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

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

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

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

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

You can find my books wherever e-books are sold.  If you’d like to join my mailing list or would like to send me a question or feedback, please email me at peteandrews1701@gmail.com.  
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This book begins the sequel to Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace that ran 8 books (i.e, Books 1-8).  Those books told the story of a husband (Mike) who fantasized about his wife (Jen) with other men.  That fantasy became a reality.  While intensely thrilling for both of them, things spiraled out of control.

There was a lot of emotional angst and heartbreak in those 8 books.  By the end, though, Mike and Jen were still husband and wife.  

Given how close they had come to losing each other, Mike and Jen became sexually and emotionally exclusive to each other again, and looked forward to a normal monogamous marriage that didn’t include other people (other men) in Jen’s sex life.  

In this sequel, Mike and Jen discover that fantasies can’t be buried forever.  Especially when, for Mike (a cuckold) and Jen (a hot wife), their fantasies are so ingrained, so powerful, they’re like sexual orientations.  

It’s best if you read the original series (Books 1-8) to fully understand Mike and Jen before diving into this sequel.  But you don’t have to.  I’ve written this story (that begins with this Book 9) to be self-contained.  All the background you need to know is the summary I’ve just provided.

Pete Andrews (July 2025)
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THIS STORY STARTS ABOUT 3 years after the end of Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace - Book 8
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WE DROPPED OFF ANNA at pre-school and decided to treat ourselves to a little alone time before I had to catch the train to work.  I’d be late to work, but it’d be nice to spend a few moments with my wife.  

The Starbucks was crowded.  I told Jen I’d save the lone open table before it was snatched up, so she got into line to order.  It was better for Jen to order.  My order was always simple, a grande coffee of the day, black.  Jen’s order was complicated and often changed depending on their seasonal offerings, and I’d gotten it wrong more than a few times.  So in our marriage, that’s how we did it.  Jen ordered the coffee while I saved the table.

I watched Jen as she waited in line.  She looked like a mom.  No makeup, loose blouse, yoga pants and flats.  She was wearing her blonde hair shorter nowadays, so it barely touched her shoulders.  As usual, she wore it in a ponytail, with loose strands falling over her pretty face.  

Jen was like all the other stay-at-home moms in the Starbucks.  But she wasn’t either.  While she wouldn’t pass as a 20-year-old anymore, her face was still youthful, and she was still gorgeous.  I noticed men checking her out as she waited in line.  Jen seemed oblivious, as her face was in her phone, smiling as she connected with friends and family on social media.  

A younger 20-something man checked out Jen’s ass, and he wasn’t the only one.  Even after giving birth to our daughter Anna, my wife still had an amazing ass and her legs were to die for.  She looked awesome in the black yoga pants, even though in today’s world they were standard garb for harried moms all over the country.

Jen glanced at me, and she saw me looking at her.  I must have been looking at her intently, like I wanted to talk to her, so she gave me a questioning look, as if saying “what’s up?”  We were too far away to talk, so she texted me.

TinyDancer:  do u want something else

Hunka: no just black cotd

TinyDancer:  r u ok

Hunka: looking at your ass

TinyDancer: bad boy <smiley face>

I watched as Jen ordered our coffees.  She smiled and chatted with the barista.  It seemed like she knew him, which wouldn’t be a surprise since this Starbucks was just a few miles from our house and she came here all the time.  The barista seemed to be pleased that Jen was giving him attention.  And Jen, for her part, was making eye contact and curling a loose strand of blonde hair around her finger.  Were they flirting?  It looked like it.  

When Jen arrived with our coffees we talked about Anna.  Even though we were alone and this was “adult” time, we couldn’t help talking about our daughter.  That’s how it was being parents.  Our entire focus was our daughter.  She was a little over 2 and had just started pre-school.  She was young for pre-school, I know, but Anna was a precocious child and we felt she was ready for it.  After just a short time with her, the teachers at the pre-school agreed.

“So you were looking at my ass?” Jen said, a grin at me. 

“You’ve got a nice ass,” I said grinning back.  We were whispering so the people next to us couldn’t hear.

“Maybe you’ll do something about that tonight,” Jen said.

“Maybe I will,” I said back.  We had sex about once a week.  It was hard finding the time and the energy.  Jen was 24/7 with Anna, and I worked long hours, especially once you counted my train commutes back and forth to New York City.

“You really do look good,” I said, reaching over and squeezing her hand.  With Anna in preschool now, Jen had mornings and afternoons open.  She’d joined a gym and went most days.  She was naturally petite and slim, but as a 24/7 mom it was hard keeping her body toned.  The regular workouts were working though.  She was firming and toning her body, and it was really noticeable.  

“It feels good to be getting my body back,” Jen said.  I knew what she meant.  9 months of pregnancy, and then 6 more of breast feeding.  It was a strain on a woman’s body, even though Jen loved being a mother. 

“Well you’re sure doing that,” I told her with a mischievous grin.  “Those guys over there were checking out your ass.”

“Ha ha.  Oh they were?” Jen said with a laugh.  She snuck a look at them, then looked back at me and laughed again. 

“Did you notice them checking you out?” I asked.

“No,” she said honestly.  “But I do sometimes.”  

“You don’t tell me,” I said.

“Sometimes I forget,” Jen said a shrug.  “Running around with Anna, I feel like my attention span is 5 minutes.”

“Do you like it?” I asked.

“Well, sure, every girl likes it, it’s an ego boost,” Jen said.  “If you’re asking, does it turn me on, not really.  It’s hard feeling sexy with throw up on your shoulder.”

I grinned at what she said.  Every parent knows the feeling of your toddler gurgling on your shoulder as you hold her.

“Also I didn’t know if you’re into it anymore,” she said, eyeing me.  “You never talk about it.”

It was true.  We rarely talked about that time in our lives when Jen had sex with other men (one man in particular, Scott Stafford).  Even though the 55 tattoo under her left breast was a constant reminder.  But we rarely talked about it.

“I guess life happens,” I said.

“Yeah,” Jen agreed.  “Anna happens.”  We smiled at each other and held hands.  Smiling into my eyes, she said “We really have a good life, don’t we?”

“We really do,” I said.  “I love you baby.”

“I love you too baby,” Jen said back.  And we leaned over the table and kissed.  It wasn’t a passionate kiss, or a sexual kiss.  It was of a husband and wife in love.
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WE LIVED IN MONTCLAIR, New Jersey.  We had a two-story house with a side garage, and a brick patio and shed in the backyard.  We even had a pool, with grass growing up to the edge (rather than being surrounded by a concrete patio).

We loved our house.  I was the King and Jen my Queen, and the house was my castle.  And we loved living in Montclair.  We picked the community over other places like Caldwell and Westwood because of its international flair.  Within a mile of our house, we could eat at an Ethiopian restaurant, check out Native American art or take in a French film.  There were kid-friendly places like parks and playgrounds, miles of running and biking paths, and pottery places and craft stores.  It was great to have all that so close by, so we could do family things with Anna.

When you’re a parent, you go to a lot of birthday parties.  You meet other parents and their kids, and for kids, birthdays are a BIG DEAL.  So pretty soon you’re going to a birthday party (or two) every weekend.  You get to know all the magicians and clowns in the area.  On this Saturday, we were at Blake and Stephanie’s house.  They have 2 kids, 3 and 5.  They’re a little older than us.  It was their 3-year old’s birthday.

To be honest, I didn’t like Blake.  He was an IT sales guy, and did well on a couple IPOs.  Because of that, they had the biggest house in the neighborhood.  But that’s not why I didn’t like him.  He’s like one of those guys in high school, who gets on the football team not because he wants to play, but because he wants to wear the jersey to school on Fridays to impress girls.  He’s more fluff than substance.  Also, who names their kid Blake?  It sounded like a preppy doctor name on a tacky TV sitcom.

Blake didn’t like me either.  I still appeared on CNN sometimes, so my semi-celebrity status irked him.  Whatever.  My attitude was, deal with it.  

Jen saw though him too, but she enjoyed his company.  She liked his funny stories about working with big companies like eBay, Amazon and Google.  She knew I didn’t like him.  I think she was amused that I didn’t like Blake.  I was pretty laid back, so for me, not liking someone was out of character.  Jen thought it was funny.

Stephanie (Blake’s wife) was different..  We both liked her, and she was one of Jen’s best friends in the neighborhood.  I liked Stephanie because she was quiet and shy, like me.  I thought she was really sweet.  She was pretty too.  I have to admit, Blake was a good-looking man.  They made an attractive couple.

I watched Jen talk with the other wives, standing in a circle.  The husbands hovered behind the girls, in an outer circle.  I noticed that most of the husbands stole glances at Jen.  At her face.  Her tits.  Her ass and legs.

I couldn’t blame them.  God she was beautiful.  She had really blossomed.  Part of it was motherhood.  Jen adored Anna.  She loved being a mother.  That showed.  She was happy all the time.  And people liked to be around people who were happy.

Part of it was her body.  Pregnancy and breast feeding had subtlety changed her body.  She had more curves now.  She would never be voluptuous, like Allie.  That wasn’t Jen.  She was defined by words like petite, leggy, toned, firm and perky.  Still, she was a little softer in her hips and ass, and her breasts were a little bigger.  The subtle changes were amazing.  She wasn’t a girl anymore.  She was a woman.  A gorgeous, super sexy woman.  

Jen glanced at me, and she saw me looking at her.  It was like the other day at Starbucks.  I must’ve been looking so intensely at her, she thought something was wrong.  We were separated by a room of people, and she was involved in a conversation with her girlfriends, so like before she texted me.

TinyDancer:  what

Hunka:  what what

TinyDancer:  you keep looking at me

Hunka:  not you your tits

TinyDancer:  omg lol

Hunka:  I can see your bra straps thru that blouse

TinyDancer:  omg you pervert stop staring at me

Hunka:  why

TinyDancer: youre freaking me out

Hunka:  lets go

TinyDancer:  why

Hunka:  I wanna fuck you

TinyDancer:  !!! 

Hunka:  dont move!!!  ill get anna

We were home within 15 minutes.  Luckily it was time for Anna’s nap so we had time for some adult fun.  I took advantage of that time.  I fucked my wife.  First I ate her out and gave her a toe curling orgasm.  Then I fucked her.  I fucked her hard.  I was so desperate to fuck her that I only took off her jeans and panties, leaving her still dressed from the waist up.  Jen came again as I pounded her pussy.  Then I came too, shooting a massive load of my seed into her.  Thank god she was on the pill or we might’ve been parents again in 9 months.  We were thinking about having another one, but hadn’t decided yet.

“So what’s up with you?” Jen asked after.  Her head was on my chest and she was absentmindedly stroking my chest.  

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean.  You’re acting weird.”

I couldn’t help laughing.  I was acting weird?  After all the crazy things we’d done, she thought I was acting weird?

Jen read my thoughts.  “That was a long time ago Mike,” she said softly.

She was right.  It was 3 years ago.  It seemed like a lifetime.

“You’re really something, you know?” I said, caressing down her back to her ass.  “I was looking at you, and it reminded me how beautiful you are.  I get caught up being dad.  And I think that has to be my first priority.  But I’m husband too.  And I want to tell you that you’re really something.  I’m sorry if I don’t tell you that enough.”

Jen got up on her elbow and looked at me.  She said, “I love you more because you’re dad first.  I want Anna to be your first priority.  She’s our baby.”

