. She opened the folded piece of paper. There were 10 rules.

1. Jen will make herself available to Jamal, like she would a boyfriend. This includes sexual and romantic dates. Jamal will respect Jen’s time with Anna as to scheduling their time together. But Mike will have no say in when Jen meets with Jamal, and Jen will not take into consideration his needs or feelings. At most though, Jamal will not see Jen more than 4 days a week except for special circumstances.

2. Jen’s body belongs to Jamal. She will obey him sexually. This includes having sex with who Jamal says. Jen will always use condoms with other men, unless Jamal says otherwise. Jen will never ask Jamal to wear a condom; he will cum in or on Jen wherever he wants.

Jen paused at rule 2.  Jamal had used this rule when he let Joey have sex with her.  Did he wear a condom?  But then, she was passed out so couldn’t exactly ask him to.

Jen returned to reading the rules.

3. Mike will obey Jamal sexually, except: (a) Jamal will never ask Mike to have sex with another girl; and (b) Mike may say no if Jamal tells Mike to have sex with another man (other than Jamal).  Mike understands if he says no, he may (and probably will) be punished.

4. Jen will never cover up the Queen of Spades tattoo when she is with Jamal. 

5. Jen will not have sex with anyone except Jamal, or who Jamal says. This includes Mike. Sex means penetrative and oral, and hand jobs.  Mike may rub his dick against Jen’s foot to orgasm.  And Jen may give Mike a handjob, as long as she ruins his orgasm.

6. Mike is denied Jen’s body. He is not allowed to touch her body sexually. He is not allowed to see her body. Jen will wear baggy clothes when she is alone with Mike. She will not wear hose or heels for Mike. She will wear full pajamas to bed. Jen shall have no sexual relations with Mike, except she may use a strap-on on him.  

7. Mike is allowed to go down on Jen only when she is full of Jamal’s cum.

8. Mike shall not wear a cage. He can cum whenever he wants to cum. He shall be allowed to watch Jamal with Jen (except in special circumstances). 

9. Mike shall keep his body shaved. He shall go on a diet and lose 10 pounds. He shall not do heavy weight training. He shall wear the briefs that Jamal gives him.

10. If Jamal gets Jen pregnant, she won’t get an abortion. Mike is allowed to be named as father on the birth certificate. Jamal, Jen and Mike will discuss the details like adults after Jen is pregnant, but it is assumed that Jamal will have a relationship with both Jen and the baby.

Jen read the rules over and over. After the fifth time, she asked the flight attendant for 2 bottles of vodka. It was an afternoon flight from Vegas, so her request wasn’t unusual. But certainly what she was reading was anything but usual.

The flight attendant gave her 2 bottles of Absolute, a glass with ice, and a lime. Jen preferred Grey Goose or Belvedere, but she wasn’t going to complain. She just needed a drink! She poured both of the small bottles into the glass, and gulped half of it. She sipped the rest as she re-read Jamal’s rules a sixth time.

Some of the rules stood out to her: 

- Jen’s body belongs to Jamal. She will obey him sexually. This includes having sex with who Jamal says.  

- Mike is denied Jen’s body. He is not allowed to touch her body sexually. He is not allowed to see her body. Jen will wear baggy clothes when she is alone with Mike. She will not wear hose or heels for Mike. 

- Mike shall keep his body shaved. He shall wear the briefs that Jamal gives him.

- If Jamal gets Jen pregnant, she won’t get an abortion. It is assumed that Jamal will have a relationship with both Jen and the baby.

- Mike may rub his dick against Jen’s foot to orgasm.  And Jen may give Mike a handjob, as long as she ruins his orgasm.

- Mike will obey Jamal sexually, except: (a) Jamal will never ask Mike to have sex with another girl; and (b) Mike may say no if Jamal tells Mike to have sex with another man (other than Jamal).  Mike understands if he says no, he may (and probably will) be punished.

Jen shivered, then downed the rest of the vodka. She gripped the armrests of her seat and clenched her eyes shut, trying to calm herself. Then she stood up and hurried to the bathroom. After locking the door, she hastily undid her skinny jeans. She pushed her hand into her panties, and furiously rubbed her clit. With her other hand she reached into her blouse and bra, and squeezed and groped her breast. In moments she had an intense orgasm. She bit the side of her hand to prevent crying out as her body shook with orgasmic pleasure, and her pretty feet arched up onto her tiptoes in the black ankle boots.

When Jen got off the plane, the first thing she did was call Jamal. She knew Mike and Anna were waiting for her. But she had to talk to Jamal first. And he had ordered her to do that anyways.

“You want me to wear baggie clothes with Mike?” Jen asked incredulously. “He can’t see my body? My husband can’t see my body? Really?”

“I told you, this is payback for shutting me out,” Jamal said.

“And I told you it wasn’t him, it was me,” Jen stressed.

“It was you because of him,” Jamal said. He was calm, despite Jen’s agitation. “These are my rules. Take it or leave it. And he didn’t thank me. I warned him it would get worse. He needs to learn who’s in charge. And he needs to learn there are repercussions to disobeying me.”

“You’re so full of shit,” Jen scoffed. “You wrote these rules before that happened.  Before I even read the rules.”

Jamal shrugged. “I knew he wouldn’t thank me,” he said.

“Oh my god Jamal,” Jen sighed. “And I thought you didn’t want to share me with other men?”

“We talked about this already.  And you said you want me to help you explore,” Jamal said. “And you want to play harder. Am I wrong? Tell me where I’m wrong.”

Jen frowned into the phone. “What men are you talking about?” she asked.  Then scoffed, “Besides Joey.”

“Whoever I want,” he said.

“Not Scott,” she said.

“We talked about this already.”

“We talked about what happened in Vegas,” Jen said.  “I’m saying, never Scott.”

“I told you, this isn’t a negotiation.  It’s take it or leave it.”

Jen’s frowned deepened. Then for a moment, she imagined herself with Scott. Maybe both Scott and Jamal. Scott in her ass, Jamal in her pussy. The image made her shiver.

“So, what’s with number 10?” she said after forcing herself to focus. “I told you my plan. I’m not going off the pill until Mike and I start trying to have another baby. In 3 months.”

“Just in case,” Jamal said. “Birth control is not perfect. You know that. You’re not perfect either J. We both know that.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You can figure it out yourself.”

Jen clenched her teeth in frustration. She wanted to throw the freaking phone across the room!

After counting to 10 to calm down, she asked “What are the briefs you want Mike to wear?”

“I just texted you a picture,” Jamal said.  

Jen opened her messages. There was a new text from Jamal, with a picture. She opened it. The picture was of a slim man. His body type was similar to Mike’s (although Mike wasn’t as buff, and was completely hairless). The man was wearing black Ralph Lauren Polo briefs. The briefs were low cut at the waist, and sharply cut at the legs. Jen actually thought Mike would look hot in these briefs. 

“Why do you want him to wear these?” she asked.

“You know what the brothers and sisters call these briefs?” Jamal asked.

“What?”

“Sissy white boy panties,” Jamal said.  

Jen couldn’t help laughing. “You are not serious,” she said with the laugh still in her voice.

Jamal laughed too. “I am,” he said.  “He should thank me.  At least they’re not g-strings.” 

“But why—.”

Jamal interrupted her and said, “You should not look at Mike as having a dick. I have a man’s cock. So does Joe, and Scott. Mike doesn’t have a cock. He’s got a sissy boy pussy. So he’s gonna wear sissy boy panties.”

Jen was silent for long moments. Her cheeks were flushed. She felt a familiar tingling between her legs. Finally she said, “Please don’t say that to him.”

“I can tell it gets you hot to sissify your whitey boy husband,” Jamal said with a knowing look.  “Anyway—I told you—it’s all or nothing.”

“I know but ... just don’t talk about this one. Let me explain it to him.”

“Okay, fine, whatever,” Jamal said with a laugh.

“And don’t call them panties,” Jen said. “Not to him.”

When Jamal didn’t answer, she said in a pleading voice, “Please Jamal.”

After another moment, Jamal curtly said “Fine. Whatever. But he better wear them. All the time. Not just when I’m around. All the time.”

“He will, I promise,” Jen assured him.

“Fine then. But just so you know, they won’t all look like the ones in the picture.”

Jen was silent, imaging the briefs – the “sissy white boy panties” – that Jamal was going to make her husband wear. Her cheeks were even more flushed. She was finding it hard to breath.  Jamal was right.  She got off thinking about Mike as a sissy boy.

“You said I can’t show him the rules,” Jen finally said. “But if you let me show him, and I can talk to him about it before you do, it’ll make Saturday easier.”

Jamal thought about it for a few moments. Then he said “Okay, fine, you can do that.”
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Mike and Anna were waiting by the baggage claim. Anna yelled “Mommy!” and launched herself into Jen’s arms. After lots of hugs and kisses with her daughter, Jen embraced Mike. She kissed him, to the delight of their daughter. Jen gave Mike a little tongue, and when they parted, they both were breathing a little hard. She gave him a lopsided grin and whispered “I have a lot to tell you.”

Jen grabbed and hugged Mike’s arm as they walked to the baggage area. Anna was holding Jen’s other hand. With his wife hugging his arm tight, and both Jen and Anna laughing and talking, Mike couldn’t help smiling. All was right with his world.

As they waited for Jen’s bag to arrive, Anna was still holding her hand as she leaned over to Mike and whispered into his ear, “You get to go down on me later.”

Mike shuddered, knowing that meant her pussy was full of Jamal’s black sperm. She had flown across the country full of his cream. He shuddered again.

Reading his thoughts, she teased in a low voice, “I might be kinda musty though.” Mike groaned and she giggled.

“Are you wearing the cage?” Jen whispered. “Do you have the key?” 

Mike nodded yes to both questions. Jen said “I’ll wait here with Anna. Go into the bathroom and take it off. Throw it away. We won’t need it anymore.”

In response to Mike’s questioning look, she said “I’ll explain later baby. Tonight, after Anna’s asleep.”

Jen spent most of the day playing with Anna. Mike was there, but he stayed on the periphery, as he knew Jen needed to reconnect with their daughter. Jen could tell that Mike was dying to get into bed, so they had an early dinner. By 730, Anna was asleep in bed. Then, Mike practically dragged Jen into the bedroom, making her squeal with delight.

“Take off all your clothes,” Jen told him as she sat in their bed. Mike hurriedly tore off all his clothes, making her laugh again.

Mike got into bed with her, fully naked. His cock was rock hard.

To his surprise, Jen stayed dressed. When she had gotten home, she had undressed and put on a loose sweatshirt and sweatpants. She still wore the sweats as they lay next to each other in bed.  

Jen crawled on top of Mike. She held his hands at his sides as she kissed hm. They made out, tonguing each other. Mike wanted to touch her body as they kissed but he couldn’t as she continued to hold his hands at his sides. When Jen finally pulled away, they were both panting.

Jen moved off Mike and laid next to him. She was on her side looking at him as she said, “You can’t touch me anymore. Or see my body.”

“What?” Mike asked, not understanding.

Jen sat up in the bed and Mike did the same. She handed him a piece of paper. “These are Jamal’s rules,” she said.

“You have to agree to all of them,” she told him as he began to read.

He looked up at her after he read the rules, concern covering his face. “What do you mean I have to agree?” he asked.

“I’ve already agreed,” Jen told him. “But we both have to agree. Or Jamal will find another girl – another married couple—to play with.”

Mike stared at his wife for a long moment, processing her words. Then he began to read the rules again.

Mike read them over and over, just as Jen had done. When he was done, his face was flushed and he was breathing hard. He was clearly aroused, but uncertainly was written across his face. Before he could say anything, Jen got on top of him and kissed him again. Like before, she held his hands so he couldn’t touch her. “We can still do this,” she said between kisses. “It’s not so bad. Even if you can’t touch me. Or see my body.”

Mike broke the kiss. “You already agreed to his rules?” he asked, hurt in his voice. “No sex with me? You agreed to that?” He felt like she had betrayed him.

Jen looked into her husband’s face and said “You’re my husband, baby. I love you. You’re my man. But not sexually. You haven’t been that for a long time.”

Mike stared back at Jen for long moments. “You’re still my wife,” he said, breathing hard. “I share you with other men. But your body’s still mine. Jamal can’t tell me I can’t see your body, or touch you. You’re not going to dress up for me anymore?  No stockings?  No high heels?  How could you agree to that? It’s disrespecting me.”

Jen moved close to Mike so when she spoke he could feel her breath against his face. “We’re way past that Mike,” she said. “You don’t own my body. You lost that a long time ago.”

“So Jamal owns you now?” Mike said, bitterness and lust in his voice.

“Yes,” Jen said. “He does now. It won’t always be Jamal. Maybe someday it’ll be another black man, someone I haven’t met yet. Or maybe I’ll get back together with Cam, or Blake. I’m just saying, I look to other men for sex now. That’s what I want. And that’s what you want.”

Jen wrapped her hand around Mike’s hard cock and stroked him up and down. “Right?” she asked as she stroked him up and down.

Mike’s body seized up and he moaned. “Yesssss,” he hissed in a low moan.  

“You’ll still see me dressed up,” she said. “You’ll see my body. But only when I’m with him.”

“Jen ...,” Mike moaned again. There was angst in his voice, along with lust. Her words were twisting his insides into a pretzel.

Jen took her hand away.  “No hand jobs,” she said, referring to rule 5.

Jen put a hand on his knee and spread his legs, opening him up to her. Mike felt an erotic sensation of submissive vulnerability, which was only increased when she scraped her long nails up his inner thigh. Mike’s body seized up at the pleasure. 

“Jamal didn’t forbid everything,” she said with a wicked grin. “I can still do this.”  She scraped her painted nails along his inner thigh again.

“And this,” she said as she cupped his balls – they were super tight (and even smaller than normal) from excitement – and then ran a finger over his super sensitive sandbar, her fingertip touching his puckered ass hole. “Jamal told me to take the cage off you. He says you can cum whenever you want.”

Mike’s eyes went wide. “He doesn’t control me Jen!” he spat out angrily. 

Jen gave him a playful pout, like she would give Anna when she acted up in an unreasonable manner. “But you sucked his cock,” Jen said.

Mike was so startled by her words that he was speechless.

“You’ve gotten between his legs,” she said, continuing. “You’ve held him, gotten him hard. You’ve put his cock in your mouth. You’ve gone down on him. You’ve even let him cum in your mouth. You’ve swallowed it.”

“You told me to do that,” Mike insisted.

Jen’s pretend pout turned to a knowing grin. “Come on Mike,” she said. “You liked it.”

Mike was about to defend himself, but Jen cut him off.

“You’re not gay, or bi, I know that,” Jen assured him. With a crooked grin, she said “That’s why it’s so wicked. You’re doing something you don’t want to do. You’re being submissive to him.”

“I’m being submissive to you,” Mike insisted. In his mind, it was okay to be submissive to Jen, because she was his wife and he loved her. But being submissive to Jamal – to any man – wasn’t acceptable. It would make him less than a man.

“Just give into it, Mike,” Jen urged her husband. “I know you don’t want to. But don’t you see that’s what makes it so hot? What’s the harm?”

“The harm is, you won’t see me as a man anymore,” Mike said.

Jen put her hand over his cock. Even though he was hard, she able to almost cup his entire penis in the palm of her hand. Looking into his eyes, she said “I already don’t see you as a man. Not sexually at least. How can you be a real man with this little thing?  It’s useless.  Too small to pleasure any girl.”

Mike squeezed his eyes shut and clenched his jaw. Her words destroyed him. They tore his insides apart. At the same time thought, his cock felt like it was about to explode.

Jen grinned at the effect her words had on him.  

“He’s trying to turn me into a girl,” Mike said, referring to rule 9 about keeping his body shaved, and staying slim by dieting and no weight training. He was so excited, his voice was shaking.

“I told you I like your tight sexy body,” Jen said. “You look better now than ever before.” She imagined him wearing the briefs Jamal had showed her. She knew he was only starting there. He had said as much. How long before Jamal forced Mike to wear real girl’s panties? How long before Mike was in g-strings again?  Jen shuddered at the thought.

“But you’re not sexually attracted to me,” Mike lamented. He bitterly asked “So what am I now? Your girlfriend?”

“Not my girlfriend,” Jen said with a shake of her head. “More like, my platonic best bud. You’re friend zoned, yes. But I couldn’t live without you.” Her hand still cupped his cock. She moved it and wrapped her hand around his shaft, and stroked him up and down. With a grin, she teased, “I’m allowed to do this.  If I ruin your orgasm.”

Mike angrily pushed her hand away.  “You’ll be spending more time with him,” he said bitterly, referring to the 4 days a week. “You’ll fall in love with him.”

“Maybe, a little,” Jen admitted.  She thought about how she kissed Jamal’s cheek earlier that day.  “Maybe I’m already in love with him.”

Mike’s eyes went wide. “Really?” he asked. He felt like a powerful hand was crushing his heart, yet her words thrilled him.

“Let me ask you something,” Jen said, looking into her husband’s eyes. “Isn’t that exactly what you want?”

“Is that what you want?” Mike said, answering her question with a question.

“I think it’s something we both want,” Jen said. “We both want – we need—the game to be more than just sex. You want me to date, not just fuck. You want to watch me fall in love with another man. And I need to have an emotional connection. I need the NRE. That’s what happened with Scott. We just took it too far.”

“How do we make sure it doesn’t go too far this time?” Mike asked. “But isn’t that what you want?” a voice asked inside his head. Wasn’t that the point of “playing harder”? To go too far.

Jen was still thinking about her husband wearing girl’s panties. Silky, lined with lace, embroidered with little hearts. “You need to take care of me now,” she said, pulling the sweats down to her knees and straddling Mike’s face. “This talk gets me hot.”

Mike looked up at his wife’s pussy. It was still red and puffy from what Jamal had done to her (of course he didn’t know about Joe). The lips were moist too. From their pillow talk? Or Jamal’s black seed oozing out of her?

“How do we make sure it doesn’t go too far this time?” he asked again.  

Jen lowered her pussy onto his face. She grabbed his hair, forcing him to lick her. “You let me worry about that Mike,” she said, moaning as his talented tongue licked up and down between her lips and then flicked around her clit. “Shit, god,” she groaned. “You’re so freaking good at this.”

She didn’t last long. After she came, she pulled the sweats back up to cover her body, and then collapsed onto the bed next to Mike. After catching her breath, she rolled to her side to look at him. She caressed his chest as she asked “So you’ll agree to his rules?”

“Okay, yes,” Mike said. “Because you want me to. Not because he’s ordering me, or I’m intimidated by him.”

Jen couldn’t help smiling. “Male pride,” she said with a crooked grin at him. “Even though you’re a cucky husband, you still have male pride. Even though you suck Jamal’s cock, you still think you’re equal to him.”

“You don’t think I’m equal to him?” Mike asked, the jealousy and angst spiking even as his cuckold desires made his head swirl with lust.

“What do you think?” Jen asked with a giggle as she gave his hard cock a quick squeeze. “I don’t know how I ever thought I could live with just this,” she added with another squeeze of his short, thin shaft.

Jen’s words were like daggers to his heart, and to his manhood. It was too much. Even though he wanted to play harder, it was too much. Could their marriage survive this? Jamal had already replaced him as her sex partner. Would he replace him completely as her husband?

As if reading his thoughts, Jen reached up and kissed him. “I love you though,” she said. Looking into his eyes, she said “You’re perfect for me, you know. I think I’m perfect for you too. We give each other what we both want.”

“You think so?” Mike said in a husky voice, a slight smile forming. Her words revived him. They helped fill his Jen Meter.

“I do,” she said, smiling lovingly at him. “Now how do you want to cum? With your hand? Or my feet?”

Mike's insides seized up again. With her words, he realized how much he had lost. Husbands were entitled to their wives’ pussies. Their mouths. Their hands.  Even their asses. That’s how it was when they first met. When they got married. But then Joe happened. And Scott. And then after a break, it was Cam, Blake, Jamal, and on and on. Now Jen’s body wasn’t his. Even her heart, her affections, they weren’t all his. He'd lost all that. They weren't his anymore. Now all he got for his sexual pleasure was her feet.  Or a ruined orgasm with her hand.  

“Your hand,” Mike croaked out.

“Really?  You want a ruined?”

Mike nodded.  He had a plan.  He didn’t really want a ruined orgasm, of course.  But if he controlled himself – the look on his face, his moans – he could cum before Jen knew he was cumming.

Jen wrapped her hand around Mike’s shaft. She stroked him up and down.  She saw the strain in his face, although he was trying to hide it.  This wasn’t her first rodeo, she knew what he was doing.  Jen knew her husband better than anyone, probably more than he knew himself.

With her right hand – her thumb and forefinger – circle jerking Mike’s cock, she moved her left hand under his balls.  She lightly scrapped the manicured nails of her left hand along the underside of his balls, and tickled his sandbar – the super sensitive patch of skin between his balls and asshole – with her forefinger.

Mike clenched his jaws shut, trying to hide his building orgasm.  Just a little more.  A little more ....

Then, a microsecond before Mike climaxed, Jen pulled both of her hands away.  Mike groaned in frustration as his dick flailed around spurting his cum uselessly onto his chest.

Mike felt empty and frustrated, having been denied any pleasure from his orgasm.  “Jen, god ...,” he groaned.

Jen gave him a sympathetic smile.  “You’re gonna get a lot of ruins if you try to trick me like that.”

“Can you give me a minute?” Mike asked.  He needed the pleasure – the release – of a real orgasm.  

“I’m here for you baby,” Jen assured him.

Mike was hard again after a few minutes.  “Are you gonna miss my cock inside you?” he asked as he began to stroke himself.

“No.”

“Why?”

“You know why.”

“Tell me!” Mike begged.  

“You dick is too small,” Jen said, her eyes on Mike’s hard penis as he stroked himself.  “Your little dick is useless to girls.  On top of that, you’re not a good lover.  You’re too passive.  Too submissive.  You’re like a girl in bed.  Jamal is right.  You are a sissy white boy.”

“Oh god Jen!” Mike groaned, and then he was cumming.  

Mike was panting as he came down from his orgasm.  Jen cleaned the cum from his cock with tissues, and she snuggled into him.  They were quiet for long moments.  Jen had said terrible things about him, but Mike got off on it, even though it destroyed him inside.

Mike didn’t ask, “You don’t really think that, do you?”  They were past that now.  Either she believed what she said, or she didn’t.  Mike figured it was someplace in the middle.

After a while, they started talking again.  Not about their game, but things married couples talk about.  They talked about work, and Anna, and the new refrigerator they were thinking about buying. The kind of things married couples talked about. Normal stuff.  

And later, when Jen rolled to her side to sleep, she held Mike’s hand so he rolled with her, and they spooned. It’s how they always slept. 

All this reminded Mike that the game was just part of their lives. It was a big part, but still just a part. And it was Mike who said he wanted to play harder. He knew if he didn’t feel angst and jealous, and insecure, and fear that he might lose his wife to another man, then the game wasn’t as exciting to him.  

Mike realized that Jen was right. They were perfect for each other. Because what made the game good for Jen, also made it good for him, and visa versa. Their desires and needs played off each other. These thoughts consoled him, and he managed to fall asleep.
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Mike’s life quickly changed. He never saw Jen’s naked body, or dressed up. She disappeared into the bathroom to dress and undress (with the door closed behind her). She continued to wear short, body hugging dresses to work, but in the morning she covered herself with a long coat so he couldn’t see how she was dressed. 

When she got home at night, she was wearing the coat again. After giving Mike a hello kiss and hug, she took Anna into her arms and went into the bedroom (again closing the door behind her). She spent time with their daughter as she changed clothes. When she emerged from the bedroom, she wore loose jeans and a peasant blouse, or sweats, and cotton socks. The clothes covered most of her body, and hid her sexy curves.

It was impossible for Jen to hide her beauty, and she would look sexy in a potato sack. But the point was, she was obeying Jamal’s rules and purposely not dressing up for Mike, or showing her body to him.  She was giving almost all of herself to Jamal, and denying Mike those things.

Ironically, being denied this way got Mike hotter than if he’d had full access to his wife’s body. He was constantly hard. He tried to avoid masturbating, as he knew from experience that the depression that came after cumming could send him spiraling off the emotional cliff. As a result though, he was left frustrated and on-edge. He actually wished he was caged. While the hard plastic tube prevented erections, it also helped to moderate and calm his desires and emotions. He wondered if Jamal’s rule #8 (prohibiting the cock cage) was another way of fucking him over, rather than helping him.

It was only the Tuesday after Jen got home from Vegas, and Mike was already going crazy with desire for his wife’s body. They were sitting on the sofa watching Netflix after putting Anna down for the night. Mike’s thoughts weren’t on the movie though.

“Put your feet in my lap. I’ll give you a foot massage,” he offered.

Jen grinned and said “I’ll never say no to that.” She moved herself sideways on the sofa, so her back was against the sofa’s arm and her feet were in Mike’s lap.

“Would it be breaking the rules if I took off your socks?” Mike asked with a crooked grin.

Still smiling, she answered “Why don’t we live dangerously and go for it?”

Mike pulled the white cotton socks from her feet. For a moment he held her naked feet in his hands. He realized it was the first time he’d touched any part of her naked body since before she went to Vegas (other than holding her hand or kissing her face).

Because of that realization, he focused on her feet more than usual. His wife’s feet were so pretty, so dainty. The skin was soft, smooth and unblemished. Her toes tiny and cute, and painted a sexy red. Her feet had a lovely arch, like a ballerina’s.

“So is this you rubbing my feet?” Jen teased with a smile at her husband. Mike smiled back. He reached for a bottle of moisturizing lotion. He squirted lotion into his palms, and then began rubbing her feet.

“That feels so good,” she gushed. Mike rubbed one foot with the other in his lap. Then he switched, going back and forth. He rubbed along the arch, squeezed and spread the toes, used his thumbs to rub all over. “Mike you’re so freaking good at this,” she moaned. It made Mike feel good that he could still make her moan, even though it wasn’t a sexual moan.

Jen could feel Mike’s erection under her foot. She gave him a teasing smile as she rubbed him back and forth with the heel. “How’s being out of the cage?” she asked.

“I’m not actually sure,” he admitted. “I like being able to cum whenever I want. But you know how I get down sometimes after cumming.”

“But you only get down when you’re not with me,” Jen said. “I’ll make you cum whenever you want baby.”

“Yeah.  Like last night,” Mike said with bitterness in his voice.

Jen didn’t answer. Last night they had gotten into an argument. She’d told him playing under Jamal’s rules would only be for 3 months, until her birthday. Then she wanted to stop playing and try to have another baby. She’d thought this news would make Mike happy, but instead he got surly and even angry. He told her he didn’t like the way she was making all these decisions without talking to him first. Jen had gotten defensive and angry herself, shooting back that their game was about her being in control, and he had to stop trying to top from the bottom. 

Then along the way Jen had given Mike more details of what happened in Vegas, and she mentioned that Allie had spent the evening with Joe. Mike was shocked to hear that, and he got even more angry. He got furious. Frankly, he was out of control angry, and he only calmed down when Anna ran out of her room, crying hysterically. Their arguing and yelling at each other had woken her up, and she got really upset whenever her parents argued (like all children). Mike and Jen worked together to calm and reassure their daughter. After Anna was back asleep, the couple went into their own corners, both of them still upset but keeping their anger and emotions in check for the sake of their daughter.

“I’ve thought about last night,” Mike said. He’d thought about little else all day. “Of course I want to have another baby with you. I want that more than anything else. And I get what you said about not topping from the bottom. But having a baby is real life. It’s not the game. I just think you should’ve talked to me about it.”  

“You’re right,” Jen said immediately. She’d thought about it all day, too. “It’s just, we’d been talking about playing the game again. And then I talked to Scott, and then Booker happened.” (Last night, Jen had also told Mike about her hookup with the black bartender.) 

“And then Jamal showing up. And in between I thought about how my birthday was coming up, and how we’ve talked about wanting another one, and how I’m not getting any younger. It all kinda just happened. I know that’s not an excuse, and it doesn’t make it right. I’m really sorry baby. I promise you I didn’t plan this ahead of time. It all kinda just happened.”

Mike nodded slowly. He decided to accept her apology. The 3-month deadline was actually reassuring. It meant they could play hard, but there was a light at the end of the tunnel. And since it was only 3 months, he could already see that light.

“Can I ask you something?” Mike said. He kept his voice gentle, as he didn’t want Jen to get defensive like last night and lead to another argument. “Why didn’t you tell me this when you got home? Why’d you wait until last night?”

Jen looked sheepish. “I guess I wanted you to agree to Jamal’s rules without knowing it would only last 3 months,” she explained. “It makes it more real that way. And it makes it more hot that way. For me anyways.”