“You’re my baby too,” I told her.  I looked her up and down.  “God you’re so hot,” I gushed.  My cock was coming to life again.

Jen laughed, both at my words and my stiffening cock that was poking her thigh.  “What’s with you today?” she said with the laugh still in her voice.  “You know, I’m your wife.  You don’t have to sweet talk me to get into my pants.”  She laughed again, like she was making fun of me.  But I could tell she was pleased with the attention.  She reached down and wrapped her hand around my cock.  I quickly got fully hard again.

I grinned at her.  Then I got serious.  “Do you ever miss it?” I asked.

Jen knew I was talking about the game.  That’s what we called it.  The time in our marriage when she dated and fucked other men.  “No,” she said immediately.  Then after a moment, she said, “No, that’s not true.  I miss the way you obsessed over me.”

What she said made me concerned.  “Am I taking you for granted?” I asked, a concerned look on my face.

“No,” Jen said, giving me a reassuring smile and affectionately scratching my beard under my chin.  “But Anna happens, right?  I wouldn’t change a thing ... but it cuts down on romantic time.”

“Yeah ...,” I said, my voice trailing off.  “You know the other day at Starbucks?  When those guys were checking out your ass?”

“Yes,” Jen said with a laugh.  “So?”

“You said you notice sometimes,” I said.  “Men checking you out.  How often does it happen?”

Jen looked at me, as if studying me.  “So you’re still into it?” she asked.  “You never talk about it.”

“Well, like you said, Anna happens,” I said.  “But yeah, I’m still into it.  I look at the pictures and videos sometimes.”

Jen’s eyes went wide.  “Are you serious?” she asked, astonished.  Then she realized the meaning of my words.  I had just admitted I looked at pictures and videos of her fucking other men (mostly Scott).  “God Mike ... why didn’t you tell me?” she asked, astonishment in her voice.  “Do you beat off?”

“That sometimes happens,” I said with a laugh.  Now I was embarrassed.  In truth, looking at the pictures and videos always resulted in beating off.  That was the whole point of it.

“You should have told me,” she said.  She squeezed my hard cock.  “We could’ve had fun together.”

“They wouldn’t embarrass you?” I asked.

“Why would they embarrass me?” she asked.  “I was there.”

I chuckled.  But “embarrass” wasn’t really the word I meant.  Trying again, I said “I mean ... they wouldn’t upset you?”

Jen looked at me and was silent for a moment.  She understood what I was saying now.  Those times – the game – they’d been hot.  Scorching hot.  But they’d been a lot of pain too.  We ended up divorcing, and barely got back together again. If we hadn’t got back together, where would we be now?  Without each other?  Without Anna?

“Do they upset you?” Jen asked softly.

I hesitated, trying to think how to answer.  How to express what I was feeling.  Finally I said “It’s like, when it’s just me, I can just focus on the sex.  A pretty girl getting fucked, who just happens to look like my wife.  I mean, I know it’s you of course, and that makes it all hotter.  But I can separate the sex from emotions.  But if we watch it together, I don’t think I’d be able to compartmentalize like that.  So I guess that’s why I haven’t asked you to watch with me.”

“But you understand how that makes me feel, right?” Jen asked.  Her voice wasn’t harsh.  She wasn’t mad.  She was just trying to make me understand how she felt.  “It’s like you have a secret life, a secret sex life, without me.  It’s not like watching porn on the internet.  I don’t care if you do that.  But this is me in those videos.  We lived that together.”

“Yeah, I get it ...,” I said, my voice trailing off.

“What?” Jen asked.  When I didn’t answer, she pressed “What Mike?  Tell me what you’re thinking.”

I hesitated, then said “... I just ... I just don’t want you to see yourself with Scott.”

Scott.  I said it.  His name.  We never said his name.  It was like Voldemort.  We never said his name.  We never talked about him.  Even after 3 years it was still too painful for me.

“I get it,” Jen said softly.  She’d done terrible things with Scott.  Terrible to me.  Over time, she realized how horrible she’d been to me.  I was the man she loved, her soul mate, and she’d treated me like shit.  All to be with another man.  Scott.  The pain wasn’t just mine.  It was Jen’s too.  So that’s why we never talked about Scott.  

“Let’s talk about something else,” Jen suggested.

“Ok,” I said, relieved to be changing the subject.  “You never answered my question.  How often do you notice men checking you out?”

Jen laughed.  She was still slowly stroking me.  I was still hard, and I hadn’t soften when we talked about Scott.  I’m sure Jen noticed, and I was happy she didn’t mention it.

“Do you really want to talk about this?” Jen asked, a smile on her pretty face. 

I grinned at her coyness.  I was pretty sure she was open to talking about it, but she was going to make me work a little for it.

Jen always kept a glass of ice water next to bed, because often she woke up thirsty.  I reached over to her nightstand and grabbed the glass from last night.  I took a sip and handed it to her.  “Truth serum,” I told her.  It was our thing.  It started after we were back together but still trying to reconnect, and now it was a part of our culture.  If you drank truth serum, you had to tell the truth, you couldn’t spin or pivot, you had to answer the question directly and tell the whole truth.  But the rule was, you only asked if you were prepared to hear the answer.

Jen smiled.  She was wary but intrigued.  “Alright Mike,” she said.  She took a sip of the water.  “Go ahead, ask your questions.”

“How often do you notice guys checking you out?” I said, repeating my original question again.

“You mean today?” 

I gawked at her.  It happened ever day?  Jen giggled at my reaction.

“Okay, yeah, today,” I said.

“Once,” Jen said.  Then she corrected herself.  “No, twice.  The first time in the grocery store.  This guy –about our age– he asked me how to pick ripe cherries.  I mean, really?  Ripe cherries?” She laughed.  Then as almost an after-thought, she said, “And at the party I caught Blake looking down my blouse.”

I was smiling about the cherry guy when Jen said Blake’s name.  My gut turned over when she said his name.  That preppy asshole Blake looked down my wife’s blouse?!  “He looked down your blouse?!” I said angrily.  

I focused on Jen’s blouse (she still had it on).  It was off-white, collared and loose, and buttoned down the front.  It had a V that hinted at cleavage without revealing cleavage.  But since it was loose, and with the V, if Jen bent over you’d be able to see down to her belly button.  I imagined Blake getting that view of my wife.  He would’ve seen her sweet breasts in her bra.  I hated the idea – but my cock loved it.  I was so hard it hurt.

“What are you thinking?” Jen asked, a sly smile on her pretty face.  “Do you wish I did this?” she teasingly said as she undid the top button.  Now a glimpse of her bra came into view.  One more button and it would be easy to see.  I knew that bra.  It was white and made of delicate lace.  It was unlined so it captured the natural shape of her small perfect breasts.  Also, the lace was so sheer you could easily make out the dark of her aureoles surrounding her pencil eraser-sized nipples.

“Jen no,” I said, reaching over and re-buttoning her blouse.  Which was a strange thing to do since she was naked from the waist down.  “What did you do when you caught him?” I asked her.

“You’re really into this,” Jen said.  She still had that sly smile on her pretty face.  And she still had her hand around my shaft, stroking me.

“Tell me,” I urgently demanded.

“He talked first,” Jen told me.  “He said nice blouse.  I laughed and said I’ll tell Mike you approve.  Then he laughed and that was it.”

“That was it?” I asked.

“Yes,” Jen said.  She eyed me with a knowing grin, and said “Disappointed?”

“You laughed when you caught him looking?” I said with a frown.  “You didn’t slap his face?”

“Mike baby ... he didn’t touch me.  All he did was look.  That happens all the time.”

Jen’s words rang through my head – “all the time.”  Guys checked out my wife all the time.  This wasn’t a surprise.  I knew they did.  But over the last 3 years, including 9 months of pregnancy, childbirth, and then figuring out how to be parents, I’d forgotten.  It had been easy to forget with the 12-hour workdays and then getting home and being dad to Anna.  I stopped thinking about Jen’s day.  Her normal day.  Of getting checked out and hit on constantly by men. It happened to her every day.

“Have you ever ...,” I began.  I found it hard to speak because my voice was hoarse from excitement.  I took a drink from Jen’s water glass.  Then I asked “When was the last time someone hit on you?  Did more than look?”

“Do you really want to know?” Jen asked, that sly look on her face again.  She was teasing me, and enjoying it.

“Yes!” I hissed, my heart pounding in my chest.

“At the gym this week. Cam asked me out,” Jen said.  “For a drink.”

My insides shifted as Jen told me this.  “Who’s Cam?” I demanded.

“A guy I work out with,” Jen told me.

“You work out with guys?” I asked incredulously.  I practically shouted, and Jen put her hand on my chest, her fingers spread out wide to calm me down.

“Hush Mike,” she softly said.  “You’ll wake Anna.”

“Okay, yeah, sorry,” I said in a much lower voice.

“What I mean is, sometimes Cam spots me,” Jen said.  “You know, when I’m lifting?”

I nodded slowly. Jen had done a lot of research to pick a gym.  She finally decided on a gym in Verona, the next town over.  It had all she wanted.  Number 1, she wanted yoga and dance classes.  Number 2, she wanted to get back into swimming and the gym had an Olympic size pool.  Number 3, she wanted free weights to work on her core.  She preferred free weights over machines because they gave her the better work out.  That’s how Jen was.  She was competitive and liked to push and challenge herself.  

“So what’d you say?” I asked.

“I said sure,” Jen said.  “We got a drink, and then I went to his place and fucked him.”

“What?!” I yelled, leaping up out of the bed.

Jen laughed.  My shout and her laughing did wake up Anna.  Anna was always grouchy after her nap.  She started screaming.  As we say, Anna happens.

“I’m just teasing,” Jen told me, the laughter still in her voice.  She got out of bed and hurriedly dressed.  I did too, both of us turning into mom and dad again.  “Nothing happened.  I’ll tell you later.  To be continued?”

“To be continued” was part of our culture too.  Jen said it that weekend of Allie’s wedding, when we both wanted to get back together, but were so confused and hurt we didn’t know how.  Sometimes we say it, like now, when we’re in the middle of a conversation and Anna happens.  Other times, we’re having an argument, and we need to go to our own separate corners to cool off.  One of us says it – “to be continued?” – it means while we might be upset at the moment, we still love each other, and we’ll work it out later.  

“To be continued,” I agreed.  My heart was still racing but I was calmer, knowing she had been just teasing and nothing actually happened.  We shared a quick hug and kiss, then we ran to get Anna.

The rest of the day was family time with Anna.  We crayoned, played with foam alphabet letters, and read books.  I bounced Anna on my knee, while I sang to her. Actually it wasn’t really singing.  It was just saying words that rhymed with her name, sung to whatever tune was in my head at the time.  Anna, chana, nana, danna, branna, ghana, vana, grana, manna ....  You get the idea.  Most were not real words, but Anna didn’t care.  She loved this game, and always squealed and clapped when we played it.  That’s how she got her nickname too.  Anna banana.

Afterwards Jen gave me a big hug.  “You’re such a great dad,” she gushed.  I was all smiles, making both my girls so happy.

As Jen read books to Anna, my thoughts drifted to our conversation.  Jen had talked about my secret sex life of looking at the old pictures and videos of her with Scott (and some other men), and chastised me for not telling her.  But she had a secret life too.  Men checking out her ass and looking down her blouse.  Men hitting on her.  Men asking her out for drinks.  Asking her out!  And she never told me.  Not even once, she never told me this was happening.