Mike nodded slowly again, processing her words, especially “it makes it more real that way.” Mike knew what that meant. Him being submissive to her. And to Jamal. Mike knew this really turned his wife on. For him to be submissive to another man.

“Do you think, if our game was more hot wife instead of cuckold, you’d be as excited by it?” he asked. “You know what I mean? Like, if I shared you with other men, but I wasn’t into cuckolding, I wasn’t a bottom – would you still get excited by it?”

Jen thought about it. After a moment, she said “It’s more like, I love you, and that’s how you are, it’s what you are, you’re a bottom. So it’s gotten sexualized in my head. But I’m definitely not into swapping, if that’s what you’re asking. I would not be into sharing you with other girls.”

“I’m not asking for that,” Mike assured her.

“It seemed that way, last night, when I told you about Joey and Allie,” Jen said, her back stiffening. Her eyes narrowing, she said, “You were furious about it. It was like, you wished it was you instead of Joey. I mean, I know you’ve always had a crush on Allie, I get that, but I never thought you really wanted to sleep with her. You always say I’m the only girl you want.”

“You ARE the only girl I want.”

“Okay, then, well ... why’d you get so mad last night?” Jen asked.

“It’s just ...,” Mike began, then his words trailed off. He tried to articulate what he was feeling. “It’s like Allie’s your sister. I mean, I know you have a sister, but I’m not close to her. I am close to Allie. Sort of. We’ve kind of developed that kind of relationship. And it really bothers me that she hooked up with Joe. Especially since you put them together.”

“But ... what if they got together?” Jen said. “I mean, really got together? Romantically? Would that bother you?”

“Do you think that’s what this is about?” Mike said back. “Romance?”

“I don’t know ... I guess it’s possible. Joey’s sweet. I can see how Allie would be attracted to him.  And it’s kinda kinky.  A cougar with a cub.  That might get both Allie and Joey hot.”

Mike stared at his wife for long moments, trying to decipher her words, and her tones. She didn’t sound enthusiastic about the prospect of his young college friend in a romantic relationship with her best friend. Did he detect ... regret, and maybe even jealousy ... in her voice?

“Well then ...,” he finally said. “I guess we’ll have to see how it goes.”

“Yeah,” Jen said back.

“But I don’t want to be with Allie,” Mike insisted. “Do you believe me?”

“I do,” Jen said. “I understand better now. Thank you for explaining things. I get it now.”

Mike and Jen looked at each other for a long moment. Then he nodded at her. And she nodded back.  

“Take off your pants Mike,” she said, breaking the silence. Mike hurriedly pulled down his slacks and boxers. Jen’s feet were fully coated with lubricant. She pressed both soles against his hard shaft and stroked him up and down.

“Does this feel good?” she asked him.

“Yesssss,” Mike groaned. His eyes were on her pretty, petite feet stroking him. “Can I ask you something?” he said.

“Of course baby.”

“You said you told Jamal about the 3-month plan,” Mike said. “So what’s rule 10 about?”

The couple had both memorized Jamal’s rules. The last one – rule 10 – was “If Jamal gets Jen pregnant, she won’t get an abortion. Mike is allowed to be named as father on the birth certificate. Jamal, Jen and Mike will discuss the details like adults after Jen is pregnant, but it is assumed that Jamal will have a relationship with both Jen and the baby.”

“I don’t know,” Jen said. “I asked him that too. I guess he wrote the rules before I told him about the 3-month plan.”

“And he was okay with that?” Mike asked.

“The 3-month plan?” Jen said. Nodding, she said “Yeah. I mean, he didn’t really say anything about it.”

Mike slowly nodded, processing her words. But in truth, he wasn’t able to concentrate, not with Jen’s pretty feet stroking him. Within moments, he came.
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LATER AS THEY SNUGGLED, on their sides and looking at each other, Jen asked “How about playing hooky tomorrow?” 

“Take off? Why?”

“Well, we can go see the new Disney movie. Anna’s dying to see it,” Jen said. “And after, we can go shopping, and go to the French bistro for dinner,” Jen said.

“Shopping?”

“You know, Jamal’s 9th rule,” Jen said. (“Mike shall keep his body shaved. He shall go on a diet and lose 10 pounds. He shall not do heavy weight training. He shall wear the briefs that Jamal gives him.”)  

“Jamal said I had to wear the underwear he gave me,” Mike said.

“I know,” Jen said. “But I think I know what he’s thinking. Wouldn’t it be better if we did it together? If we shopped for them? Then it wouldn’t be Jamal so much. But us.”

Mike stared at his wife, processing her words. Then, after a few moments, he nodded.
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CHAPTER 7
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The next morning, Jen was already awake and having breakfast with Anna when Mike woke up.  

“Daddy!” Anna squealed when she saw her father. As she often did, she leaped into his arms.

“Hey sleepy head,” Jen said, smiling into her husband’s eyes.  

“You let me sleep in,” Mike said gratefully.

“You looked like you needed the extra sleep,” Jen said.

“Yeah,” Mike agreed. “I guess I’ve been stressed lately.” He looked guardedly from Anna to his wife. He obviously couldn’t openly talk about the game with Anna right there. But it had been a stressful, emotional week for him, with what happened in Vegas and Jamal’s rules. Mike found it all exciting, but in addition to being constantly turned on, he was also feeling anxious, jealous and insecure, even more so than normal.

Reading his thoughts, and also being careful with her words, Jen said, “I don’t want you to be stressed baby. This is our game. We’re doing it together. This is about us, you and me.”

“What game?” Anna asked.

Jen grinned at their daughter and said “I’m talking about today. We’re going to see the new Disney movie. And then we’re going shopping for daddy. Then we’re having dinner at the French bistro.”

“Yay! I can’t wait!” Anna squealed delightedly.  “Will Ferdinand be there?”

Mike and Jen grinned at each other.  Anna had a little crush on the French waiter.  

“I hope so,” Jen said with a smile at their daughter.

After seeing the Disney movie, Jen led Mike and Anna into Macy’s at Herald Square. They were there to buy Mike some underwear, to comply with Jamal’s rule #9 (“Mike shall wear the briefs that Jamal gives him.”)  

In the men’s department, Jen whispered to Mike “These are the ones Jamal showed me.”  

Mike looked at the underwear. They were Ralph Lauren Polo briefs. The briefs were low cut at the waist, and sharply cut at the legs.  

“I wear boxers,” Mike objected.

“I think your days of wearing boxers are over,” Jen whispered back.

Mike stared at his wife. Anna was a few steps away so they had a few moments to talk.

“Jamal and his friends call these white boy panties,” Jen whispered. Mike’s eyes went wide.

“So he wants me to wear panties?” he asked.

“I think so,” Jen whispered with a nod of her head. “This is just the start,” she said, motioning to the Polo briefs.  

Mike looked at the briefs. They were low rise and skimpy, but at least they were still men’s underwear.  

“What do you think?” Jen asked him.

“What do you think?” Mike asked back.

“I think you should go for it,” Jen whispered.

“What do you mean? Wear these Polo briefs?”

“That’s not what I mean,” Jen said with a shake of her head.

Mike looked at Anna a few steps away, as he tried to decipher his wife’s meaning. Then he got it.

“You want me to wear panties?” he asked incredulously. “Real girl panties?”

“Mike, you would look so hot,” Jen said excitedly. “And this way, you’d own it. It wouldn’t be Jamal controlling you. You’d be doing it for yourself, and me, not Jamal.”

Mike saw her face was flushed and her eyes heavy lidded. She had her cum face on! She was turned on by this!

“Come on Mike,” Jen urged her husband. “Just give into it.” She moved closer and surreptitiously touched his crotch. Mike was erect. “At some level it turns you on. To be a sissy boy.”

“Do you really think I’m a sissy?” Mike asked, his voice cracking.  

Jen smiled but didn’t answer. Instead she said “You watch Anna and I’ll pick some out for you. Okay?”

Mike stared at his wife for a long moment. Then he nodded his head. Grinning, Jen excitedly walked to the women’s lingerie department.
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THEY WERE HOME FROM shopping. Anna was taking a short nap to recharge before going to dinner.

Mike was in the bedroom, looking at what Jen had picked out for him. There were at least two dozen women’s panties arranged on the bed. There were a variety of styles: French cut, boy shorts, thongs, even a few g-strings. Most were thongs. All were made of lace, or trimmed with lace. Most were black, but some were white, blue, red and pink.

Jen had bought more than just panties for Mike, though. She bought him new jeans – woman’s jeans! Skinny jeans! They were cut low at the waist and made of stretchy material like tights.

And Jen had bought Mike new shirts. They were men’s shirts, but were slim fit, tailored shirts. The shirts tapered towards the waist, so they were snug on Mike’s body.

“Are you serious?” Mike asked incredulously.

“Just try one on,” Jen urged him.

“Jen,” Mike said warily.

“Please? Just try one on,” she said again.

Mike hesitated, then reluctantly took off his khakis, boxers and socks. Jen helped him by taking off his shirt. That left him naked. Despite everything, Mike was hard. He was embarrassed by his erection. And he didn’t understand it. The prospect of wearing panties and girl’s jeans was turning him on? He was relieved that Jen didn’t throw it into his face or have an “I told you so” attitude.  

Instead, Jen wrapped her hand around his hard shaft. “Let’s take care of this first,” she said, positioning him so he was sitting on the edge of the bed.  She pulled a chair over, across from Mike.  Then she kicked off her flats and stepped into stiletto high heels.

“I thought you’re not allowed to wear high heels with me,” Mike said bitterly.

“What Jamal doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” Jen said as she sat in the chair.  She handed Mike a bottle of baby oil.  “Pour this on your dick.”

Mike did as Jen said.  Then she moved her feet to his oiled dick.  She pressed the sides of the high heels against this shaft and pumped up and down.

“Oh god ...,” Mike moaned.  Feeling the smooth, stiff leather of the high heels felt exquisite!

Mike wasn’t going to last long.  Jen could tell he was about to cum.  But this was not how she wanted her husband to cum.

Jen pulled her feet back.  Mike groaned at the loss of the high heels against his cock.  Was she going to ruin his orgasm again?

Jen sat up straight in the chair.  “Circle jerk yourself,” she ordered.  

Mike hesitated.  He knew what “circle jerk” meant, but his wife had never used that expression with him.

Jen impatiently said, “Circle your little dick with your thumb and forefinger, and jerk yourself.

When Mike began to circle jerk himself, Jen reached up to his face with her left hand. She opened her palm to him and said “Spit into my hand.”

Mike didn’t understand. When he didn’t do anything, she repeated “Spit into my hand Mike.”

Still not understanding, Mike leaned over. He gathered saliva in his mouth, then spit into her hand.  

Jen used the saliva to coat her fingers. Then, while Mike continued to circle jerk himself, she pushed the index finger of her left hand into her husband’s puckered asshole.

Mike rolled his head back at the sudden penetration. It felt so good! A part of him realized that Jen was treating him like a girl. The way a man would order a girl to spit into his hand, and then use that saliva as lubricate to penetrate and finger her pussy.

As if reading his thoughts, Jen teased “Do you like being fucked in the ass baby? Do you?”

Rather than respond, Mike asked “Who fucked you better in Vegas? Jamal? Or Booker?”

“Jamal,” Jen said without hesitation.

“Why?”

“Jamal’s black. Real black. A real nigga,” Jen said. “Booker’s black but not really. He’s more white boy than black.”

Mike stared at this wife, noting how she’d begun referring to white men as “white boys,” just like Jamal. And the fact she said “nigga” shocked him. He’d heard her say it before when it came to Jamal, but still it shocked him to hear his liberal, politically correct wife say the N word.

“Did Allie like being with Joe?” Mike asked.

“She said she did,” Jen said as she continued to finger fuck her husband’s ass. “I told her she would.” Mike’s cock jerked at his wife’s reminder of her carnal knowledge of their young college friend. Jen noticed and it made her smile. 

“Do you still see Joe as a boy?” Mike asked.

“He fucks like a man,” Jen told him. Again Mike’s cock jerked, and he groaned lustfully.

“Jamal and Joey traded,” Jen said.  She had talked to Allie more about that night, so knew what happened.  

“Allie tit fucked Jamal.  She wouldn’t let him inside her, because she knows he won’t wear a condom or pull out, and she didn’t want to risk getting pregnant by a black man.”

Mike was shocked by the men trading girls, but intrigued by what Allie did with Jamal.

“But you let Jamal fuck you bareback.  And cum inside you.”

“Yes.”

“You’re okay with the risk of a black man getting you pregnant?”

“It gets me hot,” Jen said.  Looking knowingly at her husband, she added “And I know it gets you hot too.  It would prove – even more than my queen of spades tat – that a black man’s cucked you.”

Jen grinned when Mike moaned.

“I think Joey fucked me while I was passed out.”

Mike’s eyes got big.  “That’s rape,” he said.

“Yeah baby.  You know that’s one of my fantasies,” Jen said with lust covering her beautiful face.  “Joey’s a real man.  He takes what he wants.  And you’re a sissy boy.  Joey would never let me put him in panties.  You’re my sissy cuckold husband. Who likes getting his ass fucked.”

Mike lurched and came.

Afterwards, after Mike had come down from his orgasm (and at Jen’s urging), he put on panties. It was a thong. Black. Lacy.

Mike was surprised by how it felt. It felt like nothing. It was so delicate. It felt like he was wearing nothing. It felt like he was naked. And the way it hung low on his hips. Like at any moment it could fall down his legs. The thong made him feel both naked and vulnerable.

“Doesn’t it feel sexy?” Jen asked. “The way the string goes up between your ass. Doesn’t it feel sexy?”

Mike nodded. He couldn’t deny it. It did feel sexy.

Jen looked him up and down. She admired his lean, slim body. “You look really good baby,” she gushed. “If you lose weight, and tone up a little more, the way Jamal said, you’d look even hotter.” Then she put the palm of her hand over the black lacy, cupping Mike’s penis. “And your little thing looks so freaking cute in this.”

Mike’s cheeks flushed. His dick wasn’t a cock to her. It was a “little thing.” Worse, it was a “cute little thing.”

“Do this,” Jen said, reaching into the front of the panties.  She pushed Mike’s soft dick between his legs.  When she was done, no mound at all was showing.  From the neck down, with his skinny, hairless body, he looked like a girl.  A slim, flat chested girl, like a teenager before her body matured and gained curves and breasts.

“You look so sexy, baby,” Jen said as she looked her husband up and down.

They heard Anna stirring. “I’ll get her,” Jen said. “Put on one of your new jeans. Then we’ll go to dinner.”

“Jen ... people know me there,” Mike said, worried that people they knew would see him wearing women’s jeans.

“They’re Banana Republic, Mike,” Jen pointed out. “They make men’s and women’s. No one will know which side they came from.”
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Callie (their live-in nanny) met them for dinner at the French Bistro. Ferdinand was working to Anna’s delight. He made a point to be their waiter, as he always did.

Ferdinand was a little older than Callie, but still in his 20s. He was from France, and was charming and handsome. He was tall, and while slim, had broad shoulders. He was the proverbial tall, dark and handsome Parisian, with an olive Mediterranean complexion.

Anna really liked him, and Callie had a big crush on him (that’s the reason why she made a point to join them for dinner). Ferdinand knew he was good looking and, while young, he knew his way around women. He always playfully flirted with Anna, to the little girl’s delight. It was all harmless, like flirting with a younger cousin. He flirted more seriously with Callie. He seemed to like her fresh coed looks. It made Mike wonder if they had a thing going on.  

But, as always, most of Ferdinand’s focus was on Jen. It was always that way, whenever and wherever they went, with every man. Jen was such a rare beauty, so sexy and lovely, so bubbly and engaging, she always got the most attention from men. Often times, Jen would flirt back in a playful way with Ferdinand. But not tonight, since Callie was there. Jen didn’t want to make Callie jealous, or interfere with what could be a budding romance.

Mike had seen this scene play out many times while dining at the French bistro. The young French waiter charming his daughter and flirting with his wife and young coed nanny. It never bothered him before, in fact he always felt above it all. In fact, he felt superior. He was the alpha dog here, not Ferdinand. It was his wife, his daughter, his nanny. Ferdinand was waiting on him, not the other way around. It was Mike who pulled out his credit card. Ferdinand relied on Mike’s generosity for a tip. It was Mike who was The Man here.

But tonight felt different. Because he was wearing panties. It made him feel like less of a man. The panties diminished his masculinity. They made him feel ... feminine. How could he not feel feminine with his penis encased in delicate, silky lace?  And everything was made worse by the women’s skinny jeans he also wore.  

And feeling that way, it was hard for Mike to feel superior to Ferdinand. The handsome French waiter was powerful, masculine, a force of testosterone ... while Mike wore panties. And girl jeans. How could Mike not feel intimidated by this charismatic man who clearly delighted the ladies?

Mike flushed at these thoughts. The panties were Jamal’s idea. His rule #9. The black man was robbing him of his masculinity. Was that his plan? Of course it was his plan. Jamal wanted to emasculate him in front of Jen.

Jen noticed his discomfort. She whispered, “Are you okay?”

Mike forced a nod.

“You just have to get used to the feel,” she whispered encouragingly. She was referring to how the thong was floss between his cheeks, and the girl jeans were tight around his ass and legs.

She moved closer and whispered in his ear, “Your ass looks really hot in those skinny jeans. And it’s good you’re wearing a thong. The material of the jeans is so light and stretching, your panty lines would show.  If you weren’t wearing a thong.  That’s good, right?  It’s faux pas to have panty lines.”

Mike stared at his wife. It was the kind of thing a girl would say to another girl. Not a wife to her husband.

Jen grinned and said, “I’m just teasing.”

Mike forced a smile. But the damage was already done – to his ego. To his manhood.

Still, Mike couldn’t deny it. He was hard as a rock. And his head was spinning with cuckold lust. Jamal was stealing his manhood! He was conditioning Jen to view him as less than a man. Mike loved it! Yet hated himself for being so turned on!

Mike reached down to his crotch.  He couldn’t feel his erection, not with his dick stuffed between his legs.  It made him feel even more like a girl.

When they placed their orders, Mike was surprised when Jen ordered a full portion of lasagna and extra garlic bread. Typically she ordered – at most – a half portion, and rarely ate bread (and certainly not bread dripping with butter). He was surprised again when she not only cleaned her plate, but also ate a fattening dessert.

“You’re hungry tonight,” Mike said. They were alone at the table because Callie had taken Anna to the bathroom.

“Jamal wants me to gain weight,” Jen told him.

“What? Why?”

“He says I’m too skinny,” Jen said with a shrug. “I guess he likes his girls a little fleshy. I mean, he is a black man. You know what they like. Look at Kim Kardashian.”

Mike thought about Kim Kardashian, with her big boobs and bubble butt. He didn’t like that look. He much preferred his wife’s leggy, petite dancer’s body with her tight ass, tiny waist and little high school breasts. To him, her body was already perfect. He didn’t want her to change anything.

“That’s not what I like!” he hissed. He was speaking in a low voice, but still, the sudden anger in his voice made a few people look their way.

“Calm down Mike,” Jen whispered soothingly. “It’s just a few pounds.”

“He’s trying to make you look different for him!” Mike angrily said.

Jen looked nervously around the room. “Mike, please, not here,” she urgently whispered. “You know how many girls want Jamal. They’d do anything to get him. If he wants me to gain a few pounds, then is it really that bad?”

“But I’m your husband ...,” Mike said, his voice choking off with emotion. He wanted to shout “You should care about how I want you to look, not Jamal or any other man! I’m the only man who matters!”  

But how could he say that? He’d already given her away. He’d lost that right. Another man owned her. If not entirely, then at least sexually.
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THE NEXT DAY, MIKE was in his office. Under his suit, he was wearing panties.

Panties.

Another lacy thong. This one was red. A red, lacy thong.  Jen had picked it out for him. 

Mike couldn’t believe, didn’t understand, how things had evolved to this. He was wearing panties! Once again, he felt his masculinity being stripped away.

Already he felt less sure of himself. Less confident. It was just like last night with Ferdinand.

Today it had been Darryl. That morning, there had been a partner meeting, and the strategic direction of Sapphire was discussed. Sapphire was his, he invented it, he knew the most about it. Sapphire was his! But instead of aggressively arguing for his agenda, he’d let others take the lead, and ultimately the partners decided to go with Darryl’s approach, not his.  

Why had he been so passive? Why had he let Darryl take control of the meeting? Was it because he was wearing a thong under his slacks? Was it because Darryl was black? Was it because he could imagine Jen being attracted to his black colleague?
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CHAPTER 9
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SATURDAY ...
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CALLIE TOOK ANNA TO spend the night at one of her friend’s apartment. Anna was so excited to have a “big girl” sleep over. Pizza and Netflix, and big girl talk! Anna had been so excited she barely said goodbye to her parents as she left with Callie (who had become like her big sister).

That gave Mike and Jen privacy at the loft apartment. Just as Jamal had ordered.

Things didn’t start out as Mike expected. He thought Jamal would draw things out, spend a lot of time talking about the rules. But instead, a few minutes after he arrived, Jamal asked Mike, “Do you agree?”

Mike told him he did. Jamal gave him a single nod, as if to seal the deal. Then he took Jen into his arms and kissed her.

Very quickly, they were passionately kissing and fondling. It was clear they were hungry for each other. Mike understood, then, why Jamal spent almost no time with the rules. He wanted Jen. And Jen wanted him. It was clear the 2 had a lust for each other.  

Mike realized that Jen had been suppressing that lust during the time away from Jamal. Now though, after last weekend in Vegas, all thought of suppressing her desires for Jamal were gone.  

Both Jen and Jamal were soon naked, and making out on the sofa. There was an urgency to their kissing and fondling. They were frantic for each other!

Jamal got on top of Jen, holding his cock in his hand, guiding it to her pussy. Jen was up on her elbows, looking down at his manhood. She was breathing hard and her cheeks were flushed, and her pouty lips were slightly parted with excited anticipated. She looked up into Jamal’s face and said “I want you inside me.”

Jen reached between their bodies. She used both hands to hold his cock (she needed both hands), and she guided him to her lips. She rubbed his cockhead up and down between her pussy lips. As she did, Jamal reached up and cupped both of her breasts. Her little, perky, high school breasts easily fit into his big black hands. He squeezed her tits and thumbed her nipples, making Jen moaned and breathe even harder.  

Jamal leaned down and pressed his lips to Jen’s, kissing her. She brought her arms up and wrapped them around his neck, kissing him back. Now their kissing was less frantic, and more loving. They were kissing like that, open mouth, their tongues dancing together, when Jamal penetrated her married white pussy with his big black cock.

Jen grunted into Jamal’s mouth as he penetrated her body. She pressed her hand on his chest, keeping him for pushing in too fast. Her pussy had tightened up since being with him, and she needed more than just last weekend in Vegas to get used to his size again.

Jamal took his time. He was all about giving pleasure to women. That’s why they always came back to him. Why he was in such demand.  

There was a time to be rough. And Jamal knew Jen liked it rough. Like the way he gave it to her last week in Vegas, before she left for the airport.  

But not now. They had all night together. So Jamal didn’t force his way into Jen. He took his time. He slowly eased his cock into her.

As he did, he kissed and fondled her. All girls liked that, and he knew Jen loved kissing even more than most. Jamal took his time, kissing and touching her, as he slowly worked his cock into her pussy.

Jamal always gave more than he took. He always looked to the girl’s needs first, before his own. That’s why all the girls wanted him. All the white wives who weren’t getting what they needed from their sissy white boy husbands. That’s why Jamal was The Bull among bulls.

Jamal knew he would get his. And, in fact, he had already gotten it, with Mike agreeing to his rules. For other bulls, what they wanted was to fuck other men’s women. For Jamal though, that was just the beginning. He wanted to get inside the head of the wife. Into Jen’s head. Not just prove to her that he could fuck better than Mike. Jen already knew that, from fucking Scott, and Joe, and whoever else she banged.  

Jamal wanted to show Jen that Mike wasn’t even a man. That his dick wasn’t a cock. It was a sissy white boy pussy. Not worthy of being inside her. When a wife sees her husband’s dick as a pussy, what was left of their marriage? They would no longer be husband and wife. They would instead be platonic, sexless roommates.  

At that point, Jen would see black men as superior in every way. She would be truly blacked.

Jamal was halfway in Jen when he broke their kiss. Lifting up slightly (but with their faces still almost touching), he whispered “Are you okay?”

“Yes,” Jen whispered back. Her beautiful face was contorted as she struggled to take Jamal’s size. “It feels so good,” she moaned. “I love how you stretch me.”

Jamal grinned. “You know I’m only halfway in,” he told her.

Jen moaned. “I want all of it baby,” she gushed. “All of it. Give it to me. Just go slow, so I can get used to you again.”

“I will, I’m going slowly,” Jamal whispered into her ear as he kissed up her neck. “So, Mike’s wearing panties?” They’d texted that week, with Jen giving Jamal updates of her conversations with her husband.

Jen nodded. “A red thong,” she said with a grin. “I knew that’s where you were going. Right?”

Jamal grinned and nodded. “Yes. That’s my good baby girl.” Jen smiled at her lover’s praise.  She liked how he called her baby girl.

“He kinda agreed faster than I thought he would,” Jen said. “He looks hot though.”

“His sissy white boy dick looks good in panties?” Jamal asked with a grin.

“Yeah,” Jen said with a giggle.

“You know it’s just a boy pussy, right?” Jamal said. “Not worth fucking.”

“Don’t worry J, his dick isn’t getting close to my pussy,” Jen said.

Jen’s words made Jamal moaned. She heard it, and said “You like when I say that?”

“Oh yeah J,” Jamal said lustfully. “That nasty talk really gets me going!”

“It gets me hot too!” Jen said excitedly, her beautiful blue eyes sparkling.  “I told Mike to press his little dick between his legs.  It makes him look even more like a girl.”

Jamal and Jen grinned at each other, both of them getting off on feminizing Mike and making him a sissy white boy.

Sitting off to the side, Mike watched. Seeing them together was an immense mix of sights and emotions, like a kaleidoscope of thrills and heartache.  

Jamal was a big man, tall and ripped. Jen, in comparison, was tiny, and practically disappeared with Jamal on top of her.

The difference of their skin color was striking. Jamal was jet black, and Jen lily white. The taboo lust of their interracial sex and relationship made Mike’s heart beat wildly.

Jamal’s cock was huge. About 12 inches in length – a foot! – and a soda can in girth. His cock was porn star quality. Mike had never seen a bigger one.

Jamal’s cock was inside Jen. Inside his wife. Mike never tired of seeing that. Another man inside – fucking – his wife. It thrilled and pleasured him more than anything else. Yet it pained him too. And, because of the way Mike was wired, since he was a cuckold, that pain added to his pleasure. The angst was gasoline for the cuckold fires burning inside him.

What caused even more pain was their intimacy. Watching Jamal kiss his wife hurt even more than watching him fuck her. It was a funny thing, but true. And also watching them whisper to each other, like they were doing now – that hurt too. He couldn’t hear what they were saying. Were they saying how good it felt? How much they missed each other? Those sweet nothings broke Mike’s heart. And also made his cock hard as steel.

Mike watched as Jamal raised Jen’s long beautiful legs to his shoulders. She had dressed up for her black lover. Brushing her long blonde hair to a silky luster. Wearing her makeup heavier, and darker (as Jamal preferred). She wore a sexy dress and matching bra and panty set. The dress, bra and panties were now off her sexy body and on the floor. She was naked now except for thigh high stockings and Christian Louboutin So Kate‎ heels (the other day, Jen had been delighted when she read that Meghan Markle also wore So Kate).  

It was the first time Mike had seen his wife dressed so sexily since last week, before her trip to Vegas. Again, since being a cuckold was his sexual orientation, it turned him on to be denied his wife’s body. Now, seeing her under Jamal, her sexy stockinged legs over his shoulders, as he moved his big black cock in and out of her pussy, it thrilled him, it inflamed him.

Mike couldn’t resist any more with the scene playing out in front of him, he needed to touch himself. He unbuttoned and unzipped the pants he was wearing, but he quickly discovered that the girl’s skinny jeans he was wearing were too tight to reach the panties – the panties! – he was wearing.  

He pushed the girl jeans down to his knees. They were made of a stretchy material, so it was almost like rolling them down his legs. Then he pushed his hand into the red thong he was wearing. Many times, Mike had search for internet porn “hand down jeans” and “hand down panties.” Never had he imagined it would be him wearing the panties, and his hand pushing down into his panties.

Mike wrapped his hand around his shaft. It was hard since the panties were tight, much tighter than when he used to wear boxers. It was awkward, but he began stroking himself up and down.