It all disturbed me.  But it got me hot too.  The angst I used to feel came back.  The cuckold angst.  It felt delicious.  Exhilarating.  I was so fucking hard.  

I heard Jen call out to me, and it broke me from my reverie.  She still had Anna in her lap, with the picture book open in front of them.  “What?” I asked.

“I said your name 3 times,” Jen said.  “What are you thinking about?”

But she gave me that sly smile, because she knew what I was thinking about.  “Pay attention Michael,” she said, sharply saying “Michael.”  Since getting re-married, she had taken to calling me “Michael” when she was annoyed or mad at me.  I think because I used to have a Madam (who got me girls to fuck) who called me Michael, and by calling me Michael when she was pissed at me, it was like she was punishing me for ever having a Madam.  Jen never said that, but it’s what I suspected.

As she began reading to Anna again, she reached to her blouse and unbuttoned the top button.  Her lacy bra came into view.  It reminded me of the view Blake got, and my stomach got queasy again.  As Jen turned the page of the book, she glanced at me.  Seeing my reaction, she smiled.  She was enjoying this!

Dinner involved teamwork.  We tagged teamed, with me cooking and Jen playing with Anna, or the other way around.  Then getting Anna to eat dinner.  That was a chore as Anna was a picky eater.  After dinner we washed dishes, again tag teaming.  Then came Anna’s bath.  Putting her PJs on.  Reading books in her bed.  Then saying prayers.  Finally putting Anna down to sleep.  Maybe doing a load of wash and putting her toys away and tidying up our house.

Whew.  By then we were exhausted.  Now you can see why we were lucky to have sex once a week.

Tonight though was different.  I wasn’t tired.  I was excited to continue our conversation from earlier.  I was relieved to see Jen also was wide awake.  She seemed as interested in our conversation as me.

“So what happened with Cam?” I asked her.  “Did he really ask you out?”

“I drank truth serum Mike, I had to tell the truth,” Jen reminded me.

“So then what happened?” I asked.

“You have to remember, I take off my rings when I work out,” Jen said, referring to her wedding and engagement rings.

“I didn’t know that,” I said.

“I don’t want to chip the stones on the equipment.”

“Okay,” I said.  That made sense.

“So, Cam asked me out, and I told him I was married,” Jen said.

“He didn’t know?” I asked, astonished.

“Mike, how would he know?” Jen said.  “I work out with him.  I barely know him.  It’s not like when I meet someone I say, hello, I’m Jen Andrews, I’m married so don’t hit on me.”

“Well maybe you should at least wear your wedding ring when you’re working out,” I said with exasperation.  Her wedding ring was a simple gold band, it didn’t have any stones.

“You’re really jealous about this, aren’t you?” Jen said.  She had a big smile on her face and her eyes were sparkling.  She was enjoying this!

“Jen!  A man asked you out on a date!”

“Mike baby calm down,” Jen said worriedly.  I was shouting again and she didn’t want to wake Anna.  “It’s no big deal.  It happens all the time.”

I gawked at her.  It happens all the time.  Men ask my wife out on dates all the time.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I said.  I managed to keep my voice lower this time.

“It’s what I told you before—my attention span is 5 minutes nowadays.  I forget most times,” Jen said.  She looked down.  She saw my erection tenting my pants.  She smiled and cupped my erection, squeezing it.  “And I didn’t know you were still into it.”

“Have you ever been tempted?” I asked.

“Tempted how?”

“Stop fucking with me!”

Jen laughed.  “Never,” she said.

“Are the men attractive?” 

“Oh, Cam is hot,” Jen said.

I stared at her, processing her words.  My wife just called another man hot.  It made me feel the way I used to feel, when she called Scott hot.  Jealousy.  Insecurity.  Anxiety.  All those familiar emotions hit me, churning in my gut. But it felt so delicious too!  “But you’ve never been tempted?” I asked again.

“Never,” Jen said again.

“Do you flirt back?” I asked.

“Sometimes,” Jen said with a shrug.  She saw my eyes go wide and laughed.  “It’s nothing Mike.  It’s just a game.”  Then she quickly corrected herself.  “Not THAT game.  Just harmless fun.”

In a low hoarse voice, I asked “Do you flirt with Blake?”

Jen smiled at me.  She didn’t answer for long moments.  Finally, she said “Sometimes.”

I felt myself explode inside!  I roughly threw Jen onto the bed and tore off her clothes.  I got my cock out and rammed into her.  I fucked her rough!  Hard!  I was a madman, possessed!  Jen grabbed my shoulders and yelled “That’s it Mike!  Fuck me!  Fuck me!”  

We were making so much noise it’s a miracle we didn’t wake up Anna.  I made Jen cum.  She cried out as her orgasm hit, her back arching and head rolling back, and her nails dug into my back.  I followed soon after her.  I grunted into her ear, pounding her pussy as I exploded inside her.

Afterwards I fell onto my back.  We were both panting.  Jen recovered first.  She rolled towards me and put her hand on my chest, as if wanting to check if I was okay after our conversation.  

I said, “I don’t like Blake.”

“I know you don’t,” Jen said softly, stroking my chest in a reassuring way.  “Mike baby, it’s just harmless flirting.  You know, we’re at a party or something, he comes up and he says something stupid.  It’s more joking that flirting.”

“And you flirt back?” I snapped at her.

“Oh my god, you’re so jealous,” Jen said with a laugh.  

I frowned at her.  “You’re enjoying this,” I said.

“Yes, I am,” Jen said, grinning at me.  She kissed me.  “I like it when you’re like this.  I’ve missed it.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“Like I’m your entire world,” she said.

“You are my entire world,” I said.  “You and Anna.”

Jen’s smile grew.  She kissed me and said “Good.  That’s how it’s supposed to be.”

The next morning was a regular Monday morning.  I showered and dressed for work.  Jen got up before me, getting Anna breakfast and ready for pre-school.  When I came downstairs, I saw she was dressed for the gym.  That was her routine nowadays, dropping Anna off at pre-school and then working out at the gym.

I paused on the stairs, giving her a long look.  Her hair was in a ponytail.  She wore black tights, a bra top that crisscrossed in the back, and cross training Nikes.  The bra top was slim and ended at her hips, completely exposing her tight ass and long toned legs.  And the crisscrossing in the back showed a lot of skin.  I’d seen her dressed this way a million times.  But now I really looked at her.  God she was stunning!  Even dressed for the gym she was drop dead beautiful!  No wonder she got hit on all the time.  

How had I missed it?  Especially given our history.  But I guess we had become so domesticated.  Going through 9 months of pregnancy, the anxiousness of being new parents, trying to keep up with an active, precocious toddler ... the times when Jen dated and slept with other men seemed so far away.  But now those memories and feelings were coming rushing back to me.  

“You better hurry baby, you’ll miss your train,” Jen said to me as I came down the stairs.  

“Yeah I ...,” I began.  Then I grabbed her arms and pulled her to me.

“What?” she said, looking at me.

“You’re stunning, you know that?” I gushed, looking into her beautiful blue eyes.

Jen smiled at me.  “Compliments,” she said, grinning at me.  “I like compliments.”

Then I pulled her to me and kissed her.  Really kissed her, open mouth and with tongue.  Jen seemed to hesitate a moment, as if from surprise, then she kissed me back, melting into me.  When we finally parted, we were both gasping.  

“Wow,” Jen said, her eyes wide as she looked at me.  “Wow.”

“To be continued,” I said, grinning at her and squeezing her hand.

“Definitely to be continued,” Jen said, grinning too and squeezing my hand back.

“Have fun working out with Cam today,” I said with an excited sparkle in my eyes.  

“Ha ha.  I’ll do that,” Jen said grinning at me.  Then she tilted her head, as if studying me.  “I love you Mike,” she said.

“I love you too baby,” I said, kissing her.  I hugged and kissed Anna, and ran to my car to catch my train to New York City.
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Allie visited the next weekend.  Her marriage from Tony had lasted only a year.  It seemed she wasn’t happy with domestication.  She was too much a free spirit.  She wanted to be Allie Oh-La-La.  She said she never wanted to marry again.  Two tries were enough.  She wanted to be out there, playing the field.  Serial monogamy, she called it.  So, after her divorce, she moved to LA.  She opened her own marketing firm.  Now she partied with movie stars and movie wannabees.  She was having the time of her life.

Jen and Allie hadn’t seen each other in almost a year.  Allie couldn’t get enough of Anna.  Allie was Anna’s godmother and there was already a special bond growing between the two.

But Allie also wanted to party.  She was single again and craving NYC’s nightlife.  She wanted to bring Jen along of course, as her wingman.  Jen was excited to go.  Since moving to Montclair, we rarely went into the City.  Well, I went every day, to work.  But Jen’s life was confined to the burbs.  She loved our community and the slower, family life of the suburbs, but I could tell she was excited to spend an evening partying in the big city with her BFF.

I watched Anna as the girls got ready for their night out.  My eyes opened wide when Allie walked down the stairs.  She looked great with her long, reddish-brown hair brushed out, black dress and high heels.  “You look great Allie,” I told her.  It was the truth.  I’d known her since college.  She was beautiful then, and was still beautiful.

“Wait til you see your wife,” Allie said, grinning at me.  She went to play with Anna while I waited for Jen to appear.

A moment later Jen walked down the stairs.  My jaw dropped.  Jen was stunning!  Her blonde hair had become wavier since becoming a mother.  Maybe because she didn’t have as much time to brush it out.  Tonight, though, she had straightened it.  The straight hair gave her a chic, sophisticated look.  And it made her hair longer.  Normally her hair barely touched her shoulders (she had a practical “mom-bob”).  But straightened, it went past her shoulders.

To go along with the chic look, Jen’s makeup was heavier than normal.  And her lips ....  She had naturally full, pouty lips, but with the glossy red lipstick, it was hard not to stare at her lips.  She looked so gorgeous!

But it was what she was wearing that really threw me for a loop.  Like Allie, she was wearing a “little black dress.”  But Jen’s dress was practically scandalous.  It hugged her curves and ended high up her knees.  I couldn’t remember the last time Jen had showed so much leg.  

Then I did remember.  It was back before Anna.  When we were playing the game.  When she was in a heavy relationship with Scott.  This was the kind of dress Jen wore for Scott all the time.

Jen gave me a cautious look as I stared at the way she was dressed.  “Too much?” she asked me.  “I’m sorry.  Allie made me wear it.  I’ll go change.”

Jen turned to go back upstairs to change but I grabbed her hand.  “I think you look fantastic,” I told her.  “I doubt you’ll have to buy any drinks tonight,” I joked.

“Well ...,” Jen said.  She was looking at me, studying me, like trying to see into my head.  

I looked down at her feet.  It wasn’t just the tiny black dress, she was also wearing high heels.  4-inch stiletto high heels.  When was the last time she wore high heels?

As if reading my thoughts, she grinned at me and said, “Can’t actually run after Anna in high heels.” 

I grinned back at her.  “Think you can still walk in them, after so long?” I joked.

“Oh I think so,” Jen said, a sly smile on her pretty face.  “Dance in them too.”

I looked at her.  She was planning on dancing.  With men.   Not with me, but with other men.

For a moment I imagined Jen in a club.  With her pretty face and tight sexy body, and in that dress, she’d be very popular with men around her all night.  Hungry men.  Wanting a piece of the pretty blonde chick.  The married girl, super-hot and out for a night of fun without her husband.  

“I want you to have fun tonight,” I whispered to her, my voice low so Allie couldn’t hear.  “You’re a single girl tonight.  Enjoy yourself.”

Jen tilted her head at me and gave me a curious grin.  “Single girl huh?” she said.  “I’m just going to be Allie’s wingman.”

“You think she’s planning to get laid tonight?” I asked with a grin.

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Jen said with a laugh.

I thought of asking “Are you planning to get laid too?” But I didn’t.  It was too soon for that.  And I wasn’t sure if I wanted to ask.  If I wanted to push us back in that direction.

“I’ll be thinking about you tonight,” I told her, smiling into her eyes.

“Good.  That’s how it should be,” Jen said.  She was all smiles, clearly pleased.  Then she leaned close and whispered into my ear, “Maybe I’ll do something worth thinking about.”

My heart stopped and my stomach rolled over.  Jen giggled seeing my face.  She squeezed my hand, and then went over to see Anna.

We took pictures with my phone.  Jen with Allie.  And then Jen with me.  In the high heels, she was almost my height.  She turned to me and kissed me on the cheek.  That’s the picture that Allie took.

Their uBer arrived, and I was left to take care of a very active pre-schooler.  The next 2 hours were devoted completely to Anna.  I didn’t have a moment to think about anything else.

With Anna down for sleep, I was finally able to think about Jen.  The first thing I did was check my phone.  There were texts from my wife.

TinyDancer:  omg this is so good. wish you were here to try it

Under the text was a picture of some pasta dish.  It DID look good.  A lot better than the left-over pizza I had for dinner.

TinyDancer: one drink and im tipsy, so out of practice

There was another picture.  A selfie of Jen.  Her eyes were blurry and her cheeks flushed.  I knew that look.  She was definitely tipsy.  But she looked happy.  She was having fun.  I was glad.  Being a devoted, 24/7 stay at home mom, she deserved a fun night out.

So far the texts were completely innocent.  Just a wife giving her husband updates on her girls’ night out.  Then a new text arrived and my pulse quickened.

TinyDancer:  going to a club to dance

I texted back.

Hunka:  have fun

TinyDancer:  i will.  wish you were here

I wished I was there too.  But did I really?  The excitement I was feeling ... the agony of waiting while my wife was partying without me ... it was so delicious!  I had missed it!

There were no texts for over an hour.  Then a new one came in.

TinyDancer:  having so much fun!

Hunka: dancing?

TinyDancer: yes

Hunka: with men?

TinyDancer: lol who else?

Hunka:  allie

TinyDancer:  her too!

Hunka:  sexy!

TinyDancer:  pervert lol 😊

Hunka:  Hot men?

TinyDancer:  😊😊

I stared at her non-answer.  I waited for her to elaborate but there was nothing.  For the next 3 hours there was nothing.

I couldn’t sleep.  When the clock approached 1AM I started getting worried.  1AM?  We were never out at 1AM.  But that was now.  Back when we were playing the game, 1AM was early for Jen.  Most nights she stayed over at Scott’s place.  To fuck him all night long.  Then fuck him again in the morning, before finally returning home to me. 

My heart quickened thinking about those times.  I remembered Jen finally getting home, exhausted, carrying her high heels in her hand and looking freshly fucked.  I remembered making love to her after.  She always smelled like Scott after being with him.  His masculine smell on her body, her cologne in her hair.  Sometimes she had hickeys on her neck.  Sometimes marks on her breasts.  And her pussy ... after being with Scott she was always sore, her pussy lips puffy and red.  And she was always loose.  And wet.  My smaller cock would slip into her with no resistance, and it was like my dick was swimming in a pool of his sperm.

I clenched my eyes shut.  Those times had been incredibly hot.  But so much pain too.  She spent a lot of time with Scott.  Whenever she wasn’t with me, it felt like I was missing a part of me.  Like missing my right hand.  Or more like missing my heart.  It hurt when she was gone.  And then there was that time she lived with Scott in Michigan.  I hardly saw her at all.  That was the worst time of my life.  That is, until we divorced.  That was much worse.

Then Jen opened our bedroom door and she was standing there.  I’d been so caught up in my thoughts I didn’t hear her come into the house.

I bolted up from the bed and rushed to her.  I pulled her into my arms.  She felt good.  She smelled good.  I smelled her perfume, and the vanilla-strawberry scent of her shampoo.  I also detected “bar smells” – beer and smoke.  But I didn’t smell another man on her.  Was I relieved?  Or disappointed?

“Have fun?” I asked her.

“So much fun,” she said to me, a tired smile on her pretty face.  She was tired and tipsy.  I helped her undress.  As I unzipped her dress, she reached down and rubbed my cock.  I was hard.  I’d been hard all night.

“Is this for me?” she said huskily.  I looked at her face.  She had a major cum face on.  I kissed her hard, open mouth, my tongue exploring her.  She kissed me back.  We stumbled onto the bed.

I got Jen’s dress off, then her bra and panties.  “Leave the heels on, okay?” I told her.  She nodded to me, pulling me to kiss her again.  It had been a long time since I fucked Jen with high heels on.

I’d been ready for bed so I was only wearing boxers.  She pushed them down my legs and she pushed her tongue into my mouth.  I moved down her body, kissing and fondling her breasts and nipples.  Then her sexy flat stomach.  Then I was at her pussy.  Jen had a bush now.  She trimmed it.  But not regularly.  It was hard being a sex goddess when you were the mother of an active 2 year old.

I didn’t care about the pubic hair.  Her pussy was still as sexy to me as ever.  I kinda liked it too.  It proved she was a natural blonde.

I went down on her.  She was so wet!  I excitedly lapped it all up, thinking about how she got so wet.  I’m good at eating pussy, and I worked all my magic on her.  Soon she was clutching at the sheets.  As she came she was about to scream, so I clamped my hand over her mouth.  The last thing I wanted was for Anna to wake up.

Jen panted as she came down from her orgasm.  “You’re so fucking good at that,” she said between pants.  Then suddenly she was on top of me.  She pushed me onto my back and straddled my thighs.  The smooth stiff leather of her high heels pressed against my thighs.  She guided my cock into her.  

Then she fucked me.  She fucked me hard, her pouty lips parted and her eyes closed.  She was fantasizing about something.  About someone.  She rubbed her clit against my pubic bone, and then she added her hand to the mix, rapidly flicking her fingers over her clit.  Jen came again, lurching over towards me as her orgasm hit.  

Somehow I hadn’t cum yet.  I don’t know how I lasted that long.  Maybe because I wanted her to tell me something about tonight.  

I rolled Jen onto her back, so now we were doing missionary.  I fucked her slow.  Jen’s legs were over mine and I felt the stilettos of her high heels dig into my calves.  I loved feeling that!

“I’m almost there,” I told her, my voice strained.

Jen kissed me.  “Cum baby,” she urged me.

“Tell me something about tonight,” I said.  “Did you dance with lots of men?”

“Oh yeah, lots.  It was so much fun.”

“Were you bad?” 

“Not too bad,” Jen said with a giggle.

“So you WERE bad?”

“Well ....”

“What?” I said.  “Tell me.”

“The club was fun,” Jen said.  “We got an uBer home, but Allie wanted to party more.  So we stopped at another bar.  Champions I think.  In Verona.  Mike, we ran into Cam!”

“Cam?” I asked.  “The guy from your gym?”

“Yes, the guy I work out with,” Jen said.

“What happened?  He flirt with you?”

“Mike ...,” Jen began.  “Cam tried to kiss me.”

I grunted and lurched as I came.
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When I woke up the sun was shining through the window.  I bolted up as my head cleared.  Anna!  Where was Anna?!

I threw on some clothes.  I ran to her room.  Not there.  Then I hurried downstairs.  I stopped, seeing Anna watching TV and humming along to her favorite character, Elmo.  She was okay.  My panic subsided.

Then I heard voices.  It was Jen and Allie, sipping coffee.  I was surprised they were up so early, after dancing all night.  I was about to join them when I heard Allie say “Cam.”  The lust filled conversation with Jen came back to me.  I quietly sat on the stairs, listening.

Allie:  “You’re right, Cam is a hottie.  How’s he in bed?”

Jen:  “How would I know?”

Allie:  “Come on.  I know you know something.”

Jen (smiling and whispering conspiratorially):  “Erin says he’s freaking incredible.”

Allie:  “Erin?”

Jen:  “We do yoga together.”

Allie: “So they’re a thing?”

Jen (with a shrug):  “More like a fling.  She’s married.  I’ve met her husband.  Tom.  He’s nice.”

Allie (grinning): “I’m thinking about seeing him tonight.”

Jen:  “Cam?  Where?  The bar?”

Allie:  “Where else?  Yes, his bar.”

Jen (pursing her lips): “This is your last night here.  We’re going to Anna’s favorite restaurant.”

Allie:  “I know.  I mean after.”

Jen:  “I thought we’d hang out.  It’s your last night.”

Allie (with a knowing grin):  “You don’t want me to see your Cam.”

Jen (with a frown):  “He’s not my anything.  I don’t care if you see him.  I’m just saying it’s your last night.”

Anna called for Allie, ending their conversation.  I crept back upstairs.  My dick was hard.  I waited, thinking of possible free agent pitchers and outfielders for the Mets, trying to get my erection to go down.  Finally, I went downstairs.  “Dada!” Anna squealed, squirming from Allie’s grasp and running to me.

“The dead awakens,” Allie joked with a smirk at me.

“Hey sleepyhead,” Jen said, smiling at me.  I was holding Anna.  She leaned into me, hugging both of us.  She kissed me, and then Anna.

“You’re up early,” I said.  “I thought you’d be hungover after last night.”

“My stomach’s a little queasy but I’m okay,” Jen said.  She kissed me again.  “I let you sleep in cause you’re such a good guy.”  

“So, Cam’s freaking incredible in bed,” I whispered, a sly smile on my face.  I emphasized “freaking” to let her know I’d heard what she said.

Jen hesitated like I caught her being bad.  Then she saw the smile on my face.  “How much did you hear?” she whispered back.

“Some,” I whispered.  She saw the excitement on my face.

“Allie, can you watch Anna for a minute?” she said calling over her shoulder as she tugged me upstairs to our bedroom.

“Sure,” Allie said.  “Come here Anna banana.”

“Aunty Allie!” Anna squealed, toddling over to her godmother.

In our bedroom, Jen stripped off her pajamas.  I took a moment to look at her.  Working out was really making a difference with her body.  Her slim arms and long, lovely legs were more toned.  Her stomach was flat and taut.  Her ass tight.  But motherhood had given her more curves.  Her hips and ass were softer.  Her breasts were a little bigger, although still perky with upturned nipples (and they still qualified as “tiny tits”).  The result was, my wife was sexier and more desirable now than ever before.

“Are you coming?” Jen asked, holding her hand out to me.  “We don’t have much time.”

I took off my clothes and got into bed with her.  “We went to a place on the lower East side,  Mehanata,” she told me, continuing her story from last night.  “I think that’s how they pronounce it.  It’s Bulgarian and has a gypsy vibe.  I guess that’s the thing now because it was packed.  It’s got a wicked vodka ice room.  There was a huge line in the front, but Allie has a client who knows someone, so we got on the list and went to the front.”