It didn’t take long before Jen came. Jamal was pushing deep into her, and rotating his hips and pressing forward. Mike knew – Jen had told him – that Jamal did this to pleasure both her clit and her g-spot. That double stimulating, and also the sensations of feeling so full – and so stretched – it made her cum.  

Jen cried out as she came. With her hands around his neck, she pulled him close to her face, crying out his name as she came, “Jamal Jamal Jamal Jamal ...,” and her pretty toes curled in the black So Kates as the orgasm ripped through her tight body.

Mike came as Jen came. He circle jerked his cock in sync with how Jamal was pumping her pussy, even though he knew he didn’t have the equipment to give his wife the pleasure that she was getting from her black lover.

As Jen came down from her orgasm, with Jamal still deep inside her and lovingly kissing her pretty face, Mike looked down at his crotch. His cock was softening around his fist. The lace of the red thong darkened as it got wet from his sperm.

Mike didn’t notice as Jen approached. He was still looking at his softening cock in the red thong when he heard Jen softly say “Mike.”

Mike looked up into his wife’s face. He saw she was looking down at his crotch, where his eyes had been just a moment before. Jen saw his hand in the panties, and the stained lace. Flushing with embarrassment, he quickly pulled his hand from the panties. But that didn’t relieve his embarrassment, as he was still wearing a red thong, and he’d cum in the red thong.

Jen didn’t make fun of him though. She said “J and I are going into the bedroom.”

Mike’s eyes were drawn to his wife’s pussy. He hadn’t seen it for over a week. Normally her pussy was a short slit with thin lips on either side, pressed together, a shade darker than the surrounding skin. Now the lips were red and puffy, and gaped slightly open. Mike knew that by the time Jamal was done with her tonight, the lips would be gaping open. He shuddered at the thought.

“Has he cum yet?” Mike asked, his voice hoarse.

“Not yet,” Jen said. After a moment, she added “He said he wants to be in our bed when he cums.  He called it our marital bed.”

Her words made Mike shudder.

“Jen ... you’re sure he’s safe?” Mike whispered. It was Jamal’s rule 2 – he had access to her pussy bare, he could cum inside her if he wanted, she’d never ask him to wear protection. But still, they’d been apart and he no doubt had been with other girls.

Jen nodded and said, “He got tested. I got tested too. We showed each other our results.”

“When? Just now?”

“No, Mike ... this week. We’ve talked, and texted.”

Mike looked up sharply at his wife. It didn’t surprise him they’d been talking and texting. But still, it bothered him. It made him jealous.  

“So are you coming?” Jen asked. “To watch us?”

“Yes,” Mike said. Already his cock was hardening again.

“Jamal wants you to take off your clothes,” Jen told him. “But leave the panties on.”

Mike’s lips parted in surprise.

“Actually he said he wants you always naked when you watch us. But wearing panties.”

“That’s not part of the rules,” Mike objected.

“No, it’s not,” Jen agreed. She moved closer, so now her nyloned leg pressed against his knee. The feel of the silk stocking against his skin made his head swirl with desire. Then she pressed the stiletto heel of her right foot against his ankle. “He’s being bad,” Jen said with a teasing grin. “I can be bad too. If you’re a good boy.”

Jen dug the heel into his ankle until it hurt. The sharp pain added to Mike’s lust. “Bad how?” Mike asked with a hoarse voice.

“You’ll find out,” Jen promised, the grin still on her pretty face. “So you’ll be a good boy and do what Jamal wants?”

“Okay, yes,” Mike said.

Jen smiled, clearly pleased he agreed. She moved away from him. “I should get back to him,” she said. She looked over towards their bedroom. Jamal was waiting for her, standing in the doorway.

For a moment, both Mike and Jen looked at the black man. He stood there, his skin jet black, his arms and legs muscular, his chest ripped, his abs well defined. And between his legs was his hard cock, like a black python, long and thick. He was like a black Adonis.

Mike looked from Jamal to Jen. She’d just cum moments ago. As she looked at her lover though, looked at his magnificent physique, at his cock, at his masculinity, her passion swelled. Mike saw she had a major cum face on. And he felt like nothing in the presence of the black man, with his slim non-muscular frame, his much smaller penis, and wearing the thong with the string up between his ass and the red lace wet from his own masturbation.

Jen had already forgotten Mike was there. Without saying another word to him, she walked over to Jamal. Getting on her tip toes in the So Kates, she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him. Then Jamal picked her up – making her squeal with delight—and carried her into the bedroom, like a groom carrying his new bride across the threshold.
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MIKE HAD BEEN SENT to get Chinese food. Round 1 of the lovers’ fucking was over, with Jen cumming at least one more time, and Jamal shooting his black seed deep inside her white married body. The lovers were hungry now, and Jamal said he wanted some alone time so they could enjoy their after-sex bliss. He’d sent Mike out to get food, and Mike had agreed.

Mike was in the girl jeans again, with fresh panties underneath. He wore one of the tight fitted shirts Jen had bought him. His head was spinning, both from watching their sex, and also the thong between his ass cheeks (it was like a constant wedgie), and the tightness of his jeans and shirt.

When he got back with the bags of Chinese food, Jamal and Jen were on the sofa, watching a movie on Netflix. They were naked, except Jamal was in boxers, and Jen was wearing his shirt. His arm was around her, and she was snuggled into him. Her hand was on his chest, her fingertips following the ridges of his pecs, slowly caressing him. Jamal was playing with her blonde hair. They looked like more than lovers. They looked like a couple in love, their hands absentmindedly on each other as they watched a movie.

Mike moved into the kitchen. He put the bags on the table and then gripped the edge of the sink. He was so jealous, his heart was breaking, yet he was so incredibly turned on. He didn’t know if he could make it through the night. Yet, he didn’t want the night to end. Such was the life of a cuckold husband.

Jen walked into the kitchen a few moments later. “You got the hot mustard, right? And the duck sauce?” she asked. “Jamal likes it with the egg rolls.”

“Yes I got the fucking hot mustard and duck sauce,” Mike angrily hissed.

Jen frowned at her husband. She asked, “What’s wrong with you?”

“It’s just ...,” Mike sputtered. “You know I hate it when you wear another guy’s shirt. I hate it. It drives me crazy. It really hurts me.”

Jen didn’t answer at once, like she was counting to 10 to give Mike time to calm down. “I was cold,” she said with a reasonable voice. “His shirt was right there. I couldn’t exactly wear your shirt.”

“Why not?” Mike demanded.

“Because your shirt is almost my size,” she said.

Mike’s eyes got wide. “You picked out my new shirts!” he said.

“I know Mike,” she said soothingly, rubbing his arm. “And you look awesome in it. I’m just saying, when you’re lounging around, you want something comfortable. You get that, right? Jamal’s shirt is big. It’s comfy. Yours is small. It’s not like I was picking him over you. If it bothers you, I’ll take it off.”

Mike forced himself to calm down. “No, don’t,” he said. “I don’t want you to be cold.”

Jen smiled at her husband, and rubbed his arm again. Then she made a plate for herself, and for Jamal. She didn’t offer to make Mike’s plate. Mike noticed she piled about twice the normal amount of food on her plate that she usually ate.

Jamal seemed pleased when he saw the large portions on Jen’s plate. Jen ate it all, even though Mike could tell that halfway she wasn’t hungry anymore (just like the other day at the French bistro).

“What do you think Mike?” Jamal said, looking approvingly at Jen as she finished the last of the Chinese food on her plate. “Pretty soon, Jen’ll have a sexy bubble butt.”

Mike frowned. His wife was petite. She was a size 2, and in some clothes a size 0. She was barely over 100 pounds. Even a few pounds would really show on her.

Jamal seemed to read Mike’s thoughts. “Don’t you worry Mike, I’d never let Jen get fat,” he said. He reached over to his bag and pulled out a bottle. It looked like vitamins you’d get from the drug store. The bottle said “Bubble Butt Enhancement.”  

Jamal handed the bottle to Jen. Mike moved closer so they could both read. The bottle said: “Power packed pill that will help you get that perfectly rounded butt. Made of natural ingredients. Perfect for high caloric diets. This supplement redistributes those calories around your hips to give you the right contour and shape. Ladies, here’s your chance! Get a sexy bubble butt just like Kim Kardashian!”

Mike glared at Jamal after reading the bottle. “We’re thinking about having a baby in 3 months!” he hissed. “She’s not putting those pills in her body!”

“Calm down Mike,” Jamal said in a hard, firm voice. “You need to stay in your lane. You think I’d put Jen at risk? Read the bottle, it says natural ingredients. And it’ll be safer for her when she’s pregnant. She’s too thin now. Just ask a doctor.”

Mike was about to respond but Jen stopped him with a soft hand to his chest. “I’ll go see my doctor about it, okay?” she said diplomatically. “I won’t take it unless she says it’s safe.”

Soon after, it was round 2 for the lovers. Again Jamal fucked her in their bedroom. In their marital bed. Mike was sure the black man was sending him a message.

It was exciting – beyond exciting – but there was only so much Mike’s libido (and his heart) could take before he needed a break. The plan was for Jamal to sleep over. Jen was going to sleep with him, and Mike would sleep in the guest room. As Jamal continued to pound his wife, Mike went to the guest room to soothe his nerves.  

It was little respite though, because he could hear their fucking. It was clear Jen loved fucking Jamal. She loved it. Mike had seen his wife with many men, but he had never seen her have such a sexual connection with any man. Not Cam, not Blake, not even Scott.  

It worried him. The only thing that calmed him was the fact that this would only last 3 months. Then it would just be the 2 of them again. Maybe – probably – they would play the game again, maybe she might go back to Jamal, but at least he’d have some alone time with her, they’d have intercourse again, it would be just the 2 of them, and when they went back to playing the game, it would be with his baby in her stomach.

After a while, Jen came into the guest room. She closed the door behind her. She was naked except for the So Kate heels. “Do you want me to take the heels off, or leave them on?” she asked.

“Leave them on,” Mike said immediately. Jen smiled slightly and got onto the bed with her husband. He was naked except for panties. They were a lacy black thong.

His dick was hard in the lace. Jen put her hand over his erection. “Have you cum again?” she asked.

Mike shook his head no. “I’ve been kind of edging myself,” he said. “When I cum, you know, sometimes it hits me.”

“But I’m here with you,” Jen said.

“You are now,” Mike said. “But when you’re with him, you’re with him.”

Jen nodded. Mike was afraid she was feeling guilty, so he quickly added “It’s okay. I want this. I want you to be with him. I want you to be his girlfriend.”

Jen smiled at him. She said, “Well, I’m here now.” Then she kissed him. She ran her hands up and down his body. “You can’t touch me,” she said, referring to rule 6. “But I can touch you.”  

Mike moaned into Jen’s mouth as they kissed and she fondled him. He tried to move to be on top of her. He wanted to press his body against her naked body, press his cock (even in the panties) against her naked pussy. Jen knew what he was doing. She shifted on the bed so they remained side-by-side. She said “My body belongs to Jamal, Mike. My pussy belongs to him.”

Mike groaned at her words. They destroyed him, yet thrilled him too.

Jen moved her leg on top of Mike’s. She dug the stiletto of her high heel into his calf, as she’d done earlier. “You like this baby?” she asked. “I told you I’d be good to you.”

“Yes!” Mike hissed lustfully. He loved the feel of the soft leather sliding over his skin, and the sharp pain of the stiletto digging into his calf. He loved it! Still, this is what she talked about earlier? This is what he got?

Jen ran a hand down Mike’s chest.  She pushed the panties down, freeing his hard dick.  Then she reached for something behind her.  Mike saw it was a rubber cylinder with a hole at one of the ends.  It was a fleshlight!

Jen poured baby oil on her husband’s hard dick.  Then she pressed the hole against his cockhead.  Mike’s cock slowly slid into the fleshlight.

“I’ll get you off this way,” Jen told him as she began pumping the fleshlight up and down.  

Mike stared at his wife. This was his reward from earlier? Using a fleshlight on him?

“Doesn’t this violate the ‘no handjob’ rule?” he asked bitterly.

Jen didn’t hear, or ignored, the bitterness in his voice.  She said, “Jamal told me this was okay.  Because my hand’s not touching you.  He actually gave me this to use with you.”

Mike’s head practically exploded.  Jamal gave the fleshlight to Jen?  To use on him?

Jen read Mike’s thoughts.  She said, “I know you hate this.  But it feels good, right?  It’s like my pussy.”  Then with a grin, she teased, “But probably my pussy’s not as tight as this.  Not anymore anyways.”

Mike moaned.  He decided to just go with it.  What else could he do?

“You said you’ve been texting him?” Mike asked as Jen continued to pump his cock with the fleshlight.

“Yes.”

“A lot?”

“I don’t know what a lot is,” Jen said. With a teasing smile, she said “I guess as much as a girlfriend texts her boyfriend.” Even though she said it as a joke, Mike groaned with cuckold lust. The thought of them as a romantic couple, not just fuck buddies, turned him on beyond belief.

“Are you really going to make your butt bigger for him? Even though I like you as you are?”

“I told you Mike,” Jen told her husband. “If I have to gain a few pounds to keep him, then what’s the harm?”

“The harm is, I like your ass just as it is,” Mike said sourly. “I don’t like the Kim Kardashian look.”

“Mike ...,” Jen said. “It’s not like he’s asking me to dye my hair black.”

“What if he does?” Mike said, panic and anxiety in his voice. “What if he wants you to get bigger tits? Would you do that for him too?”

“I know you’d hate that,” Jen said with a grin. She made it sound like a joke to ease his anxiety. “You love my little – what do you call them? My little high school breasts.”

Mike ignored her attempt at levity. “Would you get bigger tits if he asked you?” he pressed.

Jen continued to stroke Mike’s cock with the fleshlight.  Mike was breathing hard. It felt wonderful, and he was nearing an orgasm. But he still wanted Jen to answer his question. 

“Would you get bigger breasts for Jamal?” he asked again. “Why won’t you answer me?”

Jen hesitated, like she was collecting her thoughts. Then she said “I’m playing the game hard. Just like you want. But that means I don’t always know about things. Ahead of time I mean. I don’t know. I mean, it’s like, if I’m dating a guy and I really like him, and my mom said ‘would you do X if he asks you,’ and maybe X is something I wouldn’t normally do. But if I like the guy enough, if I’m really crushing on him, maybe I would do it for him. Do you see?”

“So you’re saying, you would get bigger tits if Jamal asked you?”

“No Mike, I’m not saying that,” Jen said with exasperation. “I’m saying, I don’t know what I’d do.  At this moment, I don’t know what I would do.”

Mike stared at his wife. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t know what to say.

“Are you almost there?” she asked as she pumped the fleshlight up and down. “I have to get back to him.”

Once again, Mike was destroyed by her words.  

After a moment, he said “Tell me something sexy.”

“Like ...?”

“How many times has he cum so far?” Mike asked.

“Twice.”

“Inside you?”

“Yeah.”

“So you’re full of him?”

“Yeah. But ...”

“But what?” Mike asked.

Jen smiled sheepishly and said “I want him again already. I guess I’m in super slutty nympho mode now. I can’t get enough sex. The more I get, the more I want.”

“Do you look at me for that, at all?” Mike asked. “Do you see me that way at all anymore? Sexually?”

“Why do you always ask that?” 

“I just like hearing you say it,” Mike said. “Like, when I ask if he’s bigger than me. I know he is. I just like hearing you say it.”

“I don’t wanna hurt you,” Jen said. “I don’t want to make you cum, and then you get depressed.”

“Please just tell me,” Mike implored. “This is what I get from the game. If I ask a question, you have to tell me. You have to be honest. Do you see me at all sexually anymore?”

Jen hesitated. Then said “No.”

Mike moaned at her words.

“Does it make it worse, because I’m wearing panties?” he asked. “Is it harder to see me as a man?”

“I guess ...,” Jen began. She was being careful with her words. She knew he got this way when he was really horny. When he was in major cuck space. But she didn’t want to hurt him either.  

“I guess I’d say,” she said. “There’s a big difference between you and Jamal. And when I see you in panties, like now, the difference seems even bigger.”

Mike’s eyes got bigger at his wife’s words. Then he came in the fleshlight.

After he came down from his orgasm, Jen pulled the fleshlight from his now soft dick. She was about to go but Mike pulled her to him. “Let me just hold you for a minute,” he said. With his lust temporarily sated, he needed to feel connected to his wife. He needed to fill his Jen Meter.

After about a minute, he let her go. “Okay,” he said. “I know you want to get back to him.”

Jen gave him a smile. She got up and slipped her pretty feet back into the shiny black So Kate heels. At some point they’d fallen off.

She turned to leave, but Mike grabbed her hand. He said earnestly “You’re not a slut. You’re perfect. I love you so much. I adore you.”

Jen smiled at her husband. She leaned down and kissed him. “I love you too baby,” she said. “I know how lucky I am that you’re my husband.”

Then moments later, she was gone, leaving Mike alone in the guest room.
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CHAPTER 10
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“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Mike asked for the umpteenth time.

“We’re just going to a bar,” Jen said as she finished dressing.

“We’re going to Scott’s bar,” Mike reminded her. “People you know – people you work with – might be there.”

“Scott already knows about Jamal,” Jen said.

“I’m talking about everyone else,” Mike said.

Jen finished dressing by stepping into her high heels. Tonight she was wearing Jimmy Choo sling backs. They were black, the same color as her dress. That was common in NYC. Everyone wore black, especially when clubbing.

Jen moved to Mike and put a calming hand on his chest. “It’s okay Mike,” she said reassuringly. “Jamal will be discreet. If people we know are there, they’ll see us together. Me and you, not me with Jamal.”

“But you won’t be with me,” Mike said. “You’ll be with him. I’m just a tag along. A prop so you can go on a date with Jamal at Scott’s bar.”

Jen looked at her husband. Often she couldn’t tell if he said things because it turned him on – because cuckold angst was part of it for him—or because he really was upset. 

“You’re way more than that, Mike,” she said. “You know that.” She smiled at him, and gave him a soft kiss. Unlike with Jamal, she didn’t have to get on her tip toes to kiss him. In the high heels, she was actually a little taller than Mike.

They were about 6 weeks into the 3-month affair. That’s what Mike called it, Jen’s “affair” with Jamal. Jen saw Jamal 2-4 times a week. Usually 4 times, but sometimes 3 or even as little as 2 times, depending on their plans with Anna. But they both tried to see each other as much as they could. Their sex was as hot as ever, and their feelings for each other seemed to be growing. They were both infatuated with each other. Their time apart, before they reconnected in Vegas, only seemed to intensify their desire and feelings for each other.

Jen wasn’t living with Jamal during her days with him. Usually she still slept with Mike in the loft apartment. But sometimes she did sleep with Jamal, especially in those weeks when she only saw him 2 or 3 times.

Their time together wasn’t just sex. It always involved sex, usually more than once. But it also included time together and romance. Dates. Sometimes it was dinner at home and Netflix. Other times it was museums and restaurants and the theater. When Mike asked (and he asked often), Jen said she wasn’t in love with Jamal. But she was definitely in like with him.  

Jen had to be careful being seen in public with Jamal, of course. It would be scandalous to their marriage if people they knew saw her out with any man, especially a black man, given her history and what happened with Scott. Jen was careful at first, insisting that they go to places she knew her friends and co-workers would never go to, going mostly to places in Brooklyn or outside the City on their dates. But then as time went by and disasters didn’t happen, she wasn’t as careful. Not lax, just not as careful. Nowadays they were in Manhattan as much as Brooklyn. In fact, they were probably in Manhattan more, as that’s where they both lived and worked.

This worried Mike, but also excited him. The risk of people they knew seeing Jen out with Jamal, thinking she was having an affair with a black man – that thrilled him.  

Mike felt that way about going to Scott’s bar. The risk worried him, but excited him too. What bothered him was really other things. First, they were going to Scott’s bar. Mike hadn’t seen Scott since he and Jen remarried, over 3 years ago.

Second, Allie and Joe were going to be there. They were going there together, on a date. That’s what tonight was about, a double date, Jen with Jamal, and Allie with Joe, at Scott’s bar. Mike was queasy with the thought of it all. But at the same time, he wanted to be there. He wouldn’t miss it for anything.
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SCOTT’S BAR WAS IN West Village. It was called Slowly Shirley. Mike wondered where the name came from, but he wasn’t going to ask of course. Mike hated Scott. He’d given Scott the most precious gift he had, his wife. He had shared his wife with Scott. And Scott had betrayed his trust by stealing her away from him.

But time had passed. Jen was his again. Mike still hated Scott. Yet, the cuckold inside of him would love it if Jen told him she wanted to fuck Scott again. His hated rival taking what was his, having his way with this wife’s body. It would be Blake times 100. Mike would love it.

It terrified him too. He almost lost Jen to Scott before. Why would he ever take that risk again? But the risk of losing your wife was part of the cuckold fantasy. Because of what happened in the past, Scott was the epitome of that fantasy. Jen always said she had no interest in Scott. That whatever infatuation she had with him in the past was long over. That bubble had burst years ago.  

But Mike had always wondered if she was telling the truth. Jen had had an amazing connection with Scott, both physically and emotionally, rivaling what she had now with Jamal. Had it been so easy for her to abruptly end that connection? To go cold turkey with Scott?

Mike wondered sometimes whether Jen’s relationship Scott had continued, as they were getting back together. They were both fragile then. It would make sense for Jen to seek Scott’s emotional support. And physical pleasure too. Had Jen slipped up once or twice, as part of weening off Scott’s wonderful sexual skills and moving back to Mike’s not so wonderful performance in bed?

A few times, Mike had asked his wife – gently asked her – and every time Jen said no. Nothing ever happened with Scott, after they’d gotten back together. That’s what she said every time. But sometimes, Mike would look at their beautiful, athletic daughter – her beauty and athleticism easily surpassing his ordinary looks, and his ordinary physical skills – and he wondered ... Scott was handsome, and athletic. It made Mike wonder.

But that’s not what Mike was focused on tonight. Not as the 5 of them walked into Slowly Shirley. Scott had put them on the list, so they didn’t have to wait in the long line. Allie walked in with Joe, holding his hand. Jen wasn’t holding Jamal’s hand. But she wasn’t holding Mike’s either. She walked in between her lover and her husband, and if anything, she walked closer to Jamal than Mike.

Scott reserved a corner table for them. It was in a dark corner, so they were free to do as they wanted, without being seen by the crowd. Jen sat close to Jamal, so close their legs almost touched, and under the table they held hands. Mike sat on the other side of Jen. An onlooker would probably not be able to tell who she was with. In Mike’s favor, he was white, like Jen, whereas Jamal was black. And Mike and Jen wore wedding rings, and Jamal did not. But Jen was sitting much closer to Jamal, and paying more attention to him than Mike. And interracial couples were getting to be more common, especially New York City.

Allie and Joe sat across from them. They didn’t seem to notice the dynamic playing out in front of them. They were too much into each other. It bothered Mike, his young friend who was like a brother, dating Allie. He was jealous. It’s not like he wanted Allie for himself. But he didn’t want her to date Joe.  That was too close to home.  

At the same time, it was arousing to see Joe and Allie flirting, and sitting so close together. Mike couldn’t see Joe’s hands. He wondered if he was touching her under the table, touching Allie’s legs. Allie had nice legs. Not as nice as Jen’s, but definitely nice. Tonight, like Jen, Allie had worn stockings. Mike didn’t know if they were thigh highs or pantyhose, but he was a lover of all the variations. He got hot at the idea of his young college friend caressing Allie’s stockinged legs under the table.  Jen had called it a cougar with her cub.  The age difference got Mike hot too.

Mike heard Jamal ask “So Mike. How’s abstinence working for you?”

Mike flushed. He couldn’t believe Jamal was talking this way in front of Joe and Allie! “None of your business!” he snapped with a glare at the black man.

Jamal chuckled at Mike’s response. “I suppose it’s not sexual abstinence, not really,” he said with a grin. “That is, if you call Jen’s feet sex. Or a fleshlight.” Jamal laughed.  

Mike’s cheeks got even redder. But he didn’t say anything. What could he say?  Jamal had reduced his sex life with his wife to her feet and a fake pussy.  The black man had taken away most of his sexual rights with his wife, and he had let it happen.

“Exactly how long has it been since you’ve had sex?” Jamal continued, taunting Mike. “I mean, real sex. Penetration sex. Do you even remember what Jen’s pussy feels like? Not that it’s the same anymore. Not after being with me. Your little white boy dick won’t feel the same in her anymore. Sorry Mike but it’s true.  I’ve ruined your wife’s pussy for your little sissy boy dick.  Or should I say, your sissy boy pussy.”

The entire table was silent. Mike was fuming inside. He had never felt so humiliated. He looked to Jen for support. She wasn’t smiling or laughing at what Jamal said. Her eyes were down at her feet. But she didn’t move away from Jamal. In fact, if anything, she was sitting even closer to him, their bodies practically touching.

Mike felt so betrayed by his wife!  

“I need some air,” Mike said angrily. He pushed from the table and stormed towards the exit.  

Only then did Jen look up after her husband. She looked worried. But she didn’t follow after him. She stayed sitting next to Jamal.

Joe glared at Jamal. “Why’d you do that?” he snapped. “Why’d you say those things? What the fuck Jamal!”

“I thought you don’t like Mike,” Jamal calmly said to him.

“He’s like my fucking brother, man!” Joe said back, glaring at the black man.

Jamal shrugged like he didn’t care.

Allie and Jen were looking at each other, silently communicating the way best friends do. Then Allie got up. 

“I’ll go check on bubble boy,” Allie said. “I’ll make sure he doesn’t jump in front of a bus or something.” Jen gave her best friend a grateful look.

Jamal looked over at the bar like he hadn’t heard a word. “There’s Scott,” he said. He got up and said to Jen, “Let’s go pay our respects.”

Without saying a word, Jen got up, obeying Jamal. She moved close to him. She didn’t take his hand or arm, but she stood so close to him you’d think they were a couple.

“Joey, come with us,” Jen said. “We need new drinks anyways.”

Joe was frowning at the table. He was regretting being here. He hated Mike’s demented lifestyle. He hated the fact Jen – who he revered – was stepping outside her marriage and dating a black man (even though he was friends with that black man). The only reason he came was to see Allie again. And now, she wasn’t even here.

“I should stay, to keep the table,” Joe said sourly. He liked being around Jen. Loved it in fact. But not when she was with Jamal.

“There’s a freaking Reserved sign on the table,” Jen said with playful sarcasm. With a grin she held out her hand and said “Come on. Come with us and get another drink.”

Joe couldn’t resist his lifelong crush when she smiled at him that way. He gave her a lopsided grin and stood up. He took her offered hand, and they walked that way to the bar, with Jamal walking next to Jen and standing very close to her. Jen was essentially sandwiched between the two men.  

It was acceptable for Jen to hold Joe’s hand, since he was clearly a young friend. Of course, if the people in the bar knew their history, they might think differently. In fact, as they walked the short distance to the bar, Jen subtlety caressed Joe’s palm. First she ran the soft pads of her fingertips across his palm. Then, when they got to the bar, before letting his hand go, she sexily scraped her manicured fingernails across his palm. When she finally let his hand go, she grinned at him.

Their brief exchange left Joe’s heart beating wildly. He was hard in his pants. 

Jen and Joe had a moment of privacy as Jamal ordered drinks.  Jen said, “So I heard you and Jamal swapped me and Allie that time in Vegas.”  Jen had not talked to Joe since then.

“Did you, like, do me while I was passed out?” Jen asked Joe.

Suddenly Joe looked alarmed and guilty.

Jen smiled at Joe to put him at ease.  “It’s okay Joey,” she said reassuringly.  “You’re the only guy in the world allowed to rape me.”

A smile came to Joe’s face.  Then, remembering his thoughts from that night, he said, “It’s your fault.  You go out looking so good, in that dress, you deserved getting raped.  Like how you look now.  Sluts like you can’t complain.  It’s your fault if you get raped.”

Jen’s eyes got big and her lips parted, shocked at Joe’s words.  “If Mike was a man like you, I wouldn’t need other men,” she said.

Joe laughed.  “Not exactly a feminist thing to say.”

“No,” Jen agreed with a laugh back.  “I hope at least my passed-out body was a good fuck.”

“Oh yeah, I came really hard,” Joe said.  “It felt good filling you with my sperm.  Just like getting raped.  If I got you pregnant, it’s your fault for being such a stupid slut and looking so good.”

“Oh my god,” Jen said with a laugh and a roll of her eyes.

“I offered to be your boyfriend,” Joe reminded her.

“Yeah, but I’m kinda into black men now,” Jen said, turning her left wrist to show Joe the queen-of-spades tat.  Per Jamal’s rules, she wasn’t hiding it with a watch or jewelry.  “If Jamal wants to swap again, I won’t say no.”