I nodded impatiently. These details were interesting – the kind a loving wife would tell her husband after a girls’ night out—but not the spicy details I wanted to hear.  “Tell me what happened,” I said impatiently.

Jen giggled.  “We found space at the bar.  Guys came up to Allie and flirted.  I was her wingman, so I flirted too.

“Maybe the other way around,” I suggested.  Allie was pretty, but Jen was prettier.  I’m biased of course.  And I admit it probably depends on whether you prefer blonde and leggy, or brunette and curvy.  

“Maybe,” Jen admitted.  “But I had these on.”  She held up her left hand showing her wedding and engagement rings.

Jen was playing coy.  She knew as well as me that men – especially the type of men she found attractive—saw a wedding ring as a challenge, not a deterrent.  We both learned that before, while playing our game.

“So, what happened?”

“Honestly, nothing happened,” Jen said.  “It was fun, but too crowded.  I couldn’t breathe.  One guy I danced with, we went into the ice room.  That’s where they have their special vodkas.  He saw I was cold, so he put his arm around me.”

I imagined my wife in that tiny black dress, with a man’s arm around her.

“Were you attracted to him?” I asked.

“Well ... he was older,” Jen said.  “He had salt and pepper hair.  Slicked back.  And he had a beard.”  As she said that she scratched my beard under my chin.  “He was kinda hot.”  Then she added “He asked for my number.”

My eyes went wide.  “Did you give it to him?” I asked excitedly.

“No Mike,” Jen said with a laugh.  

I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or disappointed.  

“So later Cam tried to kiss you?”

“Yes,” Jen said, her laugh turning into flushed cheeks.

“You just happened to go to his bar?” I asked dubiously.

“I swear to god Mike I didn’t know,” Jen swore.  “I know he’s a bartender, but there are a kazillion bars.  We were literally passing a random bar and Allie told the uBer driver to stop.  It’s a sports bar.  Champions.  I’d never noticed it.  I was shocked when I saw Cam.”

“But pleased to,” I said, grinning at her.

“Well ...,” Jen said, grinning back.

“So what happened?”

“His bar wasn’t too crowded,” Jen said.  “A guy started flirting with Allie.  So I talked to Cam.”

“Talked or flirted?” I asked, still grinning at her.

“Yes,” Jen said grinning back at me.  “It was different in the bar instead of the gym.  In the gym we’re 2 people working out.  But in a bar, it’s a guy and girl talking.  You know?”

“Yes,” I said, nodding my head.  I understood.  The main point of a gym was to exercise.  In a bar, the whole point was meeting other people.

“So, Allie wants to hook up with Cam tonight,” I said.

“You heard that?” Jen asked.  When I nodded, she said “Can’t blame her.  Cam’s a lot hotter than Brian.”

“Brian?”

“The guy she danced with last night,” Jen told me.  “Brian’s cute, but Cam’s gorgeous.”

I was breathing hard.  It was hard getting re-accustomed to my wife talking about other men with such interest and enthusiasm.  For the last 3 years she rarely talked about other men, much less describing them as cute, gorgeous and hot.

Jen seemed to read my thoughts.  “Are you sure this isn’t bothering you?” she asked, a look of concern on her face.  

“I’m good,” I assured her.  Yes, it was bothering me.  But in a good way.  “Then what happened?”

“Cam told me he thinks I have nice legs,” Jen said with a grin.

“What else did he say?”

“He said I have nice hair,” Jen said.  “And he liked my dress.”

“He’s used to seeing you with your hair up and in workout clothes,” I said.  “Sweaty after working out.”

“Yes,” Jen said.

“But now he sees you with your hair down, make up and a tiny dress,” I said.

Jen nodded her pretty head.

“You were showing a lot of leg?” I asked.

“It was impossible not to in that dress,” Jen said.  “I was sitting on a bar stool.”

I slowly nodded.  I imagined my wife with her legs crossed, the black skirt hiked up, showing off her long, lovely legs.  “Did he touch you?” I asked, my heart pounding.  “Did he touch your legs?”

“He might’ve put his hand on my knee,” Jen said teasingly.  “You know, when we were talking.”

“Did he keep his hand on your knee?”

“Mike, I wouldn’t let him do that,” Jen said seriously.  “I pushed his hand away.  I told him I’m not on the market.”

Jen’s words took me aback.  “That’s what you said, not on the market?”

“Yes, why?”

“You should’ve said you’re OFF the market,” I told her.

“There’s a difference?” Jen said looking confused.

“Yes!  ‘Off the market’ means you’re with someone.  It means you have a serious boyfriend, a husband.  ‘Not on the market’ is too vague.  Maybe you’re with someone, or maybe you aren’t, or maybe you are but not serious.  They’re fundamentally different.”

“Okay,” Jen said.  She was looking at me like I was crazy.  With a confused smile, she said “You know, you’re the king of mixed signals.  You’ve always been that way.”

I knew she was right.  I wanted something to happen, yet I didn’t want anything to happen.  In a low voice, I said “I’m just saying, you need to understand the difference between off the market and not on the market.  They’re as different as black and white.”

“Oooookay.  Got it for next time,” Jen said, tapping her head and grinning at me.  The way she was grinning at me, I felt foolish.

“So ...,” I said, prompting to hear more.

“So, when he tried to kiss me ...,” Jen said, continuing her story.

“Yes,” I said, the tone of my voice telling her this is what I wanted to hear.

“One of his beers went out.  Allie was dancing.  So Cam asked me if I wanted to keep him company while he changed in a new keg downstairs.”

I looked at her.  “So you went with him?” I asked.

“I did.”

“But you knew he’d try something.”

“Yes.”

“So why’d you go?”

“Well ...,” she began.  “I guess I was wondering if he was really attracted to me.  He’s way younger, 25 I think, and totally hot.  He could have any girl he wants.  So why me?  I’m older, I’m married, I’m a mom.”

“You wanted to see if he’d make a pass at you,” I said, completing her thought.

“Well, also, I didn’t have a good story for you yet,” Jen said with a mischievous grin at me.

“So you did it for me?” I asked.

“Honestly, that was a big part of it,” Jen said.  “And I was curious.  So anyways, I watched him change the keg.  It was really impressive Mike.  He lifted the new keg – I can’t imagine how much it weighed – he picked it up like it was nothing.  Then when he was done, I started back up the stairs.  But he grabbed my wrist.  He pushed me against the wall.  Then he kissed me.”

“Last night you said he TRIED to kiss you,” I said.

“Well ... he kissed me,” Jen told me.

“Is that all?” 

“He grabbed my ass,” Jen admitted.

“Did you kiss him back?” I excitedly asked.

“Yes,” Jen admitted with an impish smile.  “A little.  Then I pushed him away.  I told him it was a mistake.”

“So he stopped?”

“He tried to kiss me again,” Jen said.  “But I stopped him.  I told him again I was married.”

“Then you went back upstairs?”

“We talked a little.”

“About what?”

“He asked about you,” Jen said.  “I told him your name is Mike.  You work on Wall Street.  That I love you.  I told him again the kiss was a mistake.”

I stared at her.  Last night, my wife kissed another man.  “How was it?” I asked.  It was hard to talk because my throat was dry.  “When he kissed you.”

“It was ... nice,” Jen said.  “He can really kiss.”

This whole time while she told me the story, we were on our sides, naked, looking at each other.  I rolled her onto her back and got on top of her.  “I need you,” I told her.

“I figured as much,” Jen said with a giggle.

I got between her legs.  She reached between us and guided me into her.  She groaned as I entered her.  “Oh god Mike, you’re so freaking hard!” she moaned.

“I won’t last long,” I warned as I moved in and out.

Jen’s hand darted between our bodies.  “Just give me a minute,” she said, closing her eyes.  As I moved in and out of her pussy, she rapidly rubbed her clit.  Her eyes were closed.  I knew she was fantasizing about Cam.  The knowledge she was fantasizing about another man while I fucked her inflamed me.  It pushed me closer to the edge.

Jen sensed I was close.  “Just a minute Mike,” she pleaded with a desperate, whispered voice.  “I’m almost there.”

Somehow I managed to hold off.  With her eyes still closed, Jen parted her lips and slowly rolled her head back, softly moaning as she came.  Then I let myself go.  I rammed into her hard, once, twice, and on the third time I came, shooting my cum into her.

Afterwards we hurriedly dressed.  There was only so long we could leave Anna with Allie.  As we were about to go downstairs, I grabbed Jen’s wrist and pushed her against the wall.  “So, you’re keeping Cam for yourself?” I asked her.

Jen gave me a crooked grin.  “You wish,” she said with a smile in her voice.  “He’s not my Cam,” she said, repeating what she told Allie before.

“Then why are you cock-blocking Allie?” I asked, grinning at her.

“I’m not—,” Jen began, looking shocked.  Then her shock turned into a smile and she laughed.  

Later Jen told Allie it was fine if she wanted to go see Cam after dinner.  They’d have time to catch up tomorrow morning before her flight.  

That night in bed, Jen grinned at me and said, “So you’re happy I didn’t cock block Allie?”

“You’re not jealous she’s probably gonna have sex with him?” I asked.

“Probably?” Jen said with a laugh.  “No Mike, I’m not jealous.”  Then she looked at me with a grin and asked, “Do you wish it was me with Cam instead of Allie?”  

“Do you wish it was you?” I asked back.

“That’s not how the truth serum works,” Jen said, still grinning at me.

“I haven’t taken any,” I said.

“Ha ha.  Okay ...,” Jen said, conceding the point.  “But do we really need truth serum for this conversation?”

I hesitated, processing her words.  I took a moment to look at my beautiful wife.  She was wearing the white nighty I bought her.  Back when she was with Scott, she wore a silk camisole to bed.  When we got back together, it seemed forced for her to go back to wearing my old frat t-shirt.  This was especially true since it took baby-steps for us to reconnect again.  And also my old t-shirt was getting ratty anyway.  So, I bought her a nighty.  It was soft cotton and trimmed in lace.  It was short, barely reaching her mid-thigh.  I bought her a new one each Valentine’s day and she always wore it to bed.

She was wearing it now, and the way she lay in bed, the hem barely covered her pussy.  Her long, fabulous legs were completely on display, and I reached down and put my hand on her exposed thigh.  She was more toned now from working out, and I could feel the firm muscles under her soft perfect skin.  She was tanned from sitting out by our pool, and I could almost smell the lemon juice she always squeezed into her hair while sunbathing, to lighten her blonde hair.

“Is this where Cam touched you?” I asked.

“Not that high,” Jen said.  She moved my hand down until my hand cupped her knee.  “Here,” she said.

“You think Cam’s fucking Allie right now?” I asked.

“Maybe,” Jen said.  “Probably.”

“So, you said Cam’s fit?”

“He is,” Jen said.  “More than fit actually.”

“Is he ... well endowed?” I asked.

“Well, I don’t have personal knowledge,” Jen said with a teasing smile in her voice.  “But I think so.  Erin says so.”

“The girl you do yoga with,” I said.  “Her husband’s Tom.  She had an affair with Cam.”

“You heard a lot this morning,” Jen said.  With a grin she added “Spying on me?”

I smiled back and nodded.  “What’s her story?” I asked.

“I don’t know really,” Jen said.  “I don’t know her well.  She’s about my age.  She stays home too.  She’s really pretty.  She loves Tom.  She doesn’t talk about him a lot, but when she does, I can tell.”