Jen and Joe smiled into each other’s eyes for a long moment.  Then she saw Scott walking over towards them.
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Allie found Mike leaning against the brick wall in the alley behind the bar. “I don’t feel like being around people,” Mike said when he saw her approach.

“Mike, don’t be a baby,” Allie said dismissively. She leaned on the wall next to him.

“You wanna share one?” she asked, producing a joint from her pocket.  

Mike looked at the joint. He didn’t like drugs, but he could use something to calm his nerves. He nodded, and Allie lit the joint. She took a hit then handed the joint to Mike. He took a hit, and he gave it back to her. They went back and forth that way until the joint was gone.

“So let me guess,” Allie said. They were both more relaxed now. “You’re more mad at Jen than Jamal.”

“Why’d he say that in front of you and Joe?” Mike spat out.

“I have no idea,” Allie said with a shrug.  

Mike frowned at the black pavement for long moments. Then he said “Yes, I’m pissed at Jen.”

“Because she didn’t defend you,” Allie said.

“Yes.”

“And I’m here trying to make you feel better, not her. You think she should be here, not me.”

“Yes,” Mike said again.

“Mike ...,” Allie began, his name coming out like a sigh. “And by the way, I know everything that’s going on. You know Jen and I tell each other everything. So as a person who knows everything, let me ask you this. What’s she supposed to do? The two of you are playing this game. And in the game, she’s Jamal’s girlfriend, and you’re ... I don’t know, you’re her best friend, but you get some on the side, so you’re like a FWB. So think about it. Think about when you were dating Jen. Say you went out with one of her guy friends, you know, the guys she calls her buds. If you got into an argument with her bud, would you want her to stay with you, or go running after her bud? Honestly Mike, what would you want her to do?”

Mike stared at Allie, processing her words. Then he said “I’m more than a bud. I’m her husband.”

“I get it Mike,” Allie said. “But do you know she’s worried about Jamal dumping her? All the girls want him. Black and white girls. Jen knows this because she sees it when they go to those black parties. The black girls are pissed he dates white girls, and the other white wives want to trade up from their black boyfriends. So it’s like high school again Mike. Jen’s doing what she has to do to keep the football quarterback. Jamal’s the new Colin.”  Colin was Jen’s boyfriend in high school, the star quarterback who got a full ride scholarship.

“Let me ask you something,” Mike said. “Would you fuck Jamal?”

Allie laughed and rolled her eyes, as if saying “are you serious?”

“Mike,” she said with a sigh. “Of course I’d fuck Jamal. Any girl would fuck Jamal.  Okay, I admit, I didn’t fuck him when I had a chance in Vegas because he won’t use condoms, but you know what I mean.”

Mike felt like the wind had been punched out of him. He had lost. He couldn’t compete with the black man.  

“So where does that leave me?” Mike asked.

“That leaves you as Jen’s husband. The father of her daughter. And Jen knows you’ll never leave her. So she can go all in with Jamal, and when it ends, she knows she has you. That might sound unfair, but that’s how your game works, right?”

“The game,” Mike said gloomily. “Sometimes it feels like real life. I get the two confused.”

“Exactly,” Allie said.

Mike looked at Allie. “What?” he asked.

“You guys play this game for real. Right?” Allie said. “You want it to feel real. Have you thought about, what’s the line between feeling real, and being real?”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying, Jen’s in love with Jamal,” Allie told him.  

They were silent for long moments. Then Allie said “But you knew that, right? And that’s what you want.”

Mike was still silent. Then in a low voice, he said “She says she’s in like with him.”

Allie shrugged. “There’s all kinds of love Mike,” she said sagely. “With Jamal, it’s an exciting love. Like she had with Scott.”

Mike was silent again. Then he said “She left me for Scott.”

Allie shook her head. “She’s not going to leave you Mike,” she said. “She’s been there, done that. She’s not stupid. Jamal can’t give her what you give her.”

“What do I give her?” Mike said with a bitter laugh. “You know these are girl jeans. You know I’m wearing girl panties. I haven’t had intercourse with my wife for almost 2 months. I haven’t made her cum – she hasn’t let me make her cum, or even touch her – for 2 months. What the fuck do I give her?”

Allie looked disbelieving at Mike. “Are you serious?” she scoffed. “You seriously do not get it?”

Mike stared at Allie again, trying to process everything. The pot didn’t help. His brain was fuzzy.  

“Listen, I need to get back to Joe,” Allie said, pushing off the brick wall and moving back to the bar’s entrance.

“Alright,” Mike said.

Allie stopped in her tracks. “Alright what?” she asked.

“What?”

“Something in your voice, the way you said alright,” Allie said. “Alright what?”

Mike hesitated a few moments. Then he said “I just don’t like the idea you’re going with Joe.  You know I helped raise him.  He’s like my brother.”

“I’m not going with him,” Allie said with a grin. “I’m just fucking him.”

Mike winced painfully at her joke. Allie saw it and said “Wow, you really don’t like me with Joe.”

“It’s just ...,” Mike sputtered. “We’ve known each other a long time, we’re friends—.”

“Yes, we are,” Allie agreed. She looked into his eyes as she said, “And you’re married to my best friend.”

“Yes,” Mike agreed. “That doesn’t mean I like you dating a kid who’s like my brother.”

Allie looked at Mike for a long time, like she was trying to read his mind, to look into his soul. Then she smiled at him. “You know bubble boy,” she said. “That’s the sweetest thing you’ve ever said to me.” She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. Then she went back into the bar to find Joe.
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JAMAL WAS TALKING WITH Scott, so Jen had another moment alone with Joe.

“I don’t get you and Mike,” Joe scoffed.  

Jen gave him a sarcastic laugh. “You weren’t complaining about our lifestyle when you were fucking me.”

“Okay, yeah, I get it,” Joe said looking sheepish. “But I never demeaned Mike.”

“Seriously?” Jen said skeptically. Again Joe looked sheepish. They both knew he had done exactly that.

“Listen Joey,” Jen said. “You have to understand something. Mike likes it. He hates it, but he likes it. He loves it actually. That’s why he does it. That’s why we’re here. All of us, at Scott’s bar. He could have said, I’m not going, or he could have said, I don’t want you guys going on a double date, or let’s go someplace else. But he didn’t. You know how smart Mike is. He knew something was going to happen tonight. He didn’t know what, but he knew something was going to happen. But he came anyways. What does that tell you?”

“I have no clue,” Joe said with a shrug. He shrugged to make it appear he didn’t care. But actually he was hanging on every one of Jen’s words.  It was interesting to try to get inside Mike’s head.

“Mike gets off on humiliation,” Jen told him. “I know it’s crazy, but that’s how he is. He wants to be hurt. He wants to be a martyr. If I’d yelled at Jamal, defended Mike, or gone after him, it would’ve ruined it for him.”

“So you’re doing all this for him,” Joe said, skepticism in his voice.

“No Joey. I’m doing it for me. I’m getting what I want. I’m just trying to make sure Mike gets what he wants too.”

“So this is all an act,” Joe said. “You’re pretending.”

“It’s not an act. This is real,” Jen said. “I’m with Jamal because I want to be. I fucked you before because I wanted to. The same with Scott, the same with all the men I’ve been with. I like variety. I like being in new relationships. They’re exciting. You know? Discovering what someone else is about, and letting him into what you’re about. That’s all so much fun. It makes life exciting.”

“And what was that shit Jamal said to Mike?” Joe asked. “Why’d he say those things?”

Jen shrugged like she didn’t know. “I’ve been with Jamal for about 6 weeks now,” she said. “Ever since Vegas. And he’s gotten rougher with Mike.” She quickly added, “It’s what Mike wants though. I told you. He gets off on it.”

“So Jamal said those things to get Mike off?” Joe asked.

Jen shook her head. “No,” she said with a laugh. “Jamal likes putting Mike down. Especially in front of me. It gets him off.”

“This is all fucking crazy,” Joe said with a dismissive shake of his head.

“Don’t judge Jamal, Joey,” Jen said.

“You’re really taking Jamal’s side, over your husband’s?” Joe asked incredulously.

Jen narrowed her eyes at him. “I remember when we were doing it, and you always asked me if you were better in bed than Mike,” she said. “And I remember you asking me why I still even had sex with Mike anymore. That’s how all guys are. All guys are alpha when it comes to their girls. Jamal just does it different than you.”

“So what about Mike?”

“Mike isn’t alpha,” Jen said simply. She shrugged and said “I guess that tells you why I’m having sex with Jamal and not Mike. Why I DID like sex better with you than him. I don’t mind saying it. And I’m not guilty about it. Not anymore. I’m honest with Mike. He knows everything. He knows I think you’re better in bed than him. He loves it. He hates it, but loves it. It excites him.”

Joe stared at Jen. She had just told him a lot. He had to process it all.

“So, you have plans with Allie?” Jen asked, changing the subject.

“After here, I’m taking her back to my place,” Joe said. He saw something in Jen’s face and asked “What?”

Jen hesitated a few moments. Then she shrugged, as if saying to herself “I might as well tell him.” She said to Joe, “I guess I’ll admit to you I don’t like the idea of you going out with Allie.”

Joe frown at her. He said, “I thought you set us up.”

“I did but ... I’m just telling you how I feel.”

Joe laughed. He said, “So you’re married to Mike. And you’re dating a black man. Which, all stop, is very fucked up. And now—.”

Jen interrupted him and said, “And you’re like my husband’s brother, and we fucked lots of times, which all stop, is really fucked up too.” They both laughed.

“I don’t know Joey,” Jen said, getting serious again. “I’m just telling you how I feel.”

Joe looked at his beautiful, sexy lifelong crush, the girl he’d admired since the moment he met her, processing all she’d said. Then he moved close, so his crotch pressed against her front. He was half hard from talking to her, and getting harder. “I’ll dump Allie,” he said, putting his hand on Jen’s ass. “Fuck Jamal. Fuck Mike. Let’s you and me go to my apartment.”  With an evil grin, he added, “I’ll rape you again.”

“Joey, I’m telling you this because I love you,” Jen said. “You need to take your hand off my ass. Because if Jamal sees you, he’ll kick your ass. And I won’t stop him.”

Joe’s eyes went wide. He pulled his hand back. He glared at her. “You’re just dicking with me,” he said harshly.  “Now, and what you said before.  You’re just dicking with me.”

“I’m not,” Jen protested. “I’m just telling you how I feel. Okay? I’m jealous of you with Allie. Okay? But I’m with Jamal.”

“That is so fucked up,” Joe scoffed. “How can you be married but be with another man?”

“I don’t understand why you don’t get it,” Jen said back. “You of all people. How many times were we together? And you just said, fuck Mike, fuck Jamal, and let’s go to your apartment. How do you not get what I do? Why are you always judging me?”

“Why do you care?” Joe snapped, glaring at Jen.

“Because you’re my close friend and what you think matters to me!” Jen snapped back.

They glared at each other for long moments. Then Allie approached. She detected the tension immediately. But being Allie, she joked “Hey kids. Are we having fun yet?”

Jen turned her glare to her best friend. Then she said, “Whatever. I need a freaking drink.”
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MIKE FOLLOWED ALLIE back into the bar a few minutes later. He scanned the crowded bar for his wife. Their table was empty. Then he saw her at the bar.

Jen was moving away from Joe and Allie. It looked like she was trying to get the bartender’s attention. The crowd at the bar was at least 4 deep. But as she approached, the men there parted. It was like Moses parting the Red Sea. But Jen’s power wasn’t over the elements. Her superpower was over men. 

It was hard to describe how hot she looked. She wore a black bustier that left her shoulders and arms bare. The bustier tied in the back with black crisscrossing strings, that were tied tight. But the bustier was not made to be completely closed, so a one inch vertical swatch of her soft, beautiful skin was exposed from her ass to the middle of her shoulders. From that exposed skin, it was apparent to everyone she wore no bra, not even a strapless bra.

In the front, the bustier pushed up her tits, so a soft swell of the top of her breasts was exposed. Jen had small breasts, but she always seemed to know how to dress so as to take full advantage of her A cups, and make men’s eyes bulge out and their mouths water when they looked at her.

Jen was wearing a black leather mini-skirt. The skirt was low on her hips, so bare skin peaked out between the waist and the bottom of the bustier. The skirt was scandalously short, exposing most of her wonderful, shapely legs, that were encased in black stockings. On her feet, she wore the black Jimmy Choo pumps.  

Jen had her long blonde hair up, so as to allow the bustier to show off her bare shoulders and elegant neck. Her makeup was heavy with dark tones, the way Jamal liked it.

The way Jamal liked it. Mike’s throat was dry at the thought.

Jen’s back was to him, as she ordered a drink from the bartender. His eyes focused on her ass.

The mini-skirt was new. Jen had just bought it. She was buying a lot of new skirts lately, and new dresses and skinny jeans. Her old ones weren’t fitting as well, they were too tight.

Jen had gained weight. Her stomach wasn’t quite as tight as before, and she’d gained weight in her thighs. Most of the weight had gone to her hips and ass. The supplements Jamal had given her were working. Also, she was working with a trainer who worked with girls who wanted a bubble butt. So now, Jen had added more bridges and thrusts to her daily exercise routine, and those exercises were working too.  

Jen was getting a bubble butt. She had a bubble butt now, and was trying to make it bigger. And she was doing it for Jamal.

Other men were appreciating Jen’s new curves too. Mike could tell from the way the men around her at the bar where checking her out. Jen had told Mike she liked her new curves. If it meant her stomach wasn’t as firm, and her thighs weren’t as slim, it was still worth it, she told him.  

Mike had told his wife that he liked how she looked before. How she’d looked all their relationship. Her slim tight body, her firm tummy, her tiny waist, her long shapely toned legs. He liked her looking like a dancer, an elegant ballerina. He said she looked beautiful and sexy now (she did), but as her husband, he preferred her the way she used to be.

But Jen said she wasn’t going back to that look. She wasn’t mean about it, but she told Mike it was her body (which was true of course). She liked her new curves. And she liked the attention she was getting from men, even more than before. Especially black men. Especially Jamal. Jamal couldn’t keep his hands off her, even more than before. Jen loved that.  

For some reason, as Mike looked at her, he focused on Jen’s thigh gap. He had always thought her thigh gap was so sexy. It was a testament to her slim figure—slim shapely “high school” legs to go with her high school breasts.  

But with gaining weight in her thighs, that thigh gap had shrunk. Maybe no one in the world besides Mike could detect the change. But he could. He wondered if her thigh gap would eventually go away completely, as she continued to gain weight and sculpt her body to add more curves.  As she worked to have a bubble butt, because that’s how Jamal and other black men liked their girls to look. The sense of loss that Mike felt was excruciating.

Jen didn’t seem to care how Mike felt, or what he preferred. Or maybe she cared, but she was too caught up in her relationship with Jamal to do anything about it.  

In fact, just that morning, she told him she loved how her new ass looked in thongs. She mentioned that Jamal was talking about a weekend getaway to some place in the Caribbean. She was excited about a weekend in the sun with her black lover, and was already shopping for new bikinis. When Mike looked at her shopping carts of the online stores, all the bikinis she’d picked out had thong bottoms. Was Jen really planning to wear such revealing bathing suits in front of Anna? Or was she planning to leave their daughter (and him) for a weekend on a vacay with her black boyfriend?

Mike felt he knew the answer. Because, after talking to Allie, he knew that his wife loved another man. She loved Jamal.

Mike felt like he couldn’t breathe. Like there was a big hand inside his chest, clamped around his heart. Sometimes the jealousy, the regret, the sense of loss, the angst, they were just too much. He wondered why he came tonight. He should’ve stayed home. Yet, he couldn’t take his eyes off his wife. His cock was so fucking hard. He felt like, if Jen flicked a fingertip across his crotch, he’d explore inside his pants.

Mike moved towards the bar. Towards Jen. The opening in the crowd that she had created had not completely closed. He was able to get close enough to hear what she said. Almost close enough to smell her perfume, and the vanilla-strawberry scent of her shampoo.

––––––––
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“WHAT CAN I GET YOU?” the bartender asked Jen.

“Dirty martini,” Jen said. “Extra dirty. Up, with olives please.”

“You got it,” the bartender said, his eyes moving from Jen’s beautiful face to the swell of her cleavage in the bustier. “Any particular vodka?”

Jen looked past the bartender at the bottles lining the mirrored wall. She said “Can I have Belvedere?”

“Of course you can,” the bartender said with a smile. Now his eyes were on her lips. The brownish red lipstick gave them a sexy wet look. Brownish red was the new thing in New York, the new urban chic. And Jamal preferred darker tones – he liked his snow bunny looking a little black. A white girl trying to look black. It got Jamal’s dick hard.

The bartender kept his eyes on Jen the entire time while mixing her drink, checking her out. But he was a white boy. She wasn’t interested in him. He was handsome and fit, but too much of a pretty boy. In the past Jen might have been attracted to him. But not now.

The man next to her, though ... He was tall and broad shouldered. Well dressed, but rough looking. Jen liked them rough. She liked her men to be a little uncivilized. Maybe even a lot uncivilized.  

And the man had big hands. Jen always looked at the size of a man’s hands.

And very black.

“I got that,” the black man said, tossing a fifty onto the bar. 

“You don’t have to do that,” Jen said. “I’m with someone. I think he opened a tab.”

“Well, you can use the tab for the next one,” the black man said. He looked at the bartender and said “Keep it.” The bartender shrugged and took the fifty. A twenty dollar tip on top of a thirty buck drink was pretty good. He gave Jen another long look, then regretfully moved on to the next customer. He was hoping to get laid tonight. But if this blonde slut was into black men, he might as well save time and move onto the next mark.

“Well, thank you,” Jen said to the man. She took a sip of the martini.

“My name is Terrell,” the man said.  

“Okay,” Jen said with a laugh.

“Why are you laughing?” Terrell asked. “What’s your name?”

“Just so you know, I’m with someone,” Jen said.

“Okay, well, we’re just talking,” Terrell said with a grin. “Is Mr. Someone against people talking?”

“I guess not,” Jen said with another laugh. She smiled at him as she curled a loose strand of blonde hair behind her ear.

“So what’s your name?” Terrell asked again.

“Jen.”

“Hello Jen,” Terrell said, still grinning. He offered his glass, and Jen clinked it. As she did, Terrell saw the Queen of Spades tat on her left wrist. Per rule 4, she wasn’t covering it up.

“Nice ink,” Terrell said with his eyes on the tat.

“Thank you.”

Then Terrell saw the rings on her left finger, with the big sparkling diamond of her engagement ring. “I guess the brother’s rich to buy you a diamond like that,” Terrell said as he looked at the huge rock.

“We do okay,” Jen said modestly. “But my husband’s not a brother.”

Terrell raised a curious eyebrow at her. “But you got that tat?” he asked.

Jen shrugged.

“You been with brothers before?”

“I have.”

“But your husband’s white?”

“He is.”

“You like brothers though?”

“You ask a lot of questions,” Jen said with a coy smile. She took the stick of olives from the martini. With her eyes on Terrell’s, she put her lips over the olive at the end, as if the olive was the tip of a cock. Then she slowly drew the olive into her mouth.

Terrell couldn’t take his eyes off Jen’s beautiful face. And her sexy, pouty lips. “You like ‘em dirty huh?” he joked, making a double entendre about her dirty martini.

“You have no idea,” Jen said, taking another sip of the martini. Her brownish red lips were sexily imprinted on the rim of the glass. Terrell couldn’t miss her lipstick, as she looked at him with her sweet blue eyes over the rim of the glass.

“Your husband let you get inked like that?”

Jen shrugged and said “He didn’t really have a say. He doesn’t matter. About things like that, anyways.”

“What do you mean, ‘things like that’?”

“About who my friends are,” Jen told him.  “Or what I do with my friends.”

Terrell stared at Jen, processing her words. Then he moved close to her. He leaned down (he was well taller than her) and said into her ear, “I’ve been checking you out.”

“Have you?” Jen said coyly. “Part of me? Or all of me?”

Terrell stared at her again. Then he reached behind her, and put his hand on the leather of her mini-skirt. “You have a hot ass.”

“You think so?” Jen said. She didn’t tell him to remove his hand. Terrell interpreted that as permission, so he began cupping and caressing her ass over her leather skirt.

“That’s some top,” Terrell said, looking at the bustier while he groped her ass. With a grin he joked “You some kind of dominatrix? You got a whip in your pocket or something?”

“No,” Jen said. Looking into his eyes, she said “I like men who take control.” With a playful grin, she added, “They whip me.  Never my face though.  I wanna stay pretty.”

Terrell’s lips parted, shocked at her words. For a moment he was speechless. Then, recovering, he joked “So you’re not exactly into Me Too.”

Jen laughed.  She thought about Joe’s comment not too long ago about not being a feminist.

Terrell grinned at her.

“What do you do Terrell?” Jen asked. Her cheeks were getting flushed as he caressed her ass, and by their flirty banter.

“I work construction,” Terrell said. “I’m a GC. You know what that is?”

“A general contractor,” Jen said, nodding approvingly. Terrell moved his hand to her leg, to just below her short mini-skirt skirt. He caressed the back of her thigh, his fingertips inching up under her skirt.

“I like that,” she said, her face reddening more, her breathing getting heavy. “I like men who use their bodies.”

“That’s me,” Terrell said. “I don’t sit at no desk. I work outside all day.”

Jen put her hand on Terrell’s arm, the one that was caressing her. She ran her hand up his arm, over his forearm, and then his biceps. “I can tell you’re really strong,” she cooed, feeling the cords in his forearm and biceps. “I like strong men.”

Terrell looked at Jen. He hadn’t seen a girl so pretty, and so sexy, in a long time, maybe ever. And her touch on his arm was electrifying. She clearly wanted him. He lowered his head to kiss her. His lips were almost touching hers, but then she turned her head at the last moment. 

“I can’t,” she said.  “I’m with someone.”

“Your husband?”

Mike was at the bar of course.  But he wasn’t who she was with.

“No,” she said.  

“So if you’re gonna cheat, then cheat with me,” Terrell said.  

He moved closer, pressing his body into Jen’s front. He was hard in his pants. He pressed his erection against her. Jen sucked in her breath when she felt his hardness. His size. Like his hands. Big.

“You like the feel of that?” Terrell said, pressing his hard-on against her.

“Yeah,” Jen said breathlessly.

“Let’s get out of here,” Terrell said, his body pressed against hers, his face so close to hers they were almost touching.  

Jen couldn’t help herself. She subtly reached down and touched his crotch. She sucked in her breath again, and felt lightheaded as she felt him. He felt so hard, and so big. And Terrell was into construction, just like Jamal had been. She imagined what Terrell’s body looked naked and a shiver ran up her spine. And he was so freaking black. Jen felt weak kneed at his masculinity. She knew her panties were soaking.

But she shook her head no. She said, “I told you. I’m with someone.”

“You said he doesn’t matter,” Terrell said.

“Not my husband,” Jen said. “I’m not with him. I mean, he’s here, but I’m not with him. I’m with my boyfriend. Jamal.”

Terrell pulled away. He said “Jamal? Jamal’s a brother? Then why are you with me?”

“I’m not with you,” Jen said.

Mike was breathing hard and his cock was aching as he watched the seduction taking place just a few feet from where he stood. He marveled at how flirty Jen was being. How forward. How brazen. She’d barely met this man and already he was trying to take her home. And she was leading him on. Doing nothing as he touched her. Practically inviting him to touch her. Practically kissing him.

Jen had gotten this way more and more since being with Jamal again. She had told Mike she was in major slut mode now. She couldn’t help herself, especially around strong, handsome black men. She’d obeyed Jamal’s rules, her body was exclusively his. But she was flirting more with men, especially black men.  

Jamal didn’t like it. Or maybe he did, as long as it was with other black men. He liked seeing evidence that she was blacked. In any case, he always punished Jen later. And she didn’t mind that. In fact, maybe she flirted with other men because she wanted Jamal’s punishment. She wanted to be “whipped.”

At that moment, Jamal approached. He put his arm possessively around Jen and said to Terrell, “Take your hand off my lady.”

Terrell immediately pulled his hand back. Terrell was a big man, but Jamal was taller, and stronger. The 2 black men quickly sized each other up, and Terrell came to the conclusion that Jamal was the alpha here. He didn’t like it, he was pissed about it – it hurt his pride—but he couldn’t deny it.

“You Jamal?” Terrell asked.

“I am,” Jamal said. “You’ve met Jen, my lady. And that’s her husband next to you. Mike.”

Terrell looked at Mike and saw a thin white boy with glasses. The girl jeans and tailored shirt emphasized his slimness. They made him look feminine. Terrell saw him as no threat. And he was still pissed. His pride was still hurting. He knew he couldn’t take on Jamal, so he decided to take it out on Mike. He said contemptuously, “You’re right there, and you let me touch your wife? What kind of man are you?”

Mike didn’t know what to say. He hadn’t expected Jamal to out him. He wasn’t good at confrontation. He looked to Jen for support, but she wasn’t even looking at him. She was talking to Jamal. He still had his arm possessively around her, and their faces and bodies practically touched as they talked to each other. Jen’s entire focused was on Jamal. She had forgotten he was there. He stood there, no knowing what to say as Terrell glared at him.

Then, Jamal and Jen disentangled. He moved towards the coat room, and Jen came to him.

With a last longing look at Terrell, Jen took Mike’s arm and led him away. “Are you okay?” she asked him. “Are you having fun? Did you like how I said you don’t matter?”

“You knew I was there?”

“I saw you in the mirror.”

“So you were making all that stuff up?” 

Jen had led Mike to a semi-private corner of the bar. They were facing each other. Jen put her hand on his crotch. He was hard of course.

“What are you doing?” Mike asked.

“I’m comparing you to Terrell,” she said.

Mike’s lips parted and he moaned. Jen smiled. “You like when I compare you to other men,” she said, knowing he did, and knowing he liked it when she said things like that.

“So you were making all that stuff up? What you said to Terrell?” he asked again, his voice low and hoarse with cuckold lust.

“I was telling the truth,” she said. Her hand was still on his hard-on. She was slowly rubbing him. Not enough to make him cum, but enough to make his head spin with desire.

“You’re not part of my sex life,” Jen said. “Right? And that’s what you want. Right?”

“Yes,” Mike said. It hurt to hear her say it. It always hurt. But it so turned him on. And now, with her here, with them alone in the crowded bar, he felt calm. He felt her love. That’s all he wanted. She could do anything she wanted, as long as she kept loving him.

“I’m sorry Jamal outed you,” Jen said. She moved her hand from his crotch and was now lovingly stroking his cheek. “I know you’d rather just watch. I know you get shy. Don’t feel bad. Terrell’s just a jerk.”

“Then why were you flirting with him?” Mike asked.

Jen grinned and said “You know why. Because I’m attracted to jerks.”

Mike couldn’t help smiling.  

“Is it sexy wearing panties when I’m flirting with other men?” Jen asked. “Does it make it better for you?”

“I’m not sure it makes it better,” Mike said with a nervous laugh. “I keep thinking people know. Especially since I’m wearing these jeans.  And this tight shirt.”

“No one can tell Mike,” Jen assured him. “What’d you talk to Allie about?”

Mike looked at his wife and said “She says you love Jamal.”

Jen pursed her lips, always her sign of disapproval. “I’m in like with him,” she insisted. “I’ve never said ... I’ve never told Allie I love him. I am close to him, I admit. I have feelings for him. But I need that to enjoy sex with a man. You know that, right?”

Mike slowly nodded. His cock was so hard he felt ready to explode.

He looked at Jen from her face and then down her body. He felt so much love for her at that moment. He said “You’re so fucking hot. I’m so proud you’re my wife.” He took her left wrist and said “I even like this.” He was referring to the queen of spades tat.

Jen grinned at him. She asked, “You even like my big ass?”

“It turns me on you’re doing it for Jamal,” Mike said. “You’re doing it for him, not me. Even though you know I like you looking like a ballerina.”

Jen grinned and said “There are ballerinas with big butts.”  

Mike grinned back. He thought about saying “But don’t get bigger breasts for him. That would be too much.” But he couldn’t bring himself to say the words. It wasn’t in him. Not with cuckold lust swirling in his head.  

Instead he said “So we’re going to Jamal’s now?” They couldn’t go to the loft apartment, because Anna was there with Callie.

Jen shook her head no. “Jamal wants to go to another bar. It’s the one in East Village he always takes me. It’s very black Mike. When I say black, I mean BBC black. You know what I mean?”

“You mean, black bulls with their white girlfriends?” Mike asked.

“With their married white girlfriends,” she said with a nod. “Sometimes their husbands are there. Like husband’s parties. But the bar gets a lot wilder.”