“But she had an affair with Cam?”

“I heard her talking to another girl,” Jen explained.  “She said Cam’s an incredible lover and huge.  I guess I’ll know for sure after tonight.”

“Allie will tell you,” I said.

“Of course she will.”

I traced my fingertips up Jen’s inner thigh.  The sensation made her shudder.  I reached her panties.  They were damp.  “Are you wet talking about Cam?” I asked her.

Jen smirked, like it was a ridiculous idea.  But then she said “The other day, I was lifting on the bench and Cam was spotting me.  He was wearing loose shorts and I could see up the leg.  He wasn’t wearing underwear so I saw his cock.  He looked big.”

“So, you do have first-hand knowledge,” I said.

“Ha ha.  Yeah, sorta,” Jen said with a grin.  “He caught me looking.  He put the bar on my chest so I couldn’t move.  It didn’t hurt, he was holding most of the weight, but I couldn’t move.  It was only for a few seconds but I was still looking up his leg.  He said ‘you like what you see?’”

“Wow,” I said.

“Yeah, wow,” Jen said back.  

“So, he’s an aggressive ass.  Just your type,” I said.  I said it like a joke, but I wasn’t joking.  I knew Jen’s type, and Cam sounded like it.

“Ha ha.  Well ...,” Jen said with a laugh, her voice trailing off.

“He’s constantly flirting with me,” she said.  “And he’s always at the gym when I’m there.  He knows I work out after dropping off Anna.  I think he plans to be there when I’m there.”

I slowly nodded, taking this all in.  This was more than a casual flirtation.  Cam was targeting my wife.  He was working hard to get into her pants.

“You waited a long time to tell me,” I said.  I was lightly caressing her inner thigh just below her panties.

“It actually hasn’t been going on that long,” Jen said.  “Just a few weeks.”

“That’s a long time,” I said.

“No, it isn’t,” Jen insisted.

“If we weren’t talking like we’re talking now,” I said.  “Would you have ended up cheating on me?”

“Mike, god no, I swear to god, no,” Jen said immediately.  “I was actually about to have a talk with Cam.  I mean, flirting’s fun, but he’s crossing the line.  I was gonna tell him he had to stop it or else I couldn’t lift with him anymore.”  She snuggled up into my arms.  “You believe me, right?” she said, looking at me with her big blue doe-like eyes.

Jen had cheated on me in the past.  But yes, I believed her.  We’d gone through a lot and it took time, but now I trusted her again.  “Yes, I believe you baby,” I softly said.  I leaned in and kissed her.  Jen wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me back.  I could feel tension drain from her body.  She was clearly relieved I believed her.

I tugged at her nighty and Jen raised her arms to help me take it off her.  Then I laid her onto her back.  I cupped her breast, her left breast, the one with the fifty-five script tattoo underneath.  I gently fondled her.  “That feels good baby,” Jen sighed.

“You said you were gonna tell Cam to stop,” I said.

“I probably still am,” Jen said.

“But you haven’t yet?” I asked.

After a moment’s hesitation, she said “I didn’t know you were still into wife sharing fantasies.  I mean, I get it, they’ll always be a part of you.  It’s like that man says on that web site you read, it’s a sexual orientation.  But you haven’t talked about it in a long time.”

I took a long time to respond.  This was decision time.  “I want you to know something,” I said after talking a big breath.

“What?”

“First, I love you.”

“I love you too baby,” Jen said, and she gave me a soft kiss on the lips.

“Second,” I began, looking into my wife’s eyes.  In a low, excited voice, I said, “I want you to know you have a free pass.”

Jen looked back into my eyes, not responding for a long time.  Finally, she said “Okay, well, good to know.”  She laughed at the end, like she needed the levity to ease the tension.  It was a nervous laugh though.

I was about to say more but she stopped me with a finger to my lips.  “No more tonight, Mike,” she said softly.  “We both need to think about this.”

I was disappointed, but relieved too.  “Yeah, you’re right,” I said with a nod.

Then Jen pulled me to her.  “Now make love to me,” she said, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me.  This time as we made love, Jen kept her eyes open, looking at me, thinking about me instead of another man.  Or maybe she was thinking about me wanting her to be with another man.  Again.
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I woke up in the middle of the night.  I reached over to Jen but her spot in the bed was empty.  She wasn’t there.  Then I heard voices downstairs.  Allie was back and Jen was talking to her.  I looked at the clock.  It was a little past 3am.

A moment later Jen walked into our bedroom.  “How’s Allie?” I asked as she closed the door behind her.

“You’re awake?” she said, surprised.  Then as she crawled into bed next to me, she giggled and said, “She looks like she got run over by a bulldozer.”

“Cam’s the bulldozer?” I joked.

Jen laughed. “Allie says he has a porn-star cock.  He fucked her three times,” she said excitedly.  “He totally worked her over.  She looks like a truck hit her.  She can barely walk.  I’m not kidding Mike.  I had to help her walk up the stairs.”

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

“You know what else?”

“What?”

“Allie says Cam’s got an amazing tongue,” Jen said, her eyes wide with an excited sparkle.  She traced her fingertip over my lips.  “Can you imagine?  He fucks like a bulldozer ... AND he’s amazing at oral.”  She shuddered at the thought, and then giggled at her shuddering.

I thought about it.  I considered myself good at oral.  I WAS good at oral.  But what if Cam was better than me?  The thought almost made me shudder too.

“I wonder what your pussy would look like after it’s been bulldozed,” I joked.

“Ha ha,” Jen laughed.  “Interesting question.”

I reached between Jen’s legs.  She was moist.  “Talking about Cam get you wet?” I asked with a lustful grin.

Jen smiled lustfully back at me.  She put her hands on my shoulders and nudged me down.  “Show me you’re better than Cam at oral, baby,” she said.  She said it with a smile in her voice, like she was joking, but just the fact that she said it made my hard cock twitch. 

I moved down her body and opened her long shapely legs.  I went down on her, using all my magic.  Soon Jen’s hands were fists as she clutched and pulled at the sheets.  Then she was cumming, her head rolling back and her back arching as she came hard on my tongue.  “No way Cam’s better than you,” Jen said as she panted, still breathing hard from her orgasm.  “You’re freaking awesome at that baby.”

She pulled me up to her.  She guided my cock into her.  “Come on Mike,” she urged me.  With a joking smile in her voice, she said, “Bulldoze your wife.”  I fucked her hard, although I don’t think at the level of “bulldozing.”  After I came we hugged and laughed.  

“I can’t remember when we’ve had so much sex,” Jen said, a big smile on her beautiful face.

“I remember,” I told her.  She looked at me, the smile disappearing.  It was back before Anna.  Before she got pregnant.  When we were playing the game, and we were fucking all the time because she was having an affair with another man (Scott).  Or more accurately, she was getting fucked all the time by Scott, and I was constantly hot from it even though often I was left to get myself off with my hand.

“Hey, can you take Allie to the airport tomorrow?” Jen asked me.

“Sure,” I said.  I assumed me, Jen and Anna would take Allie.  “We’ll take her.”

“No, I mean, just you,” Jen said.  “I’ll stay here with Anna.”  Seeing my questioning look, she explained “Allie said she wants to talk to you.”  I looked at Jen for long moments.  Then I nodded.
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JEN HADN’T BEEN JOKING.  Allie WAS having problems walking, after last night with Cam.  Even after a full night’s sleep, she was still walking gingerly, and winced whenever she pressed her thighs together.

Allie gave long goodbyes to Jen and Anna, and then we were off to the airport.  It was a short drive so Allie didn’t beat around the bush.  “So, you’re thinking about sharing Jen again,” she said.

“She told you,” I said.

“Of course she told me,” Allie said, a scoff in her voice.  She eyed me and said, “Are you sure you want to do this again?”

“You must think I’m crazy,” I lamented.

“You know what?  Actually, I don’t,” Allie said.  “Honestly, I envy Jen.”

My jaw dropped.  “You’re kidding?” I said, astonished.

“She’s got you, a great husband and father.  A wonderful daughter.  A beautiful house,” Allie said.  “And the freedom to be with other men.  Life doesn’t get much better than that, Mike.”

“So, you think Jen wants to do it?” I asked.

“I think that depends on you, Mike,” Allie said.  “You don’t have to worry about Jen cheating on you.  She’ll never do anything behind your back again.”

“Okay ...,” I said, both relieved and disappointed.  

“But I should tell you ...,” Allie said. “Last night, when I was with Cam ... when he wasn’t fucking me, he was talking about your sweet wife.  Asking me about her.”  

With a grin she said, “The boy’s smitten with her.”  She looked at me.  With a knowing smile she said, “This is turning you on.”  Then she looked between my legs and saw the tent in my pants.  “I guess it is,” she said with a grin.

There was a blanket in the back of the car.  I quickly grabbed it and put it over my lap.  Allie laughed.  It wasn’t a cruel laugh though.  More like an amused laugh.

“Anyway, I think you lucked into a good one with Cam,” Allie said.  “Believe me, he’ll rock Jen’s world.  And you don’t have to worry about him trying to steal her away.  He’s only 25.  The last thing he wants is something permanent.”

“Okay.  Good to know,” I said stiffly.  I was still uncomfortable with having an erection with Allie sitting right next to me.  

“But Mike ...,” Allie said, continuing.  “If you decide to play your game again, you have to trust Jen.  Trust her. And we’re done with running away, got that?  No more running away. If you decide to do it, then own up to it, like a man.  Suck it up and take it like a man.”

I winced at Allie’s harsh words.  She was certainly back to being the sassy, Allie Oh-La-La I first met in college.  “This is your way of being supportive?” I said sarcastically.  

Allie laughed.  “Mike, when I say you’re a good husband and father, I mean it,” she said, a grin on her face.  “Jen will do anything for you.  Just remember that.”

We arrived at the airport.  We got out of the car and I helped Allie get her luggage out.  Then we hugged.  As always, our hug was awkward, but strangely, genuine too.  “Call me if you need help.  Or just want to talk,” Allie told me.  She grinned at me and said, “I’ve still got your back, bubble boy.”
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The next weekend was another birthday party.  This time it was at John and Alicia’s house, for their just turned 3-year-old son.  Over the past week, Jen and I hadn’t talked about the game or Cam, although I knew she was still working out every day, and most likely working out with Cam.  I was distracted at work, thinking about Jen working out with the “bulldozer.”  Especially since Cam was “smitten” with my wife (based on what Allie said).  

But at home, Jen seemed perfectly normal.  She rarely mentioned Cam.  She talked about her workouts because that had become an important part of her daily routine, but never in a sexually teasing way, and when she did mention Cam, it was only in passing and never part of the game.  

Mostly Jen was focused on being a mom with Anna the center of her world.  Even though it had only been a week, it was hard to think of her as that head-turning knockout who went clubbing with Allie in that sexy black dress and high heels.  That person seemed like a world away.  Not anything like the girl I knew, who was a devoted wife to me and mother to our daughter.

For the birthday party, Jen wore a typical suburban mom outfit.  Tank top, shorts and sandals.  The hip-hugging shorts showed off her ass and beautiful legs, but it was appropriate for a Saturday afternoon in the late summer.  She looked beautiful, in a sweet and wholesome way, the personification of a young mom who organized community yard sales and regularly taught at Sunday school (which she did). 