Jen paused to let that sink in. Then she admitted, “I’ve gotten wild there. The last couple weekends.”

“What did you do?”

“It’s always different,” Jen said. “Jamal ... I do what he wants.” After a moment, she added “And I love it Mike. I love it. I just want you to know.”

Suddenly, Mike’s anxiety level spiked up. It felt like a turning point, a branch in the road. Like she was saying, we’ve gotten to a point in our lives where I’m going this way and you’re going that way. Like she was saying we’re not on the same path anymore.

“Why are you telling me this now?” Mike asked, his heart in his throat, feeling scared.

“Jamal told me to tell you,” Jen said. “And he wants you to come tonight. I think he wants you to see what I’ve become.”

“What do you mean? What have you become?”

Jen moved her left wrist, so the queen of spades tat came into view. “This is who I am now Mike,” she told him. “I’m really this now.”

Mike stared at his wife. He was breathing hard and his heart was pounding.

“I need to tell you something else too,” Jen said, her voice a warning. “Jamal invited Scott. He’ll be there too.”
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CHAPTER 12
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The bar was another speakeasy. You got to it through a busy bar in the East Village. You had to wind through the crowd, and then you got to an old refrigerator that was painted red. Through the refrigerator, you walked up a narrow staircase to the speakeasy.

The speakeasy was very exclusive. It didn’t even have a name (although its unofficial name was Bulls and Bunnies). You had to know the password to get in, and the password changed each day. Tonight’s password was Patrick. The black men who frequented the speakeasy liked Patrick Mahomes, because his mother was white. That meant the quarterback was half white, but he was still considered a brother. The black men also liked that Mahome’s wife was a lily white blonde girl, who he started nutting in high school. Two generations of black men fucking white girls. Yes, Mahomes was popular at the bar.

The bar was full of black men and white girls. There were some black girls there, but they were waitresses. In fact, all the wait staff were black. It was ironic that the black men preferred to be served by black girls.

Every white girl was with a black man. There were no unattached white girls there. The men were called black bulls and the girls called white trophies, does or snow bunnies.

All the does were either married or in a committed relationship with a white man. So the white girls were either married or had a serious boyfriend. Sometimes, a trophy was engaged or newly married. Those girls were rare though. Typically, during the time a girl is engaged or a newlywed, she’s not susceptible to being with another man. That’s why bagging her was so coveted, and such a rarity.

The black bulls had a taste for married white pussy. To them, single girls were not interesting. And, while they might have a black sister (or two) as a fuck buddy, that was typically on the side or when they were between snow bunnies.

The bulls competed for the prettiest and sexiest white wives. Having a trophy who was engaged or a newlywed was considered a major prize. But most important was looks. And age.

Typically, the bulls didn’t target girls who were too young, like in their 20s (unless they were engaged or newlywed). Rather, the bulls focused on married girls in their 30s and 40s. Because that usually meant she was in a committed marriage, and there was nothing sweeter than sinking your dick into the pussy of a white girl in a committed marriage.  

Some of the bulls there did not have trophies. They were called stags. Bulls who did have trophies were called consorts. Stags were allowed to play with the bunnies, as long as their consorts permitted it. That’s why the stags were there, to have some fun with the bunnies, and maybe meet a wife or two who might become their trophy in the future.

When a bull got tired of his bunny, he’d dump her and find a new one. Of course, the wife could dump her bull too. But usually, it was the black bull who was the dumper.  

That was just the reality of being a woman versus being a man. Usually, men got more desirable as they aged. In contrast, women lost their looks as they aged. They became shadows of their youthful beauty. Not as pretty. Not as tight. Women had to work harder to remain fuckable as they aged, especially if they went through the ravages of child birth. With men, it just came naturally.

So a bull would keep his bunny until she wasn’t pretty anymore. Or her body wasn’t as tight. Or he just got tired of her and wanted new married white pussy. Then he’d upgrade to a new bunny. A prettier, sexier one, and usually younger. The bulls joked about that among themselves. About how they used a white wife up, and then tossed her back to her sissy white boy husband after her looks were gone (and her pussy loose and ruined from getting so abused by big black cock). 

The white wife, then, had to scramble to find a new bull, assuming she wanted to stay in the lifestyle. Most did, because by then their husbands couldn’t satisfy them (or perhaps never could). They wanted another black bull. Those wives had been blacked.  

And usually there was a bull to take her (as long as her looks and body didn’t completely fall off the cliff). But almost always she’d be downgrading from what she had before. She’d be settling for a second or third tier bull in terms of looks, body, cock and sexual prowess. Still, even a downgraded bull was usually better and more exciting in bed than their white husbands.  

Mike sat at a table Jamal had reserved for them. Scott was at the bar chatting with the bartender, probably talking shop. Mike was relieved he wasn’t at the table. The two hadn’t spoken a single word that evening.

Jen was being a social butterfly, happily bopping from place to place as she flirted with the bulls and gossiped with the other white wives. Everyone seemed to like her, she was popular. It was like back in college, when Jen was a cheerleader and the most popular girl on campus.  

Everyone liked his wife. They liked her positive outlook, the smile she always wore, her generosity and concern for others, and the way she always made you feel good about yourself no matter who you were. And it was human nature for people to like beautiful people (as long as they were nice, as Jen was). People admired and rooted for the cream of the crop, for the same reason people liked superhero movies so much.  

Jen was on Jamal’s arm most of the time, but spent time talking (and flirting) with other black men. Mike was surprised Jamal allowed it, given his 2nd rule (“Jen’s body belongs to Jamal.”) On the other hand, the 2nd rule also said “She will obey him sexually. This includes having sex with who Jamal says.” Did Jamal share Jen? He knew about the swap with Joe, but were there others? She had been close to fucking Terrell in the other bar, less than an hour ago. And she had told him she’d recently gotten wild here at this bar. 

Jen and Jamal became separated by the flow of humanity at the bar. She was talking with a black man. Mike assumed he was a stag, since he didn’t have a girl on his arm. But then he recognized the bull. It was Xavier, Mary’s new bull. Mary was Sebastian’s wife. Sebastian was the anchorman of the local CBS station.  

Jen had told Mike the rumors. Mary’s former bull, Jaylen, had tired of Mary. She was beautiful and sexy, but in a well preserved sort of way. Jaylen had upgraded to a younger version of Mary. Mary had managed to snag Xavier. Xavier was a step down from Jaylen, who was a step or two (or three) down from Jamal. Jamal was at the top of the heap of the hierarchy of bulls.

Mike saw Sebastian hovering around Jen and Xavier, but didn’t see Mary. He moved close to the other husband. After a quick greeting, he whispered “Where’s Mary?”

“Over there, with Jamal,” Sebastian said, motioning across the room. Mike looked. He saw that Jamal and Mary were standing close together, and clearly flirting with each other.

“Mary’s hoping they swap tonight,” Sebastian said. “She’s wanted to try Jamal for a long time. And I know Xavier admires your wife.”

Mike stared at Sebastian, speechless.

“If they do, do you want to do a husband swap?” Sebastian asked.

“What?” Mike asked, not knowing what that was.

“It’s where I watch your wife, and you watch mine,” Sebastian explained. With a sheepish smile, he said “I must confess that I admire your wife too. I’ve watched Mary with other men countless times. I’d enjoy watching Jen.”

Mike was confused. How could Sebastian be a cuckold, yet want to watch another girl?

“I’m not really into that,” Mike said. He quickly added “No offense to Mary. She’s beautiful. But the only girl I’m interested in is Jen.”

Sebastian nodded. “I understand,” he said. “I guess you and I are different. I was actually quite the stud back in my younger days.” He chuckled and said “You know how it is, TV and all that. And I was an anchorman. I had groupies, believe it or not. It was easy to get girls. I guess back then I was a bull. That was before Mary and I began down this path, of course.”  

Then he added, “But you may not have a choice. I heard Jamal and Xavier talking about it. I think Jamal wants you to watch him with Mary.”

“Why?” Mike asked.

Sebastian shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said. “I’m just telling you what I heard.” He motioned to doors against the far wall. “That’s where it’ll happen, if it happens. Private rooms. The rooms are connecting, for people who want to party. They’re small though. Just enough room for a bed. And a chair of course. For the husband.”

Mike’s head was spinning with all this new information. When he turned back to Jen, she was dancing with Xavier. They were slow dancing, their bodies pressed together.

“Let’s move closer,” Sebastian said eagerly. He moved towards the dancing couple. Mike followed, feeling excited and apprehensive. When they stopped, they were just a few feet away from the dancing couple. Other people were watching too.  

Xavier was kissing Jen, and she was kissing him back. As their tongues danced together, his hands were on her tiny leather mini-skirt skirt, squeezing and caressing her new bubble butt.  

Mike glanced at Sebastian. His eyes were on Jen’s ass and legs. His face was flushed and he was breathing hard. His hand was on his crotch, rubbing himself. Sebastian had forgotten completely about his wife with Jamal. His entire focus was on Jen with Xavier.

Xavier spun Jen around, so her back was to his front. Jen turned her head so they continued to kiss. She put her arms up, wrapping them around his neck. This submissively exposed her front completely to him.  

Xavier put his hands over her breasts, cupping her little titties over the bustier. As he groped her, he pulled the bustier down, exposing more of her breasts. Her nipples came into view. When she was excited, as now, they looked like little stiff erasers. The surrounding areolas were small, just like her breasts.  

Seeing her breasts for the first time, Sebastian moaned “So beautiful”.  

Mike looked over at him. He saw that Sebastian had taken his cock out and was stroking himself. With the zipper open, Mike could see that Sebastian was wearing normal men’s boxers, not panties. Mike was disappointed. Misery loved company, after all. He wondered how many of the husbands in the room were wearing women lingerie. Was he the only one?

Sebastian had an average sized cock, maybe a little bigger than average. About 6 inches and medium girth. His cock was hard and leaking pre-cum as he slowly stroked himself.  With a sinking feeling, Mike realized Sebastian’s dick was clearly longer and thicker than his.

Mike glanced around the bar. More couples were engaged in various stages of sex. Some girls were with 2 black men. Husbands hovered nearly, watching their wives being taken, many of them stroking themselves.

Mike saw Scott. He was the only white man in the room who wasn’t a husband. Jamal had vouched for him.  

Scott was sitting on a sofa. He was watching Jen with Xavier. There was a girl between his open legs, on her knees. She was black. Mike recognized her as one of the waitresses. She was a pretty light-skinned black woman with waves of soft black hair falling over her shoulders. She was curvy, with big boobs and a big bubble butt.  

He found out later her name was Nala, and she’d hooked up with Joe a few times. Now, she was going down on Scott. Scott has his hand on the back of Nala’s head, but his eyes were on Jen as Xavier kissed her lips and fondled her body.

Xavier broke the kiss, leaving Jen panting. They separated slightly, and Jen saw that a lot of people were looking at her and Xavier. She looked embarrassed, and pulled up the bustier so her nipples were no longer exposed. While embarrassed, acting so slutty in front of everyone thrilled her. It was thrilling to be such a bad girl.

Then she saw Scott looking at her, and that thrilling feeling got even stronger. As did the throbbing between her legs. They looked at each other for a long moment. Jen saw that Nala was going down on him. Then Scott’s head rolled back and he groaned, as he came in Nala’s mouth.

Jen watched Scott as he came, breathing hard. Then Xavier took her by the hand. He led her towards one of the bedroom doors. Sebastian eagerly followed.  

Mike moved to follow too, but then Jamal was there. He put his hand on Mike’s bicep. His hand was big enough (or Mike’s bicep was small enough) for Jamal to completely wrap his hand around Mike’s bicep. His black hand felt like a big metal clamp.

“Come with me,” Jamal ordered. Mike had no choice but to follow Jamal. In his other hand, he was holding Mary’s hand. They went into the room next to where Jen disappeared with Xavier and Sebastian.

What happened next was like watching a porno movie. Jamal fucked Mary. For her age – she was in her late 40s—Mary was gorgeous. While her face was a little worn, she was still beautiful, and her body was curvy. Big tits, tiny waist, big ass. Sebastian had spent a lot of money to give his wife the body type that black men liked. Her legs were nice, although not in Jen’s class. Her pussy was completely bald.  

Mike noticed her pussy lips hung down like flower petals. It was clear her pussy was well used, it looked nothing like Jen’s sweet pussy with its small slit and thin lips on either side, the lips just a shade darker than the surrounding skin. But then, Mary had been blacked for many years, decades even, her pussy relentlessly pounded by BBC. Jen had been doing it for less than a year. Would her pussy look so used, so ruined, as time went by?

But Mike didn’t want to be here in this room! He didn’t want to watch Jamal with Mary! He wanted to be with his wife!  

Jamal made Mary cum, at least once, maybe twice. Then he pulled out and she collapsed onto the bed. He hadn’t cum yet.

“I’m saving it for your wife,” Jamal told Mike with a grin. His gold teeth sparkled in the harsh light of the room.

Jamal sat on the edge of the bed. He was completely naked. He opened his muscular thighs and ordered “Come clean me Mike.”

Mike was used to this. And he had no choice, it was rule 3. Still, he hesitated with Mary being there.  

“I’m not going to ask again,” Jamal growled. Mike finally walked over to the bed. He moved to get on his knees, but Jamal ordered “Take off your clothes first.”

Mike wasn’t surprised. Usually he was naked around Jamal. Avoiding looking at Mary, Mike took off his shoes and socks, then the shirt, and then the pants. The girl’s skinny jeans were so tight he practically had to roll them down his slim legs, the way girls rolled off pantyhose.  

Mike glanced at Mary. He saw her eyes were on the pink lacy panties (Jen had picked them out). He was hard, but his dick was pressed between his legs, so from the front the panties looked smooth, like how a girl would look (and from the back too, since Mike had a tight ass).  

Mike was glad Mary couldn’t see his erection.  He knew he was smaller than Sebastian, and he didn’t want Mary to know that.  Tonight was already too humiliating.

Then Mike was on his knees between Jamal’s opened legs. He licked up and down the huge shaft, cleaning off Mary and Jamal’s combined juices. He swallowed his cock into his mouth, his lips opening wide to accommodate his massive girth. His head bobbed up and down on Jamal’s cock.

As Mike sucked Jamal, he couldn’t help moving one hand to his crotch. He felt his erection encased in the silky lace of the thong. Mike’s head swirled with cuckold lust, the sensations so nasty with Jamal’s cock in his mouth, and his own penis in a girl’s lacy thong. Especially with the string of the thong running up between his ass cheeks, tickling his puckered asshole.  

Mike pushed his hand into the lacy panties, then moved his cock so it no longer was between his legs.  He wrapped his thumb and forefinger around his hard shaft. He circle jerked himself as he went down on Jamal. He also compared himself to the black man. Jamal was a lot bigger. Obviously. He was longer. Thicker. But what amazed Mike was how heavy his cock was. And how solid. In contrast, Mike’s hard dick was light and didn’t feel nearly as solid.

No wonder Jen preferred Jamal. Of course she did. What woman wouldn’t? It was like what Allie said. Of course she’d fuck Jamal.

Mike’s head swirled with cuckold lust as he imagined this cock – this cock that was in his mouth!—this cock fucking his wife. Stretching her pussy. Ruining her pussy for his little dick. Bottoming out in her. Making her cum. Shooting his fertile sperm into her.

Then Jamal grabbed Mike’s hair. Controlling him that way, he fucked Mike’s face, forcing his cock down Mike’s throat. Mike couldn’t breathe and had to concentrate not to throw up. When he stopped, Mike was gasping for air and his face was covered with his own saliva, and Jamal’s precum. 

“What do you think of Mike, Mary?” Jamal asked with a taunting smile. “He’s a sissy white boy, isn’t he? He’s not bad at sucking cock though.”

Mike saw that Mary was looking at him. She had a curious look on her face. Not mocking, but curious.

Jamal let Mike go. He staggered back, onto the floor. He felt exposed, being naked except for the thong panties. He felt especially embarrassed with Mary there. He wiped his face with the back of his arm.

“You’re probably wondering why I swapped with Xavier,” Jamal said to Mike. He looked at Mary and grinned. “First of all, because Mary here has a fine pussy. Very fine. I respect her. Mary’s a fine lady.”  

Mary smiled back at Jamal. She even blushed at his compliment.

“But also, because Jen’s gotten more curious about black men. You may have noticed,” Jamal said with a grin. “And I’ve decided to let her satisfy her curiosity. To a point. She still belongs to me. But I’ve decided to allow her to experience certain men. Men I respect.”

Jamal looked at Mike and added “Mike, you are here tonight because I want you to know that other men get more than what you get. With your wife. They get more than what you get. What do you get Mike? Say it with me – you get a fleshlight. You get her feet. No pussy. No ass. No mouth.  Not even her hand. You don’t get to see her body much less touch it. Other men get more than you. Way more. They get the same that I get, when I allow it. They have to be wrapped though. Only I nut in her pussy.”

Then Jamal smiled at Mike. It was an evil smile.  

“Not all are black, either,” he said. “White men that I respect. Like Mary’s husband. I respect Sebastian.”

Mike’s eyes went wide. He heard Mary gasped “Oh my god!”

Mike and Mary both jumped up and bolted for the connecting door. They swung it open.

“No! No! No!” Mike cried at what he saw.  

Jen was in bed with both Xavier and Sebastian! Sebastian!

Xavier was on his knees next to Jen. He was half hard, slowly stroking himself as he watched the action taking place next to him. Clearly he had already cum. There was a used condom full of his sperm on the floor next to the bed.

Jen was on her back. Sebastian was on top of her. Sebastian!  The cuckold Sebastian!

Jen’s legs were open. Somehow, Mike registered that she was naked except for the black stockings and the Jimmy Choo pointy toe pumps.

Sebastian was inside her. He was fucking his wife.

Even worse, they were kissing. Jen was kissing Sebastian as he fucked her.

“Oh god, no ... no ... no ...,” Mike groaned. Sebastian was a cuckold, like him. How could Jen be having sex with him? How?

“Sebastian! What are you doing?!” Mary cried.

“I’m sorry Mary!” Sebastian said regretfully. But he didn’t stop pounding Jen’s pussy. “I can’t help myself! I have to!” Sebastian gripped Jen’s hips and fucked her harder and faster, even as he looked forlornly at his wife.

“Jen ...” Mike said painfully, his eyes tearing up.

Jen looked at her husband. “We’re almost done baby ...,” she promised. “It’s ... we’re almost done .... just ... it’s ....” She couldn’t talk. She was too into the fucking she was getting. She was consumed by it.

Mike looked into her beautiful face, and saw the look he had seen so many times. His wife was lost in lust. It was her cum face, she was in major slut mode now. Her body, her pussy, they were in control now, not her head or her heart. She couldn’t stop now, she was too far gone, she couldn’t stop until they were done.

Abruptly, Jen grabbed Sebastian’s arms as her body tensed and her toes curled in the Jimmy Choos. Her head rolled back and she cried “Oh god oh god I’m cumming I’m cumming ...!”

This destroyed Mike! His wife was cumming on a cuckold’s cock! A cuckold’s cock! It destroyed him! Yet, he couldn’t take his eyes away.

Sebastian climaxed moments later. He smashed his lips against Jen’s as he pounded her pussy with short powerful thrusts. Then he pushed in deep. He stayed there as he moaned, his climax ripping through his body. His orgasm seemed to go on forever, and he cried out the entire time, a passionate wail as he experienced the most intense and pleasurable orgasm of his life. His body shuddered as his cock jerked with each jet of sperm shot into Jen’s body, into the condom.

After his orgasm finally ended, Sebastian collapsed on top of Jen, his face buried in her long, lush blonde hair. Her hair had been up earlier, but now it was down. Despite everything, Mike couldn’t help wondering, when had she let her hair down? His heart was breaking as he wondered, did she let her hair down for Sebastian? She did that for him?

The room was silent except for the panting of Jen and Sebastian. Eventually Sebastian pulled out. The condom was full of his sperm. Seeing such evidence of his betrayal, Mary cried “Sebastian! How could you?!”

“Now, calm down Mary,” Xavier said, chiding her with an abused, calm voice. He punched Sebastian’s arm and with a grin, said “My man here had a chance to smash some fine pussy. Jamal said it was okay. And what real man would say no to Jen here?”  

Mary glared at both her husband and Jen but didn’t speak back to her bull. The last thing she wanted was for him to dump her, as Jaylen had.  Also, she was caught off guard by Xavier calling Sebastian a “real man.”  It had been years since she thought of her husband as a real man.

The 3 of them—Xavier, Mary and Sebastian—quickly dressed, going someplace to work things out.

As he passed Mike, Sebastian whispered, “I’m sorry Mike. It just kind of happened. I’m sorry ....”  Although the older man looked more jubilant than regretful.
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Mike felt numb. He felt empty inside. He could understand his wife desiring Adonis-type men like Jamal, Cam, and Scott. But Sebastian? What did that say about him – about her desire for him (or lack thereof) – that she clearly enjoyed sex with Sebastian? That she had an intense orgasm with Sebastian?  With a cuckold?  

A cuckold!

Jamal moved to the bed. He had gotten dressed again.

He sat next to Jen and put both hands on her shoulders, his face close to hers. They spoke in low tones, but since it was a small room, Mike could easily hear everything.

“You having fun?” Jamal asked.

“I am,” Jen answered with a smile.

“You like Xavier?”

“I do.”

“Not as much as me though, right?”

Jen laughed. “No, not as much as you,” she said while smiling into Jamal’s eyes.

“What about Sebastian?” Jamal asked.

“He’s nice,” Jen said with a smile.

“You haven’t had white boy dick for a while,” Jamal said with a teasing grin. “How was it?”

“It was good,” Jen said with another laugh.

Then Jamal kissed her, and she kissed him back. After a few moments of kissing, Jamal stood up. “I’ll wait for you outside,” he said. “Remember, you have the Ritual.” Seeing Jen nod, Jamal moved to the door. He glanced at Mike – he was still naked except for the panties. Seeing the sight of Mike’s small erection poking through the pink lace, he laughed.  “You oughta tuck that little sissy boy pussy in,” Jamal said with the laugh still in his voice.  Then he left looking smug and superior.

It was then that Jen looked at the husband. She gently said, “Come here Mike.” She patted the bed next to her.

When Mike didn’t move, Jen went over to him. She put her arms around him and pressed her body to his, hugging him. She was in her stockinged feet, so now she was a little shorter than him.

Mike’s feelings were raw. He was angry with Jen, incredibly hurt, he felt jealous, and bitter. His stomach was churning, his chest felt like it was in a vise.

“I think I should leave,” he said, his voice shaky with emotion.

Jen hugged him tighter. “I don’t want you to leave,” she told him.

“Why do you care?” he said bitterly.

“I care a lot,” Jen insisted. “I love you.”

Jen managed to get Mike to sit with her on the bed. Her eyes were on his erection in the pink lace. Despite the feelings churning in him, he was still incredibly turned on. She put her hand over him. The lace was slick with his precum. “Have you cum yet tonight?” 

“No,” he said with a shake of his head.

Jen reached into the pink lacy panties and pulled out his hard dick. “Let me make you cum,” she said, moving on the bed so as to give him a foot job.

“No,” Mike said, pulling her back.  “Use your hand.”

Jen’s eyes got big with surprise.  “You know what that means, right?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“You want a ruin?”

“It’s no worse than what you’ve already done to me tonight,” Mike said masochistically.

Jen gave him pretend pout.  “Sometimes it feels good to be the victim, right?”

Mike gave her a whatever shrug.  “Go ahead,” he said.  “Jamal is your man, right?  And it’s his rule 5.  Go ahead.  Do it.  Do it.”

“You know this gets me really hot, right?” Jen said excitedly as she began to stroke Mike’s cock.  With lust covering her pretty face, she said, “Jamal uses my body.  He gets pleasure.  Xavier.  Sebastian gets pleasure.  You don’t get any pleasure.  No release either. All you get is a ruin.  Poor baby.  All you get is frustration and longing.”

“Jen, god ...,” Mike groan.

“I need to tell you something,” Jen said with an excited, mischievous grin.

“What?” Mike asked, breathing hard.

“It’s gonna hurt,” Jen said as she pumped Mike’s hard dick up and down.

“Tell me.”

“Are you sure you can handle it?” Jen asked as she began stroking Mike’s cock harder and faster.

“Just tell me!” he begged.

“Sebastian fucked me really good,” Jen said.  “Like, really good.  He made me cum hard.  I can’t believe he’s a cuck.” 

“Oh god, Jen!” Mike cried as his orgasm was at the brink of no return.

Jen pulled her hand away just as he was about to cum. 

“No!” Mike cried as his dick flailed and jerked this way and that, spewing sperm uselessly into the air.  He groaned at his pleasureless, frustrating, ruined orgasm.  He gasped.  He’d gotten no release.  The need for orgasmic pleasure burned within him.

Jen giggled as Mike panted with sexual frustration.  “You asked for it, baby,” she said with a grin.

She got a towel and cleaned the cum from Mike’s soft dick.  “At least this way you can tuck your little guy between your legs,” she said, looking at his manhood.  After cumming, it was barely an inch long, maybe a little more.  “You don’t look as sexy in the panties with an erection.”

“Thanks a lot,” Mike said sourly.  “Let me guess.  You wouldn’t wanna see Sebastian in panties.”

“I get it upset you to see me with him,” Jen said with a soft hand to Mike’s cheek.  “I wasn’t expecting that to happened.  This is the first time Jamal’s shared me.  I mean, since Joey.  I guess I’m not surprised, he’s talked about it, and I knew something was going to happen tonight. I was kinda surprised he picked Xavier, though, he doesn’t think much of him. But I guess it was because of Mary and Sebastian.”

Mike shook his head.  “Why’d you let him touch you?” he whispered, his voice breaking with emotion. “I don’t want to see you with him.”

“It was a onetime thing,” Jen promised. “I didn’t even know it was happening, until it was happening. Xavier finished, and then Sebastian was there. I didn’t even know who it was at first.”

“But you didn’t make him stop!” Mike cried.

“Mike, baby, it wasn’t like a conscious decision,” Jen said gently. “I was so worked up after Xavier finished.  And like I just said, Sebastian felt good inside me.”

“Did you let your hair down for him?” Mike asked accusingly.

“What?” Jen said, not understanding.

“Sebastian—did you let your hair down for him?!” Mike repeated.

“Um, I mean, I don’t know,” Jen sputtered, still not understanding. She touched her hair, seemingly just noticing that it was down, rather than up as it had been when she dressed that evening. “I guess, at some point it got loose. I don’t know remember ... I guess I did let my hair down.”

“For Sebastian?  You let your hair down for Sebastian?”

“I mean ... I guess,” Jen said, still unsure why this mattered to her husband.

“Were you on top of Sebastian? When you let your hair down, were you on top of him?” Mike demanded.

“I mean, yeah, I was on top of Sebastian for a while,” Jen said, trying to remember.  “I guess I did let my hair down then.  That would make sense, right?”

“You let your hair down for Sebastian!” Mike said accusingly.  “When you were on top, looking into his eyes as you fucked him!  You let your hair down for Sebastian at that moment!”

Jen frown at her husband. She didn’t understand his point. She said, “Well ... is that a bad thing? I mean, it was sex Mike. Why’s it matter?”

“It matters Jen!” Mike said with exasperation. Why didn’t she understand this? There were some things she wasn’t supposed to do. Like wear another man’s shirt. Or let her hair down for him. Or wear jewelry he bought for her. Those were big things!  Especially for a cuckold like Sebastian!

“Okay, okay, I get it,” Jen said soothingly.  “I didn’t know letting my hair down for Sebastian was a big thing, but now I do, and I won’t do it again.  And anyways, tonight was a onetime thing with Sebastian so it will never happen again.”

Mike took a deep breath. He forced himself to calm down.

“Can I ask you something?” Jen said after a few moments.

Mike nodded his head yes.

“Did you go down on Jamal?” she asked. “When you were in the other room?”

When Mike didn’t answer, she pressed, “Did you? Get down on your knees? Let Jamal fuck your face? When you were naked except for this pink thong?” 

Jen kissed him, giving him a little tongue. “Tell me baby,” she urged. “I wanna know.”

Mike hesitated. After a long moment, he finally relented and said, “Yes.”

Jen moaned. “That’s so fucking hot!” she said excitedly. “Did it get you hot? Were you hard?”

Mike hesitated again. Then he admitted, “Yes.”

“I wish I could’ve seen it!” Jen said excitedly, her beautiful blue eyes sparkling with delight. “You on your knees with Jamal’s big cock in your mouth, with your little dick hard in these pretty pink panties.” She kissed him again, this time smashing her lips against his. “Maybe I’ll use the strap-on on you later,” she said with a lust filled, throaty voice. “Would you like that baby?  I’ll fuck your ass and get you off that way!”



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 14


[image: ]


Mike waited outside in the bar while Jen put herself back together. She was a mess after fucking Xavier and Sebastian.  They discovered the bedroom had a little bathroom off the side.

Mike ordered a Highland Park scotch at the bar. He looked across the room and saw Scott. He was talking to Allie. And Nala was talking to Joe. Mike didn’t know where Joe and Allie had been since they all left Slowly Shirley, but now they were here. His head was still spinning from what happened with Jen, and now seeing Scott, Allie and Joe here made his insides churn. This was all too much, like one of those horror movies where the bad things kept getting piled on.

Mike realized Allie was the only single white girl there, and Joe and Scott were the only white men who were not married (and not cuckolds). He didn’t understand why they were allowed to be here.

Mike saw that many of the white wives were dancing sexily with black men. More than a few were partially undressed, and some of the wives were making out with their black lovers and being openly fondled, with their husbands standing nearby, watching. The sexual tension and energy in the room were off the charts.  

Jen emerged from the bedroom. Mike’s eyes were immediately on her, as were the eyes of many of the men in the room. Her hair was up again, her makeup was perfect again. She wore the same outfit, the bustier and short leather mini-skirt, with the Jimmy Choo pointy toe heels. The only difference were her black stockings. Now they were a little laddered down the side, no doubt from the fucking she’d gotten from Xavier and Sebastian.

Jen looked around, like she was looking for someone. Then she saw Mike. She smiled and moved towards him.

Jen took his hand. She asked, “Are you alright?” 

Mike squeezed her hand. It made him feel warm inside. He looked her up and down and said, “You’re so fucking hot. You’re the sexiest girl here. It’s not even close.”  

Jen smiled at him. 

“Allie and Joe are here,” he told her.  “And Scott.”

Jen looked across the room and nodded. “Jamal invited him,” she told him.

“I thought you had to be a wife, or husband, or bull, to be here,” Mike said.

“Jamal gets to do what he wants,” Jen said. “He’s everyone’s friend.”

Mike didn’t understand what she meant at first. Then he got it. Jamal was everyone’s drug dealer.

“He’s selling drugs here?” Mike whispered.

“I don’t ask,” Jen whispered back. “I don’t think he sells it though. Not here. He gives it away.”

“How does he make money if he gives it away?” Mike asked. Both of them were still whispering.

“I don’t know Mike,” Jen said with exasperation. “I don’t get involved in that part of his life. If you’re worried about him, well, you can ....” Her voice trailed off.

Mike understood immediately what she was alluding to. He could gift some Sapphire stock to Jamal. With that money, Jamal could probably stop dealing drugs.

“You still want me to give him Sapphire stock,” he said accusingly.

“I never said that,” Jen said. “I’m just saying, if you’re worried about Jamal—.”

Mike interrupted her. “Why the fuck would I be worried about him?” he hissed.

“I don’t know Mike,” Jen said impatiently. “Maybe because he’s important to me, and you’re my husband, so he should be important to you too.”

Mike gawked at her. “I can’t believe you just said that,” he said incredulously.

At that moment, the bartender approached. Jen gave Mike a warning look and they stopped talking. The bartender asked, “What are you having Jen?” 

Jen pivoted from “real life Jen” to “party girl Jen.” She smiled at the bartender and said, “A Belvedere martini.”

“Dirty?” the bartender said with a grin.

“Always,” Jen said with a flirty grin. The bartender’s grin got bigger.

“With extra olives,” she added. With a grin in her voice, she added, “I haven’t had my vegetables today.” The bartender laughed. He moved away to mix her drink.

Jen pivoted back to “real life Jen.” “Let’s talk about it later,” she whispered to Mike. She reached for his hand. “Please,” she implored, squeezing his hand.

Mike clenched his jaw and remained silent. They didn’t say anything as they both watched the bartender mix her drink. Mike gulped down the Highland Park, trying to steady his nerves. 

When the bartender returned with her dirty martini, Jen asked “And could you get my husband another one? Mike, this is Laron. He makes the best drinks here. Laron, this is my husband, Mike.”

The bartender nodded at Mike. “Highland Park, right?” he asked.

“Yes, thanks,” Mike asked, his voice still unsteady from emotion.

After Laron filled Mike’s glass, Mike pulled out his wallet and motioned to both his Highland Park and Jen’s dirty martini. “How much do I owe you?” he asked.

“It’s okay baby,” Jen said, putting her hand on his wallet. “Jamal has a tab.”

“You’re my wife! I’ll pay for your drink!” Mike snapped.

Laron discretely moved away. He’d seen white husbands like Mike trying to top from the bottom. It didn’t work here. Not at this bar.  He would learn, sooner or later.  It would be better for the whitey, cuckold husband if he learned sooner.  

“Mike baby,” Jen said gently. “Husbands can’t here. You’re not allowed to buy me a drink. You can buy your own drink if you want, if you don’t want to put it on Jamal’s tab.”  

Mike’s stared at Jen, not knowing what to say.

“I should go say hi to Allie,” Jen said. “Coming with me?”

Mike shook his head no. “I’ll hang out here,” he said.

“You should come with me,” Jen urged him. “That’s what you get from this. To watch.”

“I can watch from here,” Mike insisted. He was being defiant, like Custer’s last stand, but instead of fighting for Little Bighorn, Mike was trying to hold onto what was left of his dignity, his manhood.

Jen put her hand over Mike’s again. “Are you okay?” she asked. Trying to make him feel better, she said “Those are just the rules, Mike. Who cares if Jamal buys my drinks? It doesn’t mean anything. You’re my provider. Not Jamal. I know that. And you’re an awesome provider. You are.”

Mike clenched his jaw again, not saying anything. She was trying to make him feel better, but her words were just making things worse.

Jen moved closer. She moved her hand down to his crotch. He had a hard-on. “I know this all gets you hot,” she whispered as she lightly stroked him over his pants. “I know you’re upset. But it’s – what do you call it? – cuckold angst. It gets you hot. Right?”

Mike’s feelings were raw. Hurtful emotions swirled inside him. Yet, he couldn’t deny it. He was super turned on.  He nodded.

Jen gave him a mischievous grin and added, “It must be worse since I just ruined your orgasm.”  With a pretend pout, she said, “No relief for my baby.”

Mike clenched his jaw and balled his hands into fists.  Yes, it WAS worse!  But he didn’t say anything to Jen.

Jen gave him a sympathetic smile. “I just need to finish here with Jamal,” she told him. “Then we’ll go home.”

“How long?” Mike asked.

“I don’t know,” Jen said. “An hour? Maybe two. No more than two.”

Mike thought about it. Two hours. It seemed like a lifetime. He dreaded it. But he also felt thrilled the evening wasn’t over.

“Okay,” he whispered in a hoarse voice.

Jen moved her hand from his crotch to his cheek. She smiled at him as she tenderly caressed his cheek. Then she walked away, moving towards where Allie stood with Scott, Joe and Nala.  
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“WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?” Allie whispered to Jen. They were standing a few feet away from Scott, Joe and Nala. There were many male eyes on them. That was expected, when the 2 prettiest girls in the room talked.

“Where have you been?” Jen asked back. When Allie grinned and looked at Joe, she said “Oh god ... already?”

“We did it in the fucking uBer on the way here,” Allie said with a delighted grin. “The driver didn’t mind. He was looking in the mirror the entire time. But god, Jen, the boy can fuck. I’m already ready for round 2.”

“God Allie ...,” Jen said with a laugh.

“So where have you been?”

“See those doors over there?” Jen said, motioning to the other side of the bar. “They’re bedrooms. I was with 2 guys.”

“Jamal?”

“No. Two other guys.”

“Oh my god, you’re such a slut,” Allie said with an amazed smile on her beautiful face.

“Me? You did it in front of the uBer driver,” Jen said back. They both laughed.

“I feel like we’re back in college again,” Jen said with a grin.

“I know,” Allie said, grinning too. “Remember that time we did those 2 guys from Clemson? Remember? They were there for the Penn State game.”

Jen grimaced and lamented, “I still can’t believe I had sex with a guy from freaking Clemson.” 

After a moment, Jen added “He was the last guy I was with before I started dating Mike.”

“No, you were already dating Mike,” Allie corrected her.

“No I wasn’t,” Jen said.

“Jen, you were,” Allie insisted. “I remember. You sat with Mike at the football game. Remember? He was wearing that geeky Barry Manilow jacket. And you took him to the pre-game mixer too. What ever happened to that jacket anyway?”

“But we weren’t dating then. We were just hanging out,” Jen insisted.

Allie looked skeptical. “Jen, you were with him all the time. I know you were having sex. You used to brag about how great a tongue he had. Why does it matter anyway? So you cheated on bubble boy. Why’s it matter now? I get why you didn’t tell him before, but now you know he’s into that. So tell him. You know he’ll love it.”

Jen shook her head. “That was before all this started, before the game,” she whispered. “He might flip out. He just flipped out just now.”

“You haven’t told him about Scott then?”

Jen glared at Allie. “Of course I haven’t told him about Scott!” she hissed in a low voice. “Are you freaking crazy?!” She looked worriedly over Allie’s shoulder, where the man they were talking about was standing only 10 feet away. Luckily he wasn’t looking their way.

“I’m not talking about this,” Jen said flatly.  

“Not talking about what?” a voice asked. Jen turned. It was Jamal! How long had he been standing there?

“Nothing,” Jen sputtered. “Just girl stuff.”

“Okay, then ...,” Jamal said with a laugh. He took Jen’s arm. “Come on. Let’s get this party going.” He began leading Jen towards the back.

“What?” Allie asked.

Jen grabbed Allie’s arm. “Come on,” she said.
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It was the bar’s cold storage room. The room was refrigerated, to keep beer and wine chilled. It was too chilly in the room to stay long. But then, people never stayed long.

A table had been set up. Black bulls and white wives were taking hits of cocaine. Husbands could watch, but they weren’t allowed to participate (even if they wanted to). The bulls got off on the husbands seeing their wives taking hard drugs.  It was part of the process of the husbands seeing their wives being corrupted and ruined. Seeing them get used up. The black bulls got off on that.  

(More than one white wife had been discarded and tossed back to her husband after being ruined by the black men.  Once pretty, sexy, and ripe, the drugs and hard partying had robbed the wife of her youthful looks.  When sent back to her husband, she’d been addicted to cocaine and had to go into rehab for 6 long months.  Once she was finally released, she was overweight and no longer toned.  So the black men had ruined no only her once pretty face, but also her once sexy body. And of course, her pussy was loose after fucking big black cocks for years.  The wife was essentially ruined for her husband.  Luckily for the wife, the husband had not made her sign a prenup, so he could not replace her with a younger, prettier and sexier trophy wife without losing half of his wealth.)

Jen looked around. Mike wasn’t there. She was grateful. She wasn’t afraid of coke. She liked it, it made everything better when she partied with Jamal. She also knew her limits and wasn’t afraid of it. But, she knew it got Mike upset so she was glad he wasn’t there.

Scott and Joe were there, already taking hits. Nala wasn’t there. Jen wasn’t surprised. Wait staff, like husbands, weren’t allowed. It was part of the rules of the bar, just like husbands not being allowed to pay for their wives’ drinks. 

Most of the wait staff were black girls (there were a few black men).  It was ironic how the black bulls treated the wait staff almost like second class citizens.   Jen didn’t like thinking about that.  So like other things, she forced herself not to think about it.

“Jamal always brings good stuff,” Jen whispered to Allie.

“Coke,” Allie said, looking at the small mounds of the white powder on the table. “Now I know I’m back in college.”

“Do you want a bump?” Jen asked her best friend.

“Of course I want a bump,” Allie said. Jen grinned. Her best friend was always up for anything.

“Step right up ladies,” Jamal said with a big grin. His gold teeth sparkled in the overhead hanging lights.

Jamal had formed 4 lines of white powder with a credit card. Moving together, Jen and Allie approached the table. They both bent at the waist. Then, using straws, they inhaled one line into one nostril, and the other line into the other.

“Fuck,” Allie moaned, standing straight again and rolling her head back. “That’s. So. Fucking. Amazing.”

“Yeah, yeah ...,” Jen panted. As it often did, she felt a little unbalanced by the coke. She knew she’d feel better in a minute. For now, she gripped Allie’s arm to keep from falling. Allie felt unsteady too. She leaned into Jen for her own balance, resting her forehead on Jen’s. The way they were standing, their lips were just inches apart, and their breasts pushed into each other.

All eyes were on the two pretty girls. They didn’t know it, as their eyes were closed as the euphoria of the coke gushed through their sexy bodies. But the men in the room were practically salivating, seeing their tits pressed together, and their sexy lips – wet with lipstick – almost touching.  Were they about to be treated to some sexy girl-on-girl action?

“Why don’t you kiss?” Jamal said, saying out loud what every man was thinking (and hoping).

His voice broke the girls out of their reverie. They both looked at Jamal. They saw him looking at them, and the other men looking too. They looked at each other. And then they realized how they must look to them.

“I wanna see you kiss,” Jamal said, grinning at them. “You’ve done it before. Right? Best friends. College roommates. Sorority girls. You’ve fucked, right? Rubbed pussies?”

It was Allie that answered. It was always Allie. She was the bad girl brunette, to Jen’s blonde girl innocence.  

“You’d love that, right Jamal?” Allie teased. She wrapped her arm around Jen’s waist and pulled her close, pressing their bodies together.  

Allie brought her hand up to Jen’s bust. She squeezed her tit through the black bustier. “You’d love to know if I played with these little titties on those lonely nights at Triple-D.” Triple-D was their sorority—Delta Delta Delta.

“Allie, come on,” Jen said with a laugh, trying to push away. But Allie held her tight.

“Jen’s always been like this,” Allie said, grinning at Jamal and the other men, and then grinning at Jen. “She pretends to be sweet. Innocent. Chaste. She doesn’t wanna be a bad girl.  So you have to force her.”

Then Allie grabbed the back of Jen’s hair and smashed her lips against hers. Jen resisted at first, then she kissed Allie back. For long moments, the 2 girls made out, kissing open mouth, their tongues dancing. 

Allie moved her hands down.  Still kissing Jen, their tongues dancing, Allie jerked up Jen’s leather mini-skirt.  Jen hadn’t bothered to put her panties back on after getting doubled by Xavier and Sebastian, so Jen’s bald pussy was on display for all the men.  So were her long legs in the stockings and high heels.

The men in the room watched, shocked and amazed, all of them breathing hard and with their cocks hard and tenting their pants. 

Then Allie abruptly broke the kiss. Jen was panting, and momentarily disoriented. Before she could recover, Allie spun Jen around and pushed her down on the table, so her tits smashed against the flat surface. She jerked Jen’s mini-skirt higher, so now it was around her waist.  With her foot, she kicked Jen’s legs apart, her Jimmy Choo pointy toe heels scrapping across the floor.

Allie looked over Jen’s back, at the men watching, their mouths open, all of them breathing hard, all of them with hard cocks. Allie grinned, loving the attention. 

“If I had a dick, I WOULD fuck this sexy bitch,” she teased. “Just remember boys, she likes it rough. She likes being forced.”

Jen pushed away from the table, pushing down her skirt. Looking at her best friend, she angrily said “What the fuck Allie!”

Allie threw her head back, laughing. “You know how coke makes me crazy,” she said with a big smile at her friend.

Jen couldn’t help smiling back. She could never stay mad at Allie. Just like she could never stay mad at Mike. And she loved the crazy Allie. It did feel like they were in college again!
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Mike didn’t know where Jen went. Then he saw her emerge from what looked to be a storage room. She walked arm-in-arm with Allie, both of them laughing. Jamal, Scott and Joe followed close behind.

Jamal grabbed Jen, pulling her away from Allie. He wrapped his arms around her. He pulled her lips to his, and they kissed. They more than kissed, he mauled her mouth and groped her body. Jamal seemed even more aggressive than usual, more hot for Jen than usual. It looked like he was going to fuck her right there in the middle of the bar!

When they finally broke the kiss, Jamal was whispering into her ear. Jen was smiling, nodding at whatever he was saying.  

Mike studied his wife. She looked manic, her eyes brighter than normal. Her knew that look. She was high on coke. That’s where she’d been, that’s where they’d all been. Getting high on Jamal’s cocaine.

Mike clenched his fists. He hated when she used coke! It was dangerous! She was a mother! Didn’t she think about Anna when she did it? Jen always assured him she knew what she was doing, she knew her limits, and she had to play along if she wanted to keep Jamal.  

But Mike suspected it was more than just trying to keep Jamal. She liked it too. It was like what she said back at Scott’s bar. This was who she was now.

Mike had had enough! He was going to grab Jen and drag her out of there! He was going to take her home, and away from all of this!

Laron, the bartender, approached with the bottle of Highland Park. “Stay calm friend,” he said as he topped up Mike’s glass. “On the house. You look like you need it.”

“I’m getting my wife out of here!” Mike hissed.

“Okay, you can do that,” Laron said calmly. “But then what are you gonna do? How are you gonna feel tomorrow? Are you gonna be happy you dragged her out of here? Or mad at yourself? Disappointed you didn’t let things play out here?”

Mike stared at the black bartender, surprised by his questions.

“Jamal only brings his best shit here,” Laron assured Mike. “Nothing laced with any nasty shit. He comes here all the time. He knows these people. He doesn’t want anyone to get hurt.”

“You’re saying cocaine’s safe?” Mike spat out.

“Seems like, Jen knows what she’s doing. Maybe you should trust her,” Laron said with a shrug. “And anyway, nothing’s safe. You think letting other men fuck your wife is safe? But you can’t stop. It’s in your DNA, right? So you gotta be cool about it. Dragging her out of here will not end well. Believe me. I’ve been there.”

Then Laron’s attention was drawn across the bar. Mike followed his eyes. He saw Nala. Earlier she’d gone down on Scott. Now she was making out with Joe.  

“Are waitresses ... are they allowed to do that?” Mike asked.

Laron shook his head, his eyes still on Nala with Joe. “Not with black men – the bulls,” he said. “But those are white boys.”

“So waitresses can be with husbands?” Mike asked.

“Now why would Nala ever want to be with a cuckold husband?” Laron spat out derisively. But he wasn’t making fun of Mike or the other husbands there. It was more like, he was defending Nala.

Then Mike saw something sparkling on Nala’s hand. A diamond. An engagement ring.

Mike said to Laron, “That’s a nice ring.”

Laron nodded his head. Without taking his eyes off Nala sucking face with Joe, he swallowed hard and said, “Yeah. It’s new. She just got it.”

Then Jen came into view and Mike forgot all about Laron and Nala. He watched as she moved towards Xavier. Mary and Sebastian weren’t around. Jen and Xavier talked, smiling at each other. No doubt, the two new lovers were reveling about their recent fuck.

Xavier took something from his pocket. It looked to be a strip of white plastic. He began wrapping it around Jen’s left wrist. She shook her head and said something, then she held out her right wrist. Grinning, Xavier instead wrapped the plastic strip around her right wrist. Then he took a black marker from his pocket, and wrote something on the plastic strip.

Then Jen left Xavier. She looked around the bar, like she was searching for someone. What was going on?

Mike sensed someone behind him. “I haven’t had the chance to thank you,” a voice said. “For the Sapphire stock.” Mike turned around – it was Mary, Sebastian’s wife.

“The money’s changed our lives,” Mary said, giving Mike a grateful smile. “Really. Sebastian does well, but being a local anchor only pays so much, and he’s never been able to break into any of the national networks. He’s envious actually that you’re on CNN. But don’t tell him I told you that.”

“I think he’s got more on me than I’ve got on him,” Mike said bitterly. He was talking about Sebastian fucking Jen.

Mary winced at Mike’s words. “I’m sorry about that,” she said. “Sebastian and I, we have an open marriage, he can do what he wants, just like I can. But he should’ve known Jen was off limits, because of what you did for us. He feels bad. He told me he couldn’t resist, when Jamal offered.”

“Jamal set it up?” Mike asked. He had suspected as much, but it was something else to hear his suspicions confirmed.

“Of course he set it up,” Mary said. “White husbands aren’t allowed with does, not here. The only way it happens is if the consort sets it up. And this is the first time I’ve ever seen it happen.”

Mike stared at her, processing her words.

“Jamal likes to fuck with the husband’s head,” Mary warned. “As much as he likes fucking the wife.”

“I’ve figured that much out,” Mike said sourly.

“Then why do you allow it?” Mary asked. “You’re rich. You could buy 10 Jamals. Why do you allow it?”

“Jen likes him,” Mike said with a shrug. “I love her. I want her to be happy.”

Mary shook her head and laughed. “I wish Sebastian was like you,” she said. “A true cuckold. Then I wouldn’t have to worry all the time about him running off with the college intern. Or whoever is the latest pussy of the month at his station.” Then her eyes moved to a spot across the room. Mike followed where she was looking. Jen was talking to Sebastian. As with Xavier a few minutes before, Sebastian was putting a wrist band around her right wrist. What was going on?

“They call it the Ritual,” Mary said.

“What?” Mike asked.

“They call it the Ritual,” Mary repeated. “It’s a game the bulls play.” She held up her left wrist. There was a white plastic strip around her wrist, the kind of wristband you’d get at a bar after paying the cover or showing your ID. “Jamal” was written on the plastic strip.

“You have to wear this if you’re with someone here,” Mary explained. “If you’re with someone who’s not your consort, I mean.” She proudly held up her left wrist and said, “Jamal put this on me. Jen was with Xavier and Sebastian, so they’re putting ones on her.”

Mike didn’t understand. A wrist band didn’t seem that earth shattering. “Why do they call it the Ritual?” he asked. 

“Well, it’s a way for bulls to mark girls they’ve been with,” Mary explained. “And it’s a sign of the consort’s control over his doe. That she’ll give her body to whoever he wants.” Then with a grin, she added “Not that I minded being with Jamal.”

Mary’s explanation was arousing, but still calling this “The Ritual” seemed overblown. “How long do you have to wear it?” he asked.

“Well, see, that’s the thing,” Mary said. “That’s part of the game.”

Mike looked questioning at her. Mary said “You have to wear it until the next husband’s party. That’s 2 weeks from now.”

Mike looked at her, still not fully understanding how The Ritual worked.

“There’s a penalty for taking it off early,” Mary said. “The doe’s consort gets to tattoo his name next to her pussy.”

“What?!” Mike said with alarm.

Mary grinned at him. “Don’t worry,” she said with a smile in her voice. “I don’t think it’s ever happened. But you’ll see the bulls tugging at the wrist band – wrist bands for Jen, since she has two. Jamal will too. He’ll pretend to tug them off.” With a teasing smile, Mary said “I’m sure he would like to tat his name next to Jen’s pretty pussy.”

Mike swallowed hard. “But you said it’s never happened,” he said.

“Well, actually, I heard about it happening once,” Mary said. “But it wasn’t the bulls who pulled it off. The doe’s husband cut if off. I guess he got off on the idea.”

Mike swallowed hard again. Mary gave him an inquisitive smile, as if saying “Do you get off on that too? Would you like ‘JAMAL’ inked next to Jen’s pussy?”

“But it’s really called the Ritual for what happens at the next husband’s party,” Mary said.

“What happens?” Mike asked, his voice dry and hoarse.

“The does with wrist bands are auctioned off,” Mary said. “Kind of like a slave auction. The does have to take off all their clothes – stockings and high heels are allowed, but that’s all. And then they’re auctioned off. The winner gets 10 minutes with the doe. In one of those bedrooms over there. He only gets 10 minutes, but he can do anything he wants. The only rule is, he has to wear a condom. And he can’t leave a permanent mark on the doe.”

Mary looked across the room at Jen. She was laughing and talking with Sebastian. “Jen is so pretty, she’ll get more than me at the auction,” Mary said, looking envious and sad, like she wished she was 20 years younger and could compete with a beauty like Jen. Then she forced a smile and said “But I’ll have fun too. I know some stags who’ll bid for me. And some consorts too. For their does. You know how men are. They like to watch girls together.”

“This is crazy!” Mike hissed. “Auctioning girls off like slaves? That’s crazy!”

“You don’t understand Mike,” Mary said. “It’s all optional.”

“What?”

“The bulls don’t force us to do anything,” Mary said. “If you don’t want to, you don’t have to put on a wrist band. They want us to submit to them willingly.”

Mary continued, saying, “The fact Jen let Xavier and Sebastian put the wristbands on her, it means she wants to be auctioned off.”

Mike stared at Mary, his eyes going wide.
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Mike wanted to talk to Jen, but he didn’t get a chance. After she was marked by Xavier and Sebastian – that’s what the bulls called putting wristbands on the bunnies, marking them – Jamal took her into his arms, like he was retrieving his property. From that point on, he didn’t let her leave his side.  

Jen seemed to enjoy getting Jamal’s exclusive attention. It was like, she had let Xavier and Sebastian fuck her, and mark her, and she’d snorted coke, all to please the real man in her life, Jamal.

As the evening progressed, the bar got wilder. More clothes fell off the wives, and they allowed themselves to be kissed and fondled by their consorts in front of everyone. In some cases, the consorts let stags play with their bunnies too. Some went into the bedrooms, but most played out in the open in the bar.

Mike watched as some white wives got on their knees, going down on one and in some cases two black men. Their white husbands stood close by, watching, oftentimes pulling out their dicks and stroking themselves as they watched their wives giving head. The bar was turning into a wild sex club, like an orgy porno movie.

Eventually, Mike found himself in a corner of the bar that seemed to be reserved for Jamal. Jen and Jamal were there, as were Scott, Allie, Joe and Nala.

They were all sitting on a big, curved sofa. The sofa was made of red faux leather.

They were paired up. Jamal was making out with Jen. Allie was making out with Joe. Scott was making out with Nala. It was a crazy scene.

Mike sat next to Jamal and Jen, so close he could feel the heat as they made out. Jen still had all her clothes on, but Jamal had pulled the top of the bustier down, exposing her hard, eraser-sized nipples. As he kissed her, Jamal had one hand on her tits, and the other up her black leather mini-skirt. Her legs were parted. Not only were her lacy stocking tops visible, so was the firm flesh of her thighs above.

Jen moaned and writhed as Jamal worked her body. She had her hand on his erection, rubbing his hard-on over his pants. The bulge in his pants was insane, extending halfway down his muscular thigh.

His cock was so big, Mike couldn’t believe he was comfortable in the confides of his pants. Jen seemed to think the same thing, as she pulled away from his lips, and worked on this pants. It was an effort, as she was frantic to get his cock out. She was in major heat, and she got frustrated when she wasn’t able to undo the top of his pants.

“Jamal please ....” she begged, her lust-filled, heavy-lidded eyes on his black face. He grinned, showing off his gold teeth, then he reached down and undid his pants. Jen hurriedly helped him pull his pants and boxer briefs down his legs. His big black cock stood up from his chiseled body.  

Jen’s eyes were on his cock. Almost 12 inches, thick like a soda can. “You’re so freaking beautiful,” she cooed, wrapping her hands around his shaft. Jamal moaned at the touch of her small, soft hands.  

“You’re fucking beautiful,” Jamal said as he looked at her face. Jen eyes moved from his cock to his face. They locked eyes for long moments, both of them breathing hard, silently communicating, her hands around his shaft, slowly stroking him up and down.

Jen had put her hair back up before coming back into the bar. She looked past Jamal at Mike. She saw her husband looking at her. He was breathing hard, his face flushed. Mike had his cock out like many of the other husbands, slowly stroking himself. Jen couldn’t help noticing how small – how tiny – his dick was compared to the monster she now held in her hands. Mike saw her look, knew what she was thinking as she compared his much smaller manhood to the monster in her hands – to a real man’s cock—and he shuddered.

Looking into her husband’s eyes, Jen reached up with one hand and undid her hair. Her lush blonde hair fell around her face, onto her shoulders and down her back. Mike had stopped breathing, his heart aching, his cock throbbing. “Oh god Jen ...,” he groaned, his body shuddering again.

Then, giving Mike one last look, she pulled her hair to the side and went down on Jamal.

Jamal looked over at Mike as Jen went down at him. With Jen working on him, he struggled to talk, but he said, “Xavier told me she has a sweet mouth. She went down on him. Sebastian said the same thing. Did you know she went down on that cucky boy too?”

Mike was breathing hard, his heart pounding. 

When he didn’t say anything, Jamal said “You know why I let them have her? So you’ll know she belongs to me, she’s my slut, and she’ll fuck whoever I say. And you know why else? Xavier made Jen cum. Sebastian did too. I wanted you to see that. Even a cuck like Sebastian can make your wife cum.” 