For most of the party, Jen hung with the other moms, playing with the kids and coordinating birthday party activities.  I dotted on Anna, always keeping within arm’s length in case she tripped or fell.  Jen always said I was overprotective, but I couldn’t help myself.  My breath caught whenever Anna did anything even mildly risky (like jumping off the sofa), but I usually managed not to intervene, as I knew Anna needed freedom to grow, but I stayed close in case she needed me.

John and Alicia hired babysitters for the party (a few neighborhood teenage girls), so it gave the parents some time to relax and socialize.  As often the case at the neighborhood parties, they served beer and wine.  Nothing hard like vodka or scotch, and no one had to worry about drinking and driving as everyone usually walked.

At one point, I was coming out of the bathroom and saw Jen in the kitchen.  She was alone, crouched down on one knee and leaning over, cleaning up a spill by one of the kids.  The way she was positioned, her tight shapely ass was on full display in her white shorts.  And, her thong had ridden up her back so it was exposed above the waist of the shorts.  The thong was pink and lacy, and looked extremely sexy against her tanned skin and the white of her shorts.

I paused for a moment in the hallway, admiring my beautiful wife.  Then to my surprise, Jen looked over her shoulder and said, “So anyways, yeah, I work out every day at a gym in Verona.”

I realized then that she wasn’t alone.  Someone else was in the kitchen with her, although I couldn’t see from where I was standing.  Then the person walked closer to my wife, and I saw him.  It was Blake!  His eyes were on Jen’s butt.  He was openly looking at her ass, and her exposed pink thong.

I was instantly jealous.  And angry.  How dare he ogle my wife?  And what was Jen doing in the kitchen alone with him?  At the same time, I couldn’t move.  So, I stayed hidden in the hallway, watching and listening to them.

Jen stood and turned to Blake.  She smiled at him.  Blake smiled back at her.  His eyes traveled up and down her body, and he said “Well, the workouts are working.  You look incredible.”

“Thanks,” Jen said.  She demurely lowered her eyes, and twirled her blonde hair around her finger.  She twirled her blonde hair around her finger!  She was flirting with this preppy asshole!

“You look good too Blake,” Jen said.  “Stephanie says you’re a swimmer?”

“That’s right,” Blake said with a proud smile on his face.  “I swam in college.  Fly and IM were my best events.  I made it to the Olympic trials once.”

“Oh, wow,” Jen said, her eyes going wide.  She was clearly impressed, and that cut at my gut.  “You almost made it to the Olympics?”

“Well, to be honest, not really, just the trials,” Blake said with a modest chuckle.  “I got to swim against Mike Phelps though.  He kicked my ass.  But I got to know him.  We’re Facebook friends.  Me and Steph actually had dinner with him in Baltimore last year.”

“Wow, that’s so awesome,” Jen gushed.

Grinning, Blake took a step closer to my wife and said, “You mind if I ask a question?  How do you get your eyelashes so long?”

“My eyelashes?”

“Yes,” Blake said, looking into Jen’s big blue doe-like eyes.  “You have the longest eyelashes.  How do you do it?”

“Um ... mascara?” Jen said.  “What?  You think I’m a freak?”

“No, no, not that,” Blake hurriedly assured her.  Looking into her beautiful face, he said “You have the most amazing eyes.”

Jen shyly looked down again, this time brushing a lock of stray blonde hair behind her ear.  “You shouldn’t say things like that Blake,” she said.  

“You’re worried about Steph? Don’t,” Blake said, smiling reassuringly.  “She talks about you all the time.  How beautiful you are.”

“Really?” Jen said, surprised.  As she pondered that, she casually moved her hand behind her head and pulled her blonde hair to the other side, exposing her left shoulder.  She was wearing a tank top, and her bra strap was exposed under the strap of the tank top.  The movement caused Blake’s eyes (and my eyes) to look at her shoulder and the exposed bra strap.  The bra strap was pink and lacy, matching her thong.  Was Jen doing this on purpose, to flirt with Blake?  The possibility infuriated me!

I finally couldn’t take anymore!  I moved from the hallway into the kitchen.  Seeing me, Jen smiled and moved to me.  “Hey baby,” she said, leaning into my side.  I immediately wrapped my arm possessively around her, making sure Blake knew this girl belonged to me.

“Whatcha doing?” Jen asked.

“About to check on Anna,” I said.

“I’ll go with you,” Jen said.

Blake said, “Hey Mike, have you tried John’s craft beers?  They’re good.”

“No, not yet,” I said.

“They’re in that cooler behind you,” Blake said with a sly grin.  “Mind getting me one too?  Thanks buddy.” 

“What an asshole,” I hissed, pissed that Blake had maneuvered me to serve him in front of my wife.  Blake was gone and we were alone in the kitchen.

“You really don’t like him,” Jen said grinning at me.  

“You really think he looks good?” I asked her, accusation in my voice.

Jen looked at me, realizing I’d been spying on her.  “Are you stalking me again?” she joked with a lopsided smile.

“Do you?” I pressed.

“Well, come on Mike, you have to admit Blake’s fit,” Jen said, an amused smile in her sweet voice.  

I scowled at her.  She laughed and wrapped her arm in mine.  “Come on, let’s go check on Anna,” she said, the smile still in her voice.

She began to pull me out of the kitchen, but I stopped her.  “Wait,” I said.  “Your thong is showing in the back.”  I helped her adjust her shorts.

Then I pulled her to me.  I moaned, “Jen ....” 

I needed my wife.  I hungered for her.

My hands were still on her tiny waist.  I kissed down her neck to her exposed bra strap.  I kissed her there.  I kissed and bit the lacy red bra strap.  Then I kissed back up her neck.  

I hotly whispered into her ear, “Blake saw your thong.”  I pulled her closer, pressing my body against hers.  My cock was steel in my pants, and she felt it.  

Jen pulled away from me, a curious smile on her pretty face.  She looked at me, as if trying to read into my soul.  “You are so the king of mixed messages,” she said, that lopsided smile on her beautiful face again.  She looked down and saw the tent in my pants.  She pulled out my shirt, untucking it so it covered by erection.  “Calm down there, cowboy,” she said with a grin.  Taking my hand, she said “Come on, let’s go find our banana.”

We checked on Anna.  She was having fun with the babysitters and the other kids.  So we mingled and eventually got separated.  Sometime later I spotted Jen talking with Blake again.  They were among a group of people, but it was clear they were talking to each other, at least to me.  Jen seemed to laugh at everything he said.  They were standing close, and Blake touched Jen’s arm a few times to emphasize points as they talked.  Jen’s only about 5’2” (and she was wearing flat ankle strap sandals that didn’t add to her height) and Blake’s well over 6 feet so he towered over her.  Jen had to look up to talk to him.

Then I watched as Blake handed Jen his iPhone.  She swiped across the screen and Blake leaned in close to watch.  What were they looking at?  Pictures?  They talked and laughed as Jen scrolled through whatever they were looking at.  

It was clear to me they were flirting.  Big time flirting.  It made my stomach churn, burning with jealousy, especially since I despised Blake.  But it got me hard again, and I was glad my shirt was untucked.  

I suddenly thought about Blake’s wife, Stephanie.  I worried she might see her husband flirting with my wife and make an embarrassing scene.  I looked through the crowd and spotted Stephanie.  Like me, she was looking at Jen and Blake too.  She was looking intently at them. But she didn’t look angry.  

Stephanie looked ... interested.  And intrigued.
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ABOUT AN HOUR LATER we were home, and Anna was taking a nap.  Our little girl was exhausted from the party.  

“What were you and Blake talking about?” I asked her.

“What?” Jen asked, not understanding.

“You were looking at his phone,” I said.

“Oh,” Jen said, and she laughed as she remembered.  “I was looking at the people he follows on X.  He follows the Kardashians – all of them.  I mean, really?”

“Why do you talk to him so much?” I said frowning at her.

“You’re so jealous of Blake,” Jen said grinning at me.

“Why?” I asked again, pressing for an answer.

“He’s fun,” Jen said with a shrug.  “He makes me laugh.”

Her answer angered me.  It made me jealous.  “I don’t like him.”

“But you got hot when he looked at my ass,” Jen said with a knowing smile at me.

My frown deepened.  I moved closer and grabbed her arms, jerking her to me.  “You belong to me!” I hissed.

“Of course I do,” Jen agreed.

“I got so mad at you!” I told her, still holding her close to me.

“Mad?”

“Seeing you with Blake.  Mad.  Jealous.  Turned on.  I felt like I was boiling over!”  I yanked Jen even closer to me.  “I wanted you!”

“I’m right here baby,” she said, looking into my eyes.

Suddenly I smashed my lips against hers, kissing her.  Jen kissed me back and parted her lips, inviting my tongue into her mouth.  I thrust my tongue down her throat, and then we were falling onto the sofa, desperately undressing each other.  We fucked like newlyweds on the sofa in our family room.  I bit Jen’s neck and roughly fondled her tits, and she grabbed my ass as I pushed into her, urging me to fuck her harder.  Our sex was hot and passionate.  I fucked her like a madman, like I was possessed!  We both came hard.

“Wow,” Jen said between pants after we were done.  Her face was aglow with post-orgasmic bliss.  “Wow.”

“I don’t like you talking to Blake,” I told her.

“Well, if you fuck me like that whenever I talk to him, then I will keep talking to him,” Jen joked with a grin at me.  Seeing me frowning at her, she snuggled deeper into me.  “I like it when you’re like this,” she said, tenderly smiling at me and scratching my beard under my chin.  “I like it when you’re so focused on me.”

“I can’t get enough of you!” I gushed, hugging her tight.  “I adore you!”

Jen smiled as she hugged me back.  She clearly liked what I said.
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LATER THAT WEEK I WAS in bed under the covers after putting Anna down for the night.  Jen walked into our bedroom, head in her phone, grinning as she tapped away on the screen.  “Who are you talking to?” I asked.

“Cam,” Jen said as her phone dinged with a new text.  She smiled as she read it.

“You text with him?” I asked, incredulity in my voice.

Jen finally looked up from her phone.  “I told you we work out,” she said.

“You coordinate times with him?” I asked, my eyes going wide.  “You said he knows your schedule, so he makes sure he’s at the gym when you’re there.  But it sounds like you tell him when you’re going to be there.”

“Well, sometimes,” Jen admitted.  “Sometimes I do yoga first, or there’s a dance class.  I told you we lift together.  So yeah, sometimes we coordinate times.  My schedule’s actually more flexible since he works.”

“You mean at the bar?”

“He’s a physical therapist,” Jen said.  “He works for a home PT service.  So he has a flexible schedule, but not as much as mine.”

I nodded, processing this information.  With Anna in preschool, Jen had most of her mornings and early afternoons free.  “Have you had that talk with him?” I asked. She was going to tell Cam his flirting was crossing the line and he had to stop.  

Jen sat on the bed next to me.  She rubbed my arm and said, “I thought you didn’t want me to.”

She was right.  In fact, I told her she had a free pass to do whatever she wanted with Cam.  Suddenly my throat was dry.  “Have you ... done anything with him?” I asked, my voice low.

“Of course not Mike,” Jen said, rubbing my arm again.  “I would’ve told you.”

“So, he hasn’t tried to kiss you again?”

“Well, let’s just say I’ve avoided situations where he could try,” Jen said.  She ran her hand over my crotch, over the blanket.  Feeling my erection, she gave me a teasing smile and said “Disappointed?”