Jamal looked down at Mike’s dick and said “Jen will never cum with you again. She’ll never want you inside her again. You’re not a man to her anymore. How can you be, with your dick in panties? You don’t even have a dick, you have a sissy boy pussy.” 

Jamal was talking low, but everyone could hear—Jen, Allie, Scott, Joe and Nala, they could all hear.

Jen got off Jamal’s cock, her lips wet from his juices and her spit. She wiped her face with the back of her hand. Looking at Mike and speaking loud enough for everyone to hear, she said “That’s not true baby. He’s just being a dick. That’s not true.”

Jamal laughed. Then he picked Jen up so she was on his lap, straddling his muscular thighs. Then they were kissing and fondling again. 

Jen reached out and squeezed Mike’s hand. She only did that for a few moments though, as her passion for Jamal overwhelmed her and she again paid exclusive attention to him, pulling her hand back from Mike’s so she could use both hands to stroke Jamal’s thick, 12-inch cock.

Next to Jen and Jamal, Nala was sitting on Scott’s lap, straddling his thighs. She was still in her waitress outfit, a starched white blouse, short black skirt, charcoal hose, and shiny black lace up shoes. Nala was a pretty, light-skinned black woman with waves of soft black hair falling over her shoulders to her big boobs. She was 23, a college dropout. On her left hand, she wore an engagement ring with a big diamond. Scott had her blouse open and was fondling her bra covered tits as they made out.  

But as he kissed Nala, Scott kept glancing over at Jen. They were sitting so close on the red sofa, that her high heeled foot touched his thigh. He put his hand on Jen’s stockinged calf, tracing his fingertip along the black seam that ran down the back of her leg. Mike’s head (and cock) practically exploded when he saw Scott’s hand on Jen’s leg. She didn’t push his hand away, but as she continued to make out with Jamal, it wasn’t clear if she even knew it was Scott touching her.

Mike realized that Laron, the bartender, stood about 10 feet away. He was watching Nala with Scott. He had his dick out. His cock was probably average length, but thick. He was stroking himself as he watched.

Allie was on top of Joe, on the other side of Scott and Nala. They were kissing too. Joe had the top of Allie’s dress down around her waist, and he had taken off her bra (or maybe she’d been braless all night). Joe was mauling her big tits as he pushed his tongue down her throat. Allie’s tits were perfect. Big, perfectly shaped, perky without a hint of sag. Joe couldn’t keep his hands off her. And Allie had fully embraced her inner cougar.  And Joe was her cub.

The scene was crazy. Out of control.  

Nala reached down and took out Scott’s cock. She pulled her black skirt up so it was around her waist. Mike saw she was wearing thigh highs and a black thong. Nala turned her head, so she was looking at Laron. As she looked into his eyes, she pulled the thong to the side, then impaled herself on Scott’s big cock. Nala moaned at the penetration. Laron moaned too, and stroked himself faster. 

Laron softly moaned, “Yeah Nala honey, god yes, fuck that big white cock ....”

Despite Nala riding on top of him, Scott’s attention seemed to be on Jen more than the young black girl. He moved his hand from her leg to her bust, cupping one of Jen’s breasts. Jen broke the kiss with Jamal, and looked into Scott’s eyes as he fondled her. 

“Scott, no,” she breathed but she didn’t push his hand away. Her pouty lips parted and she moaned as he rubbed her hard nipple with his thumb and forefinger. “Oh god ...,” she moaned.

At that moment, Jamal pulled Jen’s thong to the side. Holding his cock with one large black hand, he ran his thick cockhead back and forth between her soaking lips, lubricating himself. Then he pushed his big dick into her.

Jen rolled her head back at the penetration. Jamal stretched her so much! Even though they’d been regularly fucking for months now, he still stretched her, and she loved that feeling! Scott’s eyes were on Jen’s beautiful face as she strained to take Jamal’s big cock into her. He moaned at the sight, and squeezed Jen’s tits harder.

Jen was soaking wet and still loose from fucking Xavier and Sebastian earlier, so Jamal entered her easier than usual. She moved back and forth on his cock, his big manhood rubbing so many of her pleasure spots. Within moments she came, her back arching and her head rolling back and she moaned with orgasmic pleasure.

Jen was so pretty, and when she came she was even prettier and sexier. Scott watched her cum, remembered all the times he’d watched her cum in the past while riding his dick, remembered all those times when he’d listened to her sweet voice in the throes of orgasm, and something snapped inside him. Suddenly out of control, Scott grabbed the back of Jen’s head and smashed his lips against hers.  

Jen was still in the throes of her orgasm, so she didn’t resist, in fact she kissed Scott back. The two old lovers traded spit and their tongues danced as Scott kissed Jen through her orgasm.

Then Jen seemed to realize what she was doing. “Scott, what ...?” she said, disoriented, glancing nervously at Mike. Mike was frozen, his hand still around his hard dick, but he was frozen, not able to move.

Scott said to Jamal, “Let me fuck her, and I’ll partner with you on that bar.”

Jamal looked at Scott, about to respond. But then suddenly, Allie (who was now on top of Joe with his cock inside her) reached over and kissed Nala. Suddenly all eyes were on the beautiful white brunette and the pretty (and younger) black waitress making out. As they kissed, Allie reached into Nala’s bra and squeezed her big tits. Laron moaned at the sight of his fiancée being kissed and getting felt up by a beautiful white girl while impaled on a big white cock. 

Jen used Allie’s distraction to crawl off of Jamal. “Mike, move,” she said, pushing her husband off the sofa. She got on her back on the sofa, and pulled Jamal to her. “Fuck me J, please, fuck me,” she begged her black lover. Jen had oriented herself so her feet were to Scott, so she was safe from his lips and hands.

Mike was on his knees on the floor (where Jen had pushed him), as Jamal got between Jen’s open stockinged legs and pushed his thick, 12-inch cock into her pussy. He fucked her hard and fast, with Jen panting “Yeah, yeah, fuck me with that nigga cock, fuck me nigga, fuck me, fuck me ....”

“Oh god, god, you’re making me cum Jamal!!” Jen cried as another orgasm slammed her body. Her pretty toes curled in the pointy toe Jimmy Choos, and her back arched as the orgasm smashed through her sexy body.

Jamal didn’t stop fucking her. He put Jen’s long shapely legs over his shoulders, and he fucked her even harder. It was like her orgasm never stopped, it just peaked, valleyed a little, and now it was peaking again, getting closer to spilling over again.

Suddenly Jen felt a hand on her bare ass. She looked past Jamal and saw it was Scott, he had reached around Jamal and was caressing her ass even as Jamal fucked her.  

Scott used Jen’s juices to lubricate his fingers, then he pushed 2 fingers into her pretty puckered asshole.

FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!

Jen’s body exploded with Jamal’s big cock in her pussy, and Scott’s fingers in her ass! It was the biggest orgasm yet!

Even as Jen’s body shuddered with post orgasmic shockwaves, Scott pushed Nala away. He hadn’t cum yet.

Laron was immediately on top of his fiancé, taking Scott’s place. He pushed his black cock bareback into Nala, taking her pussy like it was his property (which is was). They were soon making love, the soon-to-be newlyweds forgetting about everyone else in the room.

Jamal was still fucking Jen, her long legs on his broad shoulders. He was close.

Scott moved to Jen’s head. He took off the condom and tossed it to the floor. While she was still disoriented from cumming, Scott pushed his cock into her mouth. With both hands he gripped the back of her head, and then pushed his cock into her mouth until it hit her throat. Jen’s hands flailed as Scott fucked her pretty face.

At first she resisted. Then Jen wrapped both her hands around Scott’s shaft, sucking and stroking him as he fucked her face. Scott reached down and openly fondled her breasts, both of which had now fallen completely out of the bustier. Jen moaned at his touch. She reached to him and ran her fingers down his chest.  

Jamal was still fucking her, his big cock hitting all her pleasure spots, her clit, her g-spot, all the pleasure nerves in her pussy. Added to that, Scott was in her mouth, his hands on her breasts, his thumbs rubbing her nipples.  

It was too much. She came again, and this orgasm was the most intense, the most explosive of them all.

The shuddering of Jen’s body (and her whimpers) as she came pushed both Scott and Jamal over the edge. Almost at the same time, Jamal came in Jen’s pussy, and Scott came in her mouth. Jen’s cheeks ballooned as Scott filled her mouth with cum, and her throat muscles worked overtime as she swallowed his jizz. At the same time, Jamal’s black seed flooded her pussy and ran down between her ass cheeks.
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It was later that night (or early morning). Mike and Jen were at home in the loft apartment, in bed. She was freshly showered. Her hair was damp and had the familiar strawberry-vanilla scent of her shampoo. Her breath smelled like the toothpaste and mouthwash she always used. It was jarring for Mike to have this sense of normalcy about his wife, given what had happened not too long ago.

Jen was naked, snuggled into him. He was also naked, except he still wore the pink lace panties. Jen’s hand was inside the panties, her hand around Mike’s hard dick.

They were silent, the only sound was Jen’s hand scraping against the lacy material as she slowly stroked her husband’s dick.

“You’re breaking the rules,” Mike finally said, noting how she was naked next to him, and using her hand.

“That’s okay,” Jen said. “After tonight, I think we can break the rules a little.”

“I don’t want a ruin,” Mike told his wife.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Jen said as she continued to slowly stroke his dick up and down.

They were silent again. Jen reached down further, stretching the panties, and cupped his balls. The panties kept her from moving her hand. So she pulled the panties aside, the way Jamal had pulled her panties earlier that evening. Now his cock was out, although the string of the thong dug hard between his ass cheeks.

Jen tenderly cupped his balls again. Then she scrapped her fingernails across the underside, the way she knew her husband loved it.

When Mike moaned, she asked “You like that.” She tinkled his balls again.

“Yesssss,” Mike moaned. Then he groaned when Jen ran her fingertip along the string between his asscheeks.

“This always gets me so hot, when a man has his hand in my panties like this,” she said. Her fingertip had reached his anus. She pushed the string, so it pressed against his super sensitive asshole. Mike moaned. “And this always feels so good,” she said.  “Right baby? It feels good, right?”

“Jen ...,” Mike said through labored breathing. “We need to talk about tonight.”

“Okay, let’s talk,” she said as she wrapped her hand around his shaft again. As she slowly stroked him, she softly said, “Go head baby. Let’s talk.”

“What happened with Scott ...,” Mike began, but Jen cut him off.

“That was over the line,” she said. “I told Jamal that, after. Scott is off limits.”

Mike was silent for a moment. Then he said “I was going to say, if you had traded, it would’ve been okay.”

Jen was silent for long moments. Finally she said “We have to have some limits Mike. I get the idea of me with Scott turns you on. Which, by the way, would not have turned you on when we were getting back together. It would’ve made you insane.”

“But now you’re mine again,” Mike said. “Back then, I didn’t know if you were mine. I didn’t know if you still wanted him. Now I know you don’t.”

Jen got on one elbow and looked into his face. “How can you be so sure of that?” she asked. “What if we got together, we did it, and that triggered something inside me? You saw me tonight. You see how I am. I didn’t exactly push Scott away. I sucked him Mike. I let him touch me. And I liked it. Do you really want me to have real sex with him? Do you really want to risk all that starting up again?”

Mike was silent. Then he said “Sometimes I think it’s better if you’re with more than one guy.”

“I was with more than one guy tonight,” Jen said with a grin.

Mike grinned back. Then he got serious again and said “But you did that because of Jamal. I just think, maybe it’s better the way it was before. When you hooked up with Blake, and Doug and Wyatt, and Cam. So you can’t get so attached to one guy.”

“I thought that’s what you want,” Jen said. “You wanted me to get back together with Jamal. Remember? You wanted me to play harder? Remember?”

“I know, it’s just ... the things he said tonight ....”

“I thought that talk gets you off,” Jen said.  

“It does, but ...,” Mike said hesitantly. “It’s just, he goes too far sometimes. And he said it in front of Allie.”

“Jamal’s doing it on purpose,” Jen said. “You get that right? He knows you have a crush on her—.”

“No I don’t,” Mike insisted.

“It’s okay Mike,” Jen assured him. “It’s normal you have a crush on her. She’s beautiful, she’s my best friend, you’re around her a lot. I know you’re not trying to get into her pants, but she’s special to you. I think it’s sweet actually.”

Mike was silent, processing all this. He finally said, “I just want her to respect me. That’s all.”

“I know Mike. And she does,” Jen assured him. “But Jamal understands how people think. How they feel.  He knows how to push people’s buttons. That’s what he does at work, he consults on demographics. He got Allie together with Joey, because he knew that would bother you. It’s like, he’s cucking you with me. And he’s cucking you with Allie.”

Mike’s eyes went wide. “He told you this?” he asked.

Jen shook her head. “No,” she said. “But I figured it out. I mean, I’m not stupid. Jamal manipulates people. He gets off on it.” She motioned with her left wrist, at the Queen of Spades tattoo, and said “He got me to ink this on my wrist.”

“Do you regret it?” Mike asked.

“No,” Jen said. “Just because I know what he’s doing, that doesn’t mean I’m not into it. It doesn’t mean I can do anything about it. I mean, I guess, he HAS blacked me.”

Mike stared at her, breathing hard. He said, “But if you’re blacked, why are you worried about falling for Scott again?”

“Mike, god,” Jen said with a laugh. She leaned her forehead against his. “Certain personalities attract me. Black men have that personality. Not all, but a lot. Scott has that personality. I think Cam has that personality. You see? They’re dangerous for us Mike. I mean, not Jamal, I’m smarter now. But I’ve got so much history with Scott. He. Is. Off. Limits. Okay?”

Mike nodded. Then he grinned sheepishly at her.

“I can’t believe all you want to talk about is Scott,” Jen said, grinning back at him. She held up her right arm to show the 2 wristbands. “You don’t want to talk about this?”

Mike tugged on them, and Jen said “You don’t want to do that mister. Unless you want “Jamal” inked next to my pussy.” Mike shuddered. Jen saw it and gave him a teasing grin and said “I guess that idea gets you hot.”

“I don’t want that,” Mike said. He grinned as he lightly tugged on the bands again, saying “Although the idea does get me hot.” Jen laughed.

“So these are your first bands?” Mike asked.

Jen nodded, saying “You would’ve seen them before. I’ve seen other girls wearing them. And I’ve seen them auctioned.”

“And you want that,” Mike said. “You want to be auction?”

“I told you,” Jen said with a shrug. “This is who I am now. And you told me to play hard. And we only have like 6 weeks left.”

“It’s not like 6 weeks,” Mike said. “It IS 6 weeks.”

“Okay. Yeah, that’s what I mean.”

Mike eyed her. “Are you saying you want more time?” he asked.

“Mike, no,” Jen assured him. “I said that’s what I mean. 6 weeks.”

Mike eyed her again, as if trying to read her thoughts. Then, turning back to the auction, he asked, “It doesn’t bother you, that you have no control who’s going to buy you? And he has 10 minutes to do anything he wants to you? What if it’s someone you’re not attracted to?”

“You mean, like, someone who’s ugly, and has bad breath?” Jen asked a grin. It was an excited grin. “Do you remember what my biggest, darkest fantasy is?”

Mike’s eyes got big as understanding hit him. Being auctioned off, having no control, being forced to fuck whoever bought her, it was like being raped.

Then he remembered something else. “When Scott told Jamal he wanted to swap,” he said. “He said he’d partner on a bar.”

Jen nodded. “Jamal wants to open a bar with Scott,” she said. “He needs Scott. Scott’s done it before, and he has money.”

“What’s Jamal bringing to the party?” Mike asked.

“Well ...,” Jen began, then her voice trailed off. Mike got it immediately. Jamal would deal drugs at the bar, at a discount or maybe even free like tonight.

“Does Scott really want to get involved with drug dealing?” Mike asked.

“You make it sound so bad,” Jen said. “This isn’t like selling to kids at schools. This would be a bar, to adults. Anyways, I don’t know. I haven’t talked to Scott. I’m not going to talk to Scott.”

“But he’d do it, if Jamal lets him fuck you,” Mike said. With a grin, he said “That’s gotta be an ego boost.”

“Well, yeah,” Jen said with a laugh. “And also ....”

Her voice trailed off, but Mike saw an excited sparkle in her eyes. “What?” he asked.

“Well ...,” Jen began. “You know my deepest darkest fantasy? It also works, kinda, if Jamal sells me. You know? As something extra, for his best customers?”

“Are you serious?” Mike asked, his eyes going wide. “Have you said this to him?”

“No, of course not,” Jen said. “If I say anything, it ruins it.”

Mike was silent, processing her words as he stared at his beautiful wife. She looked so sweet and innocent, with her soft blonde hair and innocent blue eyes. But she was anything but innocent. She was a very bad girl.

“Anyways, I have something special for you,” Jen said, grinning at him. “Because you had to go through so much tonight. And you’re so freaking awesome. So I want to do something special for you.”

“What?” Mike asked, smiling back at her. Her words filled his heart with joy!

Jen put his cock back into the pink panties. Then she rubbed slick massage oil on him. She got on top of him, her little breasts smashed against his chest, and her naked pussy over his dick. She then slid back and forth over his body, his hard dick in the panties rubbing between her bare pussy lips. Since he was slick with oil, it was easy for her to slide back and forth.

“This is called a slide,” she said, their faces almost touching. “A camel toe slide. I used to do it for Colin, back in high school. I was 15. Back then, I wanted to be a virgin until I got married. Crazy huh?”

“You told me you lost your virginity to Colin, when you were 15,” Mike said. He was panting as Jen slid back and forth over his cock.

“I did,” Jen said. “I’m telling you. I was a sophomore. It was after a game.” Colin was the star high school quarterback. Both he and Jen went to Penn State, although Colin was a couple of years ahead of her. They dated all through high school and college, until Jen broke up with Colin and began dating Mike. But that was another story.

“I was, you know, I was a cheerleader,” Jen said, continuing her story as she slid back and forth over Mike’s cock. “We were, I can’t remember where, someone’s garage. It had a bed. We made out, Colin took off my cheer outfit. You’d love it, I was naked except for my socks and saddle shoes. I was doing this for Colin, the camel toe slide, sliding his cock between my pussy lips, trying to get him off and stay a virgin. It felt so freaking good, sometimes I came too doing it. I told you he was big, not nearly as big as Jamal but big.”

“Bigger than me,” Mike interjected.

“Yeah baby, way bigger than you,” Jen said, giving Mike a tender kiss on the lips. “Anyways, we were using massage oil like now, and I guess I was really wet, because he slipped inside my pussy. It was just the tip. I still remember how he moaned – how we both moaned – when he entered me. Colin couldn’t take it anymore. He grabbed my hips and pushed all the way inside me. I didn’t try to stop him. I guess I couldn’t take it anymore either. Anyways, that’s how I lost my virginity when I was 15. After that, we were fucking all the time. Like, everyday. It wasn’t just Colin, it was me too. It was like now Mike, I couldn’t get it enough. I remember, I had to go to a clinic for birth control pills. I couldn’t go to our family doctor. My dad still thought I was a virgin. He would have gone ape shit, especially if he knew that half the time I was full of Colin’s cum at the dinner table.”

Mike was panting as he stared into his wife’s beautiful face.

Then she added “But I don’t have to worry about you slipping inside me, because you’re wearing these pretty pink panties.”

Mike flushed at her reminder that he was wearing girl’s panties.

“I was gonna do this for you before, the other night,” Jen said as she slid back and forth. “Remember, when Jamal was here? But I’d just told him I wouldn’t let your little dick near my pussy, and I didn’t want to lie to him.  And anyways, that’s when he gave me the fleshlight to use on you.”

“I feel like, you try harder to tell him the truth, and you lie to me,” Mike said, his breathing heavy as she slid back and forth.

For a moment Jen looked pained. She quickly buried her head in the crook of his neck, so he couldn’t see. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

Mike quickly said, “It’s okay if you lie to me sometimes. It’s okay if you cheat on me. You know that gets me hot. It gets me hot I can’t give you what you need, so you need to get it from other men. You deserve it. You’re too hot for any one man.”

Jen rose up and looked into his face. “Sometimes I don’t get you,” she said. “If you cheated on me, I’d die. If you fucked Mary tonight, or even touched her, if you reached over and touched Allie, or Nala, it would kill me.”

“It does kill me when I see you with other men,” Mike said. “But I love it too. I can’t live without it. I know it’s crazy. You just have to love me.”

“I do love you Mike,” Jen swore.

“Even if you cheat on me, you have to love me,” Mike said.

“I’ll always love you,” Jen promised.

“Do you think it’s possible, for a wife to sleep with other men, to cheat, and still love her husband?” Mike asked.

“I do,” Jen said. “I know it is. I’m living that right now.”

“So you have cheated on me,” Mike said. “I’m not talking about Doug. That was part of the game. I’m talking about real cheating.”

Jen hesitated, then said “Well, you know about Joey ....”

“But besides Joe?” Mike pressed. “You can tell me. I won’t get mad. I forgive you. Ahead of time I forgive you.”

“Mike ...,” Jen began. “Cheating is complicated. Like, if people are separated, and she sleeps with someone, then she gets back together with her husband, is that cheating?”

“Of course not, they were separated,” Mike said.

“That’s what I mean,” Jen said. “It’s complicated. It depends on things.”

“What things?”

“Just what I said,” Jen said. “Timing. And other things. You know?”

Mike was silent as he processed this. At times, Jen didn’t directly answer his questions. And sometimes during those times, he was hesitant to press for details. He knew all he needed to know. She had cheated on him, with someone other than Joe. Sometime when they hadn’t been playing the game, Jen had been with another man – maybe other men – behind his back. But did that change anything? He decided he didn’t want to think about it anymore. As long as ...

“You can do whatever you want,” he said. “As long as you love me.”

“I do love you. I’ll always love you,” she promised.

“Even if you love someone else too,” Mike added. “Even if you fall in love with another guy. As long as you still love me too. Even Scott. You can love Scott, as long as you love me too.” 

“Mike,” Jen sighed, looking into her husband’s face. “Please don’t say that. I don’t ... I can’t go down that path again. I can’t fall in love like that again. It really hurts. I can’t do that again.”

“You did really fall in love with him?” Mike asked. “And it hurt when you broke up with him?”

“I broke up with him to be with you,” Jen said.

“But you were really in love with him? It really hurt when you broke up? Why didn’t you tell me before?”

“How could I tell you?” Jen asked. Her eyes were tearing up at the memories. “You were barely talking to me. If I told you I still loved Scott, you never would have taken me back.”

“Do you still love him now?” Mike asked.

“No, I don’t,” Jen said, shaking her head. “It was so long ago. He’s married now ...”

“Are you jealous he’s married?” Mike pressed.

“No, Mike, god, stop,” Jen pleaded. “I don’t care about him anymore. I just don’t want to do it again.”

“Do you wish Jamal had traded?” 

“Mike, no,” she said with exasperation. “I told you, I told Jamal afterwards, Scott’s off limits.”

“But then he fucked your face anyway,” Mike said. He voice wasn’t accusing though. It was more a statement of fact.

But Jen didn’t hear it that way. “Mike, god ...,” she lamented. “Are you really going to blame me for the crazy shit that happened tonight? I told you it got wild there. I warned you. I freaking didn’t even know it was Scott. I mean, I knew it was him, but it didn’t matter. By that point, it was just a dick.”

They were silent, with Jen continuing to slowly slide her body back and forth over his cock in the pink lacy panties. “Let’s talk about something else,” she suggested.

“I haven’t been inside you for 6 weeks,” Mike said.

“No, you haven’t,” Jen agreed as she slid back and forth. It felt good. He was close to cumming. “That turns you on, right?”

“I’m close,” he told her. “Can I take my cock out, so I can feel you skin-to-skin? Just so I can cum?”

“No baby,” Jen said gently, tenderly kissing him on the lips. “Your dick stays in the panties. I’m all stretched out after tonight. You’d slip inside me too easy. Anyways, your dick looks sexy in panties.”

“How did it happen with Colin?” Mike asked. “You were a lot tighter then, a virgin. And he was big. How’d he slip inside you?”

“I don’t know,” Jen said with a shrug. “You know ... those things happen.”

When Mike didn’t say anything, Jen asked “What are you thinking about baby?”

Mike hesitated a moment more, then asked “I wonder ....” His voice trailed off.

“What do you wonder baby?” Jen asked.

“I wonder ...,” Mike began again. “I wonder if Scott will be inside you, before I’m inside you again.”

Jen stopped sliding. She got onto her elbows and looked into his face. “You’re crazy,” she finally said. She kissed him, and then wrapped her arms around his neck so their faces were barely an inch apart. “You’ll be inside me again, in 6 weeks,” she promised, looking into his eyes. “But Scott won’t. He’ll never be inside me again. Never.”
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When Jen wasn’t with Jamal, their life together was normal. Well, as normal as it could be, since they still obeyed Jamal’s rules. That meant Mike wasn’t allowed to touch or even see Jen’s body.  

Getting naked with him and doing the camel toe slide had been a one-time thing. She was back to wearing a long coat in the morning and at night, so he couldn’t see the sexy dresses and skirts she wore to work.  

At home, she wore blouses and pants that were pretty but hid her curves. She never wore skirts, so Mike never got to see her legs.

Also, Jen had begun to wear her hair up or in a ponytail when she was with Mike. So he only got to see her hair down when she was on her way to work, or going out with Jamal. She didn’t talk about it, she just did it. He knew it was because he had made such a point of it when she’d been with Sebastian. He had asked her to play harder, and that was what she was doing. Giving him a little extra torment, a little extra tease.

That’s what Jen did, she teased Mike. But as cucks will understand, being denied his wife’s body kept him perpetually hard. Knowing that other men were allowed to enjoy her charms, but he wasn’t, kept him perpetually hard. And when Jen did those little extra things – like denying Mike the luxury of even seeing her legs, or seeing her hair down, the 2 things about her physical beauty that he loved more than anything else – the cuckold angst, the cuckold heartache, they were intoxicating. It pained his soul but fueled his lust.

Their life outside the game was otherwise normal. They played with Anna, they went to the market, they watched Netflix, they did chores at home. They went to a Superbowl party, and after football was over, they began getting into college basketball, and picked home games to go see the Mets in the summer.  

They talked about the future, like which private school to send Anna when she was old enough for first grade. They talked about possible girl and boy names for the new baby they hoped to have after the next 6 weeks were over.

They held hands and snuggled, and it wasn’t always Mike reaching for Jen. Just as often, she reached for his hand, or hugged his arm, or climbed on top of him in bed, just for a snuggle. And they always spooned in bed when they slept, just like they always had.

Still, the game was always there, lingering, a presence. An example was the supplements Jamal gave her – the ones to add curves to her ass and hips. Jen kept them on top of her dresser, next to her birth control pills. Mike saw them every day, when he woke up and just before going to sleep. They were a constant reminder that she was changing her body for Jamal.

Every morning, she popped them into her mouth – one birth control pill, and one supplement. Then in the evening before dinner, she took another supplement, because it was one of those twice a day pills.

Jen was still eating more to curve up her body. While before she’d been almost a vegetarian who watched every calorie, now she ate more meats, breads and pastas, and she wasn’t shy with butter and rich cream sauces. Even the coffee she got at Starbucks changed. In the past, she’d been a skinny latte girl, sometimes with a squirt of vanilla but always non-fat. Now it was a whole milk latte, with real vanilla, and also whip with a caramel swirl on top.

The change in Jen’s body was definitely noticeable. She’d gained weight, and most of that had gone to her hips and ass. Both the supplements and her new trainer (as well as the extra calories) were helping her develop the bubble butt that she wanted. The kind of ass that Jamal and other black men found so alluring.

It wasn’t possible for her to direct all the extra weight to her hips and ass, so now her stomach wasn’t as flat and firm as before, as she’d gained weight there too. And she’d gained weight in her thighs. She still had a thigh gap, but it was shrinking.

Before she started all this, Jen had been a size 0/2. Now after only 6 weeks, she was a full size bigger, a 2/4. Looking at her, Mike couldn’t really say that she was his slim ballerina anymore. His Tiny Dancer. And that made him really sad. Especially since she was changing her body not for him, or herself, but for Jamal. For another man.

But Mike couldn’t deny that Jen looked fantastic, especially in tight jeans, dresses and skirts. The way the fabric stretched around her hips and ass made men stop in their tracks and stare at her. They practically salivated as they checked out her ass. It was the kind of ass you wanted to lick and grope, slap, and fuck from behind.  

Most men would probably say that she looked better now than before. Her face was still as beautiful as ever. Her hair still as long, lush and blonde. Her little tits still perky and perfect, her legs still long and amazing, her feet still tiny and pretty. You combined that with a curvier ass, and now she was hotter than before, smoking hot, especially in skinny jeans, especially in tight mini-skirts, especially in stockings and stiletto fuck-me pumps.

But it was always there, that Jen had done this for another man. She’d changed her body, the way she looked, for another man.  

And all this drove Mike crazy. Whenever he thought about it, he got dizzy, he had to sit down or hold onto something to keep from falling. He had to focus on controlling his breathing, and steadying his heart. He couldn’t think about it at work, certainly not when he was around anyone, because he’d risk shaking. His body, his hands, they’d shake. Often he’d have a hard time breathing. 

Because all this fueled his cuckold desires. It was like gasoline on the cuckold inferno burning inside him.

Jen gave Mike relief every night. Every night. He always needed it, and she never said no.

It became part of their nightly routine. Jen went into the bathroom (with the door closed) to change into her pajamas, brush her hair, and brush her teeth. When she came out, Mike was in bed, completely naked, waiting for her. He was always hard. Always.

Jen laid next to him. They kissed for a moment. Strangely, Jamal’s rules didn’t prohibit kissing. But Jen never kissed Mike for long. And rarely open mouth. Rarely giving him any tongue. It was like she was keeping her kisses for Jamal too. And for the other men he told her to make out with.

Jen would stroke Mike’s cock with her pretty feet, or the fleshlight. She would answer his questions, and tell him stories. Things Jamal had done to her. How his body, his cock, were so amazing (so “freaking amazing” in her words). How she loved how he felt inside her. How she loved how he stretched her, made her feel so full. She couldn’t get enough of his body. She loved fucking him. She got anxious, her body aching and longing, whenever she went a day without being with him. A day without getting fucked by him.

Jen would tell Mike about how she felt about Jamal. How she liked him a lot. How she found him interesting, how she found the black culture interesting, how she was getting more acclimated to it, how it was becoming part of her.

Jen looked forward to their dates. When she wasn’t with him, she thought about him a lot. Not constantly, but a lot. Although she forced herself not to think about him when she was with Anna.

Jen told Mike about how she got upset when he had to cancel one of their dates, or she had to cancel. She continued to insist she didn’t love Jamal. She admitted she was major in like with him. That’s how she always phrased it, whenever Mike asked, she said “I’m major in like with Jamal, but that’s not love.”  

Mike wasn’t sure she was telling the truth, either to him or herself. She didn’t want Jamal to become another Scott. She always said she wouldn’t, because she was wiser now in the Game V2 (or maybe it was V3 now), but sometimes he thought she was trying to convince herself.  

Although, the possibility that Jamal was actually the “new Scott” thrilled Mike. Cuckolds will understand that. The risk of losing your wife was terrifying, but also one of the most thrilling cuckold fantasies, along with your wife getting pregnant by another man. They were 1A and 1B among cuckold fantasies.

It was when Jen told him about her feelings for Jamal – her emotions – that’s what got Mike really hot. Often his body would tremble as she told him these things. Hearing about the physical parts, the sex, they were the appetizers in Mike’s buffet of cuckold desires. The emotions were the main course.  
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SCOTT STEPPED INTO Jen’s office, closing the door behind him. Jen looked up from her Mac. “What do you want?” she asked.

“We’ve never talked,” he said.

“There’s nothing to talk about,” Jen said.

“I’m talking about—.”

“I know what you’re freaking talking about,” Jen snapped. “If you hang out with Jamal and his friends, things get crazy. Don’t start thinking that any of that means anything.”

Scott leaned against the door and crossed his arms. “Man, you are a cold bitch,” he said. “You can’t give me anything.”

“What do you want Scott?” Jen asked with exasperation. “I mean, god ....”

“I just don’t get, if you were gonna fuck around on Mike again, why you didn’t come back to me,” Scott said.  

“Are you freaking serious?” Jen angrily said. “After what happened last time? And what about your wife?”

“Do you really think we have that kind of marriage?” Scott said dismissively. Then he said “Are you seriously into black men now?” 

Jen held up her left wrist. With her right hand, she pulled down the bangles, exposing the queen of spades tat. “What do you think this means?” she angrily said.

“I made you cum with my finger in your ass,” Scott said. “Then you couldn’t get enough of my cock in your mouth. It made you cum again. Just admit it, you’re still hot for me.”

“You are so full of yourself!” Jen hissed.

“But you haven’t told me to get out,” Scott said.

“What?” Jen said, not understanding.

Scott moved to her, covering the space in 3 big steps. He pulled her up from her swivel chair, then twisted her around and bent her over her desk. Then he jerked up her skirt.

Jen’s ass was fully exposed, the thin strip of her thong running up between her cheeks. Scott palmed her cheeks. “I like the new you,” he said, caressing her cheeks. “You’re still so fucking hot.”

“Scott get off me!” she hissed, trying to push him off her. But he was too big and strong. He held her with her breasts smashed on the desk.  

Then Scott reached around and pushed his hand into the front of her thong. He felt her pussy. “You’re fucking soaking,” he said with a grin. “Do you get wet whenever I’m around?”

“Scott get off of me!” she hissed again. But still he kept her pinned to the desk. He rubbed her pussy, his finger sliding up and down between her lips, circling her clit. Jen couldn’t help moaning.

With a single jerk, Scott ripped off her panties, making her yelp. Then he opened his pants and took out his cock.

He was hard. He adjusted his legs, pressing his cockhead against her pussy lips. “I think Allie’s right,” he said. “That’s your game. You play hard to get. You wanna be forced.  You wanna be raped.” 

Jen moaned, both at the feel of his cock pressing against her pussy, and his words.

“Scott, no! Please!” Jen cried. “I’m married!”

Scott laughed. “Really Jen?” he said sarcastically.  

Jen felt him press harder against her. He was about to penetrate her. “Scott please!” she begged. “I have a daughter now!  I’m a mother!”

Jen’s words seemed to cool Scott’s lust. With disgust, he pushed her away. Jen scrambled to the other side of the desk for protection. She pushed down her skirt as she warily looked at him.

Scott put his dick back into his pants. “You know Jen—I know you think I’m clueless,” he said as he zipped up his pants. “But I can count.”

Then he turned and walked away.
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THE NEXT DAY
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“YOU HAVE TO TELL HIM, Jen,” Allie urged. 

“How can I tell him?” Jen responded, looking helpless. “After all this time?”

“You’d rather he hear it from Scott?” Allie asked.

“Why would Scott say anything?” Jen asked. “He hasn’t said anything yet. Yesterday was the first time.”

“Because before, you kept your distance from Scott. But that’s changed,” Allie said. “Look what almost happened at the bar.”

“But that wasn’t my fault,” Jen said.

“He had his dick in your mouth Jen!” Allie said with exasperation.  “You came with his finger in your ass!”

“But it wasn’t my fault!” Jen insisted.

The two best friends glared at each other. Then Allie said in a calmer voice, “It doesn’t matter whose fault it is. Don’t you see? Scott’s still hot for you. He asked Jamal to trade, remember that? What if he tells Mike, just to dick him over? And what if he tells Jamal? He might, they’re opening a bar together. And then, what if Jamal tells Mike? You think he won’t?  After all the things he’s said?”

Jen squeezed the palms of her hands against her head. “This is so horrible,” she said, her eyes tearing up. “We never should’ve started playing again. This is gonna kill Mike. It’s gonna really hurt him Allie.”

“You don’t know that,” Allie said, trying to reassure her best friend. “Mike loves you. He loves Anna.”

Jen looked at Allie, tears flowing down her cheeks. She was hoping for another solution. But there wasn’t one.
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“YOU’RE QUIET TONIGHT,” Mike said later that night. They’d just put Anna down.

Jen shook her head, like she didn’t know how to start. Then she began tearing up. Mike immediately looked concerned. “What’s wrong?” he asked, putting his arms around her.

“I need to tell you something,” Jen said, her voice a guilty whisper. She’d thought about it all day after talking to Allie, how to tell her husband. She decided it was best to get it out fast, like pulling off a band aid.

“Remember we talked about cheating? I have cheated on you,” Jen admitted in that same guilty whisper. “There was Joey. And there were two other times.”

Mike’s heart was suddenly pounding, his body going numb. “Why are you telling me this now?” he asked, his voice a whisper too. Then he added “With who?”

“Please don’t hate me,” Jen begged.

“I don’t hate you,” Mike said, squeezing her in a tighter hug. “I told you. I’ve already forgiven you. But you have to tell me everything now.”

Jen cried into Mike’s chest for a few moments. Then she pulled away a little, wiping tears with the back of her hand.  

“The first time was back in college,” she said. “We had just gotten serious. It was before a football game. The night before. You had a lab or something. I went to a party with Allie. We met some guys there, from Clemson, they were there for the football game. One of the guys ... I ended up ... I ended up in his room.” 

Then she added in a small voice, “I’m sorry.” Tears were flowing down her cheeks.

Mike moved close and kissed away her tears. “It’s okay,” he said in a soft voice. “It was a long time ago. I’ve already forgiven you. You can do anything you want. As long as you tell me.”

“But I didn’t tell you,” Jen sobbed, the tears still flowing down her cheeks.

“You just did,” Mike said, kissing the tears away again. “That’s all I want. You told me now, and that counts.” He kissed her lips. His heart was pounding. His cock was hard from cuckold lust. 

“Who was the other guy?” Mike asked. “It was Scott, right?”

Jen nodded. She was balling now.  

“It’s okay,” Mike said, reassuring her again. “You had feelings for him. I understand. It happened after we got back together, right? But you still had feelings for him. Right?”

Jen nodded. Through her tears, she said, “It was ... I don’t know ... it was after a long day at work. You were traveling for something. Our group had meetings all day, and then we went out for dinner. And then all of a sudden, we were alone. Me and Scott. I loved you. I wanted to be with you. But I missed him. You know? And then it just happened. I didn’t plan it out. I didn’t want it to happen. But it happened.”

“It’s okay baby,” Mike said, pulling her into his arms again. He kissed her neck as he ran his hands up and down her back. “You loved him. Do you still love him?”

“Mike no!” Jen said, pulling away. “Don’t say that!  We’re not playing the game now!”

“But it doesn’t matter anymore,” Mike said. “Yes, it would’ve killed me if I knew about it then. We were fragile then. But now I know you’ll never leave me—.”

“I won’t ever leave you,” Jen swore.

Mike reached out and held her. “You don’t have to feel bad,” he said, looking into her eyes. “We’re way pass that now. I’ve told you. I like it when you cheat. It’s part of my fantasy. As long as you eventually tell me.”

“Mike, you don’t understand,” Jen said pleadingly, the tears flowing again. “It happened when we were trying to have a baby. I wasn’t on the pill.”
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They were in bed now, on their sides, looking at each other. “Is Anna mine?” Mike asked.

“Yes, she’s yours,” Jen said immediately.

Mike frowned. “Am I her biological father?” he asked.

Jen hesitated. She knew this was no time for spin or evasion. At this moment, only honesty worked. After all she’d done, after all her sins, Mike deserved honestly. He deserved a lot more than that, but now, at this moment, the best she could give him was honestly.

“I don’t know,” Jen admitted in low voice. “I got pregnant right after. You and I, we were having sex a lot, every day, trying to have a baby. But I got pregnant right after ... right after Scott.”

Mike stared at her for long moments. Then suddenly, something snapped inside him. He was on top of her, yanking off her clothes. He pulled his cock out. He was rock hard. He pushed into her pussy. It was the first time he’d been inside his wife in weeks, since before Vegas.  

Mike held Jen’s hands above her head as he fucked her. “You belong to me!” he growled.

“I do!” Jen agreed. “I belong to you!”

“Anna’s mine!” 

“She is!” Jen agreed again. “You’re her father! She belongs to you!”

Jen wriggled from his grasp and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him to her. “Kiss me Mike,” she said, her words a plea. “Kiss me.”

They made love as they kissed.  After they were done, they both cried. They held each other as they cried.

Through her tears, Jen held Mike tight and said over and over, “She’s yours. Anna’s yours. She’s yours.”
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The next day, Mike went to Scott’s bar. It was before opening. Scott was with his staff, getting ready to open for lunch.  

“What do you want?” Scott said as Mike stormed towards him.

“Put up your hands!” Mike growled.

“What?”

“Put up your hands!” Mike warned. “Defend yourself!”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Scott said.

Suddenly, Mike punched Scott in the face. Scott was momentarily dazed, but he quickly recovered. He put up his fists and countered attacked.  

Scott was bigger, stronger, and faster. But Mike was fighting for those he loved, so he held his own. By the time Scott’s waiters and bartenders pulled them apart, they were both bloodied.

“What the fuck is your problem?!” Scott yelled as he wiped blood from his busted lip.

Mike moved close to Scott, the waiters and bartenders close by to make sure they didn’t start up again. His voice was low – low enough so only Scott could hear – but dangerous. 

Mike hissed, “If you ever say anything about Anna, I’ll kill you. I’ll kill you.” Then with a last glare, he turned and stormed out of the bar.
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MIKE NEXT WENT TO SEE Jamal. He found him in his office at NYU, between classes.

“What happened to you?” Jamal asked as he looked at Mike’s bloodied face.

Mike threw the wristbands onto Jamal’s desk. They were the wristbands from that weekend, with “Sebastian” and “Xavier” written with a Sharpie on them.

Jamal laughed at the sight. “You really are demented Mike,” he said. “So you want me to tattoo my name over Jen’s pussy?”

“Fuck you Jamal!” Mike growled. “We’re done! This is over! Stay away from my wife!”

Jamal stared at Mike for long moments. He was shocked at first. But then he was curious, and he stared at Mike as he tried to figure out what brought this about. Then understanding came to him. 

Jamal grinned as he said, “I see. So, you finally figured it out.”

Mike recoiled at his words, not understanding.

Jamal’s grin grew bigger. “It’s pretty obvious,” he said. “Anna looks like Scott. She looks mostly like Jen. But there’s Scott in there too. I don’t see any of you in her.”

Mike glared at Jamal and balled his hands into fists, his body preparing to attack. 

Seeing that, Jamal calmly said “Do you really want to do that? You get that bloody lip from Scott? I’m a lot tougher than him, believe me. And anyway, I didn’t even know Jen then. Take it out on Scott. Or yourself. You’re the one who wants her to fuck other men.”

“JUST LEAVE US ALONE!” Mike angrily yelled. “THIS IS OVER! STAY AWAY FROM MY WIFE!”

Jamal shrugged and said “I don’t force nobody to do nothing. But your wife’s blacked now. You don’t think she’ll be happy with just your little white dick now, do you? Or any white dick. I’ve blacked her. It’s part of her now. It’s on her wrist, she’s a queen of spades. She’s gonna want more black cock. Crave it. She won’t be happy without it. Believe me, I’ve seen a lot of pretty white wives like Jen. They live all their lives with white boys, and then they get a taste of black meat. They learn what it means to have a real man. And you know what they say. Once they go black, they don’t go back.”
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It happened gradually. It was like they had to get to know each other again. They were already best friends, soul mates, had been for years. The love had always been there, that hadn’t changed. Through everything, despite everything, despite the game, despite all the other men, that hadn’t changed. They loved each other.

But it was the intimacy. For so long, in this v2 of their Game, Jen’s sexual life had been with other men. She hadn’t looked at Mike for sex, or even considered him as a sexual partner.

So it took time for them to reconnect sexually.  

Eventually they did. Their lovemaking was tender, if not passionate. They kissed and hugged, and held hands, as Mike moved inside her. They came holding hands, or kissing, and while their sex wasn’t as thrilling or intense as the Game, it still filled their hearts and souls.

Mike knew he didn’t satisfy his wife nearly as well as other men. He’d seen her with other men too many times, he knew how she acted with them, the sounds she made, the way her face looked when she was fucked by a strong man with a big cock, the way her body reacted when she came on that big cock. He knew how she acted with him, versus other men, and it wasn’t even close.

For her part, Jen didn’t lie about it. She never said things like “you give me as much pleasure as Jamal.” Instead, she said truthful things like “we’re focusing on us now” and “you’re the one I want to be with.”

Still, Mike worried that she was sexually frustrated. A person couldn’t go from 100 miles per hour to 10, just like that. Jen couldn’t go from Jamal’s thick almost 12-inch cock to Mike’s thin, not quite 4 inch dick, just like that. Especially when she’d been playing the game hard and embracing her “inner slut” right up until she went cold turkey with other men.  

Sometimes, Mike would check her iPad. Jen deleted the history, but being a computer geek, he was always able to recover it. He saw that she was regularly watching black porn. Well hung black men, bulls like Jamal, fucking pretty blonde wives like herself. Those were the kind of videos she searched for. From the history, Mike could tell she was masturbating a few times a week, almost every day, from watching such BBC videos. It made him remember what Jamal had said, that Jen was blacked now, she would never be happy with white boy cocks, she would forever desire black men.

At some point, Jen stopped talking the pill, and they began trying to have another baby. They tried for 3 months with no success.  

Before with Anna, Jen had gotten pregnant quickly, just a couple of weeks after going off the pill. This time wasn’t like that. It didn’t escape either Mike or Jen that there was another variable to consider, Scott. Maybe he was the reason why she had gotten pregnant so fast.

They talked about it for a long time, arguing at times, with Mike pushing for it, and Jen resisting. Finally she gave in. They went to a doctor – not their regular doctor, as they couldn’t risk rumors among people they knew – and Mike was tested.  

They also ran a paternity test on Anna. Jen didn’t want to, she said it didn’t matter, but Mike insisted. He had to know, for his own sanity. Also, they needed to know for Anna’s health. Cancer ran in Mike’s family. If Scott was Anna’s biological father, then perhaps that was the one silver lining in all of this.

The test results came back in about a week. While they weren’t a shock, they both stared at the paper for a long time, neither of them saying anything.  

Mike had a very low sperm count. While it wasn’t impossible, it was highly unlikely he could father a child, at least through natural insemination.

And Mike wasn’t Anna’s biological father.
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The shock eventually wore off. And maybe it wasn’t shock. Maybe it was resignation to what they already knew, or at least suspected. And anyway, how did it change anything? Mike still loved Anna. Anna still adored her father.  

Mike and Jen still loved each other. They never considered breaking up, not even for a second.

They continued to try to have a baby. After all, the test results didn’t say it was impossible. But the pregnancy test continued to show only 1 line. And their sex had become mechanical without any real passion.

Things changed one afternoon, when Mike came home from work early. He heard sounds of sex coming from the bedroom. His body seized up as he recognized the moans as Jen’s. She was with a man! She was cheating on him again!

But when Mike spied into the bedroom, he saw it was Jen masturbating to a black porn video playing on her iPad. He felt both relieved and disappointed. Mostly disappointed. He quickly approached Jen and got between her legs. He encouraged her to keep watching the video as he went down on her. After cumming, Jen pulled Mike up her body, and they made love. Their sex was passionate!

Things changed after that. Or, you might say, it went back to normal. Their normal.  

It started the next Saturday. Mike and Jen had to go to their Montclair house to meet with a realtor, as they had finally decided to sell it. Their lives were too complicated to remain landlords, and this was a good time to sell as their tenant had to move out for a new job.

They ran into Blake and Stephanie and decided to have lunch. Mike mentioned – or maybe it was Jen, as looking back they couldn’t remember – that they were trying to have another baby. Blake’s interest immediately perked up. So did Stephanie’s.

They ended up back at the house. There was no furniture, so Blake fucked Jen on the carpet in the family room. Mike and Stephanie sat close by on the rug, both of them masturbating, as they watched their spouses together. For Mike, there was the added risk – the added thrill – that Jen was unprotected, and Blake had proven that his seed was very virile (unlike Mike’s). He had fathered many children, with many women (each of them marked with a black dot on her ring finger).

Since it had been unplanned, no one had a condom. Blake was fucking Jen bare. The excitement of being with another man, a man with a big curved cock, a thick cock that stretched her the way she loved, all of that pushed her over the edge quickly, her pretty pedicured toes curling as an intense orgasm ripped through her body.

Despite being an asshole (in Mike’s view), Blake had enough respect for Jen to ask where she wanted him to cum. Jen told him to pull out and cum on her stomach. But Mike said no. He told Blake to cum inside her. Jen turned her head to look at Mike and reached out her hand. They held hands and looked into each other’s eyes as Blake shot his virile sperm into her unprotected, fertile womb. The sensation of jets of Blake’s cum hitting her walls made Jen cum a second time.

Jen didn’t get pregnant; it had been her safe time of the month. Later at home, she told Mike he was crazy. Mike replied that she hadn’t protested. Their argument ended in passionate sex.  

They were playing the game again. They joked that this was version 3 (V3) of their game. Jen insisted though on condoms, since there was no talk of her going back on the pill.  

One night, Callie took Anna for a sleepover with some of her college friends. Mike and Jen went to their favorite restaurant, the French bistro, for dinner. As always, Ferdinand was their waiter and he and Jen flirted. They always did, it was friendly, harmless flirting. This time though, there was an edge to it, with Mike and Jen sharing looks and silently communicating.

Mike made an excuse that he had an emergency at work, leaving Jen alone in the restaurant. It didn’t take much for her to seduce Ferdinand. He ended up coming back to the loft apartment, and Jen let the young French man fuck her in their marital bed. Mike watched from the hidden room, masturbating as he panted while he watched the monitor.  

This began Jen’s torrid affair with Ferdinand. They met in the late mornings and early afternoons, while Anna and Callie were both at school. Often, Mike watched from the hidden room. When he wasn’t there, Jen taped her hookups with Ferdinand so he could watch later. Jen always made her young lover use condoms.

They still went to the French bistro, and Ferdinand was still always their waiter. Ferdinand made eyes at his sexy MILF when he thought Mike wasn’t looking, and Jen often gave him the kind of smiles that a wife should only give her husband.  

Sometimes Ferdinand would give Mike a smug look, as if saying “I’m fucking your wife. I fuck her better than you.” Mike always pretended not to notice, but he thrilled to those looks.

Sometimes Jen and Ferdinand made out and groped each other in the bathroom, while Mike and Anna (and sometimes Callie) waited at the table. Once Jen even gave her young lover a blowjob. After, Ferdinand had told her, “Kiss Mike when you get back to the table.”

Jen had giggled and said “You’re a bad boy.” Then, with Ferdinand watching from across the dining room, Jen walked back to their table and gave Mike an open mouth kiss. She whispered into his ear, “Don’t say anything, he’s watching, but you’re tasting his sperm.” Mike moaned and almost came in his pants.

The affair ended after 2 months, when Ferdinand began dating Callie. They fell in love, and eventually married. Jen was a bridesmaid, and Anna a flower girl. As far as they knew, Callie never found out about the affair. Whenever they saw each other, Jen and Ferdinand shared a look, and a slight smile, remembering their passionate affair.

Playing the game again renewed the passion in Mike and Jen’s sex life. They had sex practically every day, even on those days she was with Ferdinand. They still hoped she would get pregnant, but the pregnancy test continued to show only 1 line.  

After Ferdinand, Mike and Jen decided on rules for this v3 of their game. They were simple. Joe, Scott and black men were off limits. And she would always use condoms.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 25


[image: ]


Jen no longer took the supplements that Jamal had given her, and her diet was mostly back to normal. But her workout routine included exercises to strengthen her lower core, so she was able to keep her curvier bubble butt. She stayed a size 2/4, mostly because of her fuller hips and ass. And when Mike checked the history on her iPad, he saw she continued to watch black porn.

Mike and Jen had a long talk about the queen of spades tat. They decided that not only would she keep it, but she would stop trying to hide it. This was who she was. Who they were. Later that evening, their sex was more passionate than usual.

When people asked about the tat, Jen said something vague that amounted to “Me and Allie had a vacay in Cancun. We got drunk on margaritas and got crazy tats.” Allie, of course, supported Jen’s lie, and even got herself inked on her left wrist. But it wasn’t a QoS tat.

Jen was hit on all the time – all the time – by black men. She was wearing her blonde hair even longer now, almost down to her ass, and she began wearing her makeup heavier and darker, the way Jamal had liked it. When she went out with Mike, her outfits were always tight dresses and skirts to really show off her sexy bubble butt. She wore stockings and 5-inch fuck me pumps. And she wore push up shelf bras with daring scoop fronts to show off her cleavage.

Up to that point, in this V3 of their game, Jen had been with only white men. They never talked about it, but their reasoning was clear (even if unspoken). If another man got her pregnant, the baby would be white so no one would doubt that the baby was Mike’s. 

But Jen craved black men, and Mike knew it. They talked about it for a long time. What if a black man got her pregnant? They talked about abortion. Although pro-choice, Jen was against abortion when it came to herself, but having a black baby could ruin their lives. But then they thought, if she got pregnant, how would they know if the baby was Mike’s or her black lover’s? She couldn’t risk getting an abortion if there was even a tiny possibility that the baby was Mike’s.  

Jen had a few close calls with black men, with more than one almost getting into her pants after an evening of seduction. Mike and Jen both wanted this, so they talked about it more. They finally came up with a plan: if she got pregnant, they would have the baby. They would love the baby no matter the color.

And if the baby turned out to be black, they would tell everyone that, while Mike was Anna’s biological father, it was a challenge for him to father children. So, they had decided on artificial insemination from a sperm donor, and through a horrible mistake, the hospital had used black sperm instead of white sperm.

It was a crazy lie, but maybe crazy enough that people would believe it. It didn’t matter though. Mike and Jen’s passions were too strong. So she began sleeping with black men.

From that moment on, she slept only with black men. Jamal had been right, he had blacked her. Once she went back to black men, she had no interest in “white boys.” She went back to black, and she didn’t go back.  

Jen still had sex with Mike of course. Everyday, sometimes more than once.

Jen used condoms with black men. But more than once, the condom broke or fell off. And sometimes, Jen couldn’t resist feeling her black lover’s cock inside her bare, if only for a few seconds. She was playing with fire, but she couldn’t resist. Skin-to-skin just felt too good! Mike couldn’t resist either, he loved the idea of his wife being a slut for black cock. And honestly, he thrilled to the risk!

It was inevitable that Jen would cross paths with Jamal. She began having sex with him again, although not exclusively like before.  

Jamal found out she was off the pill and trying to have a baby with Mike. Maybe Joe told him, or Scott (through Allie). After that, Jamal was relentless at trying to fuck Jen bareback. He promised he would give her a beautiful black baby. 

Jamal played his head games, using Jen and Mike’s lusts against them. One evening, after teasing Jen with his cock for a long time (but not penetrating her), he said “Take off the condom J. You want this as much as me. Take it off, just this once. Come on. Let’s do this. Let’s do this.”

Jen was on her back with Jamal between her legs, with his cock in a condom. She looked at Mike, not knowing what to do.

Mike nodded his head. “Go ahead,” he whispered in a husky voice. He was talking to Jamal. “Take it off. Fuck her bareback. I want you to cum in my wife.  Breed her.  Breed my wife with your black seed.”

Jamal grinned. He took off the condom, tossing it towards where Mike sat in the chair. Then he fucked Jen bare, skin-to-skin. He fucked her hard, making her cum at least twice. Then when he was ready, he gripped her hips as he pushed in deep, his balls pulsing as they emptied globs of his virile black sperm into Jen’s unprotected fertile womb. Then he held her legs high, so gravity worked to flow his black sperm to her white eggs.

A week later, Jen took a pregnancy test. It came back with two lines. She was pregnant.

Mike and Jen were excited and scared. Really scared. But committed. They would love the baby, no matter what.  No matter the color.

When she had gotten pregnant with Anna, Jen lost interest in sex because of morning sickness. But this time was different. She didn’t suffer from morning sickness, and her hormones made her even more horny than usual.

Jen became even more alluring to black men, especially when she began showing. She let them all fuck her bareback (as long as they were tested). She loved it! She became a cum dump for black sperm!

One time, she let Blake have her. He had always wanted to fuck her while she was pregnant. Like before, Mike and Stephanie masturbated as they watched their spouses together. Jen let Blake cum inside her too. Other than Mike, Blake was the only white man who she was intimate with during this time.

Jen continued to see Jamal. But then it got to be too much for Mike. He put his foot down, and Jen stopped seeing Jamal. Mike thought she would be upset, but actually if anything she seemed relieved.  

When Jen birthed their new baby, they found out who the biological father was. Jamal or Mike?

The answer was: Jamal. The baby was half black. The doctor and nurses looked from the baby, to Jen, to Mike.  

Mike and Jen looked at each other. They knew life would be hard. They would be judged harshly by many people, including their friends and family. People would talk behind their backs.  

But they loved each other. They loved Anna. And they already loved their new baby boy.  They named him Peter.

They were a family. Mike, Jen, Anna and Peter.  

An unconventional family, but a family. And they loved each other. That’s all that mattered.
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THE END
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