“But he still flirts with you?” I asked.

“Yes.  All the time.”

“Do you flirt back?”

“I’ve slowed things down.  Until ....”

“Until what?”

Jen looked into my eyes and said, “Until you decide what you want me to do.”

I looked back into her eyes.  My heart was pounding.  “I told you, you have a free pass,” I said, my heart in my throat.

“You also get upset when I text him,” Jen said, waving her iPhone at me.

“Can I see?” I asked, holding out my hand.  Jen gave her iPhone to me.  She gave it willingly, without any hesitation or reluctance, and that reassured me. I read the most recent texts.

Cam:  great seeing you today

TinyDancer:  you kicked my ass today

Cam: hip lifts and toe taps will keep your ass looking great

TinyDancer: I thought my ass already looked great

Cam: it does – feels great too – the keg room feels lonely without you

TinyDancer:  oh god don’t remind me

Cam:  it was only a kiss

TinyDancer:  it was a mistake.  I’m married

Cam:  So?

TinyDancer:  So?!!!!!!!!  Wtf?!!!!!!!!!!

Cam:  let’s talk about it.  Come to the bar tonight

TinyDancer:  you wish

Cam:  seriously, just talk.  Others are coming too.  Judy, erin, carl ....

I looked up, as that was the last text.  “You haven’t responded?” I asked, handing the iPhone back to her.

Jen shook her head.  “Not yet,” she said.

“Erin – she’s the girl Cam had an affair with?”

“Yes.”

“Judy and Carl, they’re in your workout group too?” 

“Yes.”  

I stared at Jen.  She stared at me, staring at her.  We were at a decision point.  And she was waiting for me to make a decision.

I took her iPhone again.  I typed a message and hit send.  Then I showed the screen to Jen.

TinyDancer:  ok I’ll be there

Jen looked at the screen.  Then she looked at me.  A grin came to her pretty face.  “I guess I should get ready,” she said.

“I guess you should,” I said back.

Jen put on capri skinny jeans that ended halfway down her shapely calves and a loose peasant top that buttoned in the back.  She straightened her hair again, like she did when she went clubbing with Allie.  The chic, sophisticated look really suited her, especially with heavier makeup and glossy wet lipstick.  She also dug deep into her closet for high heels.  They were 4-inch stilettos covered with a leopard print.  

“I haven’t seen those shoes in a while,” I said, looking at her feet as she slipped the shoes on.

“Yeah, like 3 years,” Jen joked.  She stopped wearing high heels when she got pregnant.  It was a combination of morning sickness and then later a big belly.  High heels weren’t high on her list of priorities while she was pregnant.  And then once Anna was born, life became all about Anna, and her high heels continued to gather dusk in the back of her closet.

“You’re a real knockout,” I gushed.  She really was.  She looked like a supermodel or A-list movie star.  It wasn’t just the hair and makeup either.  Her face was slimmer from working out, bringing her beauty into sharper focus.  My wife was more than a knockout.  She was stunning. 

Jen smiled at me.  “I’ll text you,” she promised.  “I’ll send pictures.  You’ve never met my gym friends.”

“I’d like to see what they look like,” I said.  With an excited grin I added “Especially Cam.”

Jen’s phone buzzed.  Her uBer had arrived.  I reached for her and Jen leaned into me.  “No playing with yourself tonight, Mister,” she told me.

“Seriously?” I said with a half laugh.

“I am serious,” Jen told me with a grin.  “I want you hot for me when I get home.”
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AS SHE PROMISED, JEN texted pictures to me.  She was with a group of people at a high top.  2 girls and 3 guys, plus herself.  I studied the girls first.  One had dark hair and the other was a red head.  The redhead was cute, but the brunette a real beauty.  I guessed that the brunette was Erin.

Then I looked at the 3 men, trying to guess who was Cam.  It was pretty obvious actually.  Cam was the big man standing next to Jen.  Jen confirmed it with a short message under the picture.  

TinyDancer:  Cam’s the hulk next to me.

I looked at Cam.  The word “hulk” described him perfectly.  He was a big, muscular man.  He looked solid, with a barrel chest and thick arms.  He was handsome too, with a dark completion.  He had thick black hair.  He looked to be Italian, certainly Mediterranean.  He looked young too.  Really young.  I remembered Jen saying he was 25 and realized he was only 2 years older than my young friend Joe.  (Joe’s 14 years younger than me.  I helped raise him, and think of him as my brother.  Me and Joe, and Jen, we have history together.)

Jen was really attracted to Cam.  I could tell.  It wasn’t just the extra time she took on her hair and makeup.  It was the high heels.  A girl doesn’t go out in 4-inch-high heels to just see friends, especially to a sports bar in Verona.  Especially Jen who rarely wore heels nowadays – flats, sneakers or ankle boots were more her speed since becoming a mom.  The fact she wore high heels told me she was interested in Cam.  All the flirting and texting weren’t just a sexy game we were playing.  My wife was interested in another man.

I got another text from Jen.

TinyDancer:  Erin’s the brunette.  Her husband Tom is next to her.

So, I was right about who Erin was.  Cam certainly had good taste.  Erin, like my Jen, was a beautiful girl.  She was married too.  It made me wonder if Cam had a thing for married girls.  It made sense for a player like Cam.  Sex without complications.  And older girls like Jen and Erin had to work harder to stay beautiful.  Sure, Jen had good genes and I guessed Erin did too.  But as a girl aged, it took a lot of effort to stay at the pinnacle of beauty.  And there was a sexiness to that.  If Cam, at only 25, realized that, then I was impressed with him.

I looked again at the picture, at Erin’s husband Tom.  He was an okay looking guy.  He was standing close to his wife, possessively holding her arm.  He was smiling into the camera, but the smile looked forced.  It made me wonder if Tom knew about Erin’s affair with Cam.  At least from the picture, Erin’s focus seemed to be on her husband rather than Cam.  So maybe the affair was over, and their marriage had survived it.  I shrugged, knowing I would probably never meet Erin or Tom.  It made me wonder though.

I stared at my phone, waiting for another text from Jen.  I was desperate to know what was happening.  Was Jen with Cam in the keg room again?  Was he kissing her?  Was his hand inside her bra?  Inside her panties?  Was Jen stroking his “porn-star” cock?  Did she have it in her mouth?  In her pussy?

I had to calm down or I’d have a heart attack.  I decided to check in on Anna.  She was asleep.  I sat with her, just looking at her beautiful, angelic face.  Sitting there in the dark, with just the faith glow of a night light, watching Anna sleep, it calmed me.

It made me think of Jen, not as the sexy girl in leopard print high heels who I sent off to see Cam, but as the devoted mother of our daughter.  I started thinking of them as Jenny versus Jen.  I’d forgotten that Jenny.  But now the memories and feelings from that time came flooding back.  I remembered how hot it was.  I also remembered the pain.  We almost lost each other.  We came this close to losing each other.  Was I crazy?  Why did I want this again? 

I finally left Anna’s room.  I was holding my phone, not wanting to miss a text.  Then one came in.

TinyDancer:  I really have a free pass?  R u sure?

I stared at my wife’s text.  I read it over and over.  I was conflicted, but .... 

Before I could change my mind, I sent a text.

Hunka: yes you have a free pass.  I’m sure.  Ily.

I waited for a text back.  One heartbeat.  Two.  Three.  Then there was a text.

TinyDancer:  ily2 <heart emojis>
I was breathing hard.  Now came the waiting.  How long would it take?  For Cam to fuck my wife?  Probably they’d go to his apartment.  Where did he live?  How many times would they do it?  And Allie said Cam had a good tongue.  Would he go down on Jen first?  Maybe make her cum?  And then Jen would go down on him, make him cum in her mouth.  Then they’d have to recover.  Joke around, laugh, hug and kiss.  Then they’d fuck.  How many times?  Once, twice?  

I realized it could be hours before I’d see my wife again.  In fact, given how she used to play with Scott, she might end up sleeping over at Cam’s.  Then I wouldn’t see her until tomorrow morning.  That was hours away.  I was desperate to see Jen again.  I felt empty without her.  I needed to hold her, kiss her.  I needed her to be with me.  I just needed my wife to be with me.

Then a text arrived.

TinyDancer:  coming home.  See you soon.  Ily

I was shocked and relieved.  Shocked because it had been less than 30 minutes since her last text.  Relieved because I’d soon be holding my wife in my arms again.

When Jen got home she smiled at me and melted into my arms.  “What happened?” I asked excitedly.

“Let’s go upstairs,” Jen said.

Upstairs, I looked at my wife.  I studied her.  With a smile she said, “Wondering if I look freshly fucked?”  My breath caught at her words.  She heard it and her smile widened.  “Well, I’m not.”

“What happened then?” I asked, desperate to know.  

“Nothing,” Jen said.  “We talked.  Flirted some.  But nothing happened.”

“But your text,” I said, not understanding.  Then I got it.  “You were testing me,” I said.

Jen gave me an apologetic smile.  “I need to know if you’re serious,” she said.  She began unbuttoning my shirt.  “Let’s get into bed baby.”
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WE WERE IN BED, NAKED, on our sides and looking at each other.  “So you were testing me,” I said.  “But did you want to fuck him?”

Jen gave a half laugh.  Not a funny ha ha laugh, but a you don’t understand me laugh.  “I’m different now Mike,” she said.  “Before I was stupid.  I did horrible things to you.  I don’t want to repeat those mistakes.”

“I guess I don’t understand,” I said, looking questioning at her.

“You asked me if I want to fuck Cam.  I’m answering you,” Jen said.  “I can’t think about being with someone else until I know that’s what you really want.  It’s like a switch in my head.  Until I know for sure you want it, I can’t even imagine being with someone else.”

“I do want it,” I told her.  “I replied to your text.  I told you I was sure.”

“But how much did you hurt after sending it?” Jen asked, giving me a knowing look.

I looked back into her eyes, amazed at how well she knew me.  “Okay, yes, it hurt,” I admitted.  “But that’s part of my fantasy.  The hurt, being jealous, it’s like throwing gas on a fire for me.  That’s what I want.  You say I’m the master of mixed signals.  Being a cuckold means I’m always conflicted.  It means it hurts.  But that’s part of it.  It’s what makes it so exciting.  It’s what I want.”

Jen stared at me, like she was studying me, trying to figure out if I was telling the truth.  Finally, she said, “It almost happened Mike.  I almost fucked him.  But I had to talk to you first, to make sure.”

“What happened?” I asked excitedly. 

“I’ll tell you, but do something for me first.”

“What?”

“Go down on me,” Jen said, running her fingertip across my lips.  

Without hesitation I moved down her body and opened her legs.  I ran my thumb up and down her slit.  “You’re so fucking wet,” I said.  

“Cam,” Jen said breathlessly.

“He got you this way?”

“Yes. And now I need it.  Make me cum, Mike.”

I went down on her.  I had to admit, I tried to make her cum fast as opposed to drawing out her pleasure, as I wanted to get to her story.  I didn’t have to worry thought, because within moments she was cumming on my tongue.

Then I moved up her body and took her into my arms.  It was my turn now.  I pressed my naked body against hers and nuzzled her neck.  

“Just give me a second,” she said, putting a hand to my chest and panting as she came down from her orgasm.  After catching her breath, she said, “Okay I’ll tell you now.”

“Okay,” I said anxiously.  “What happened?”

“I went down to the keg room with him. After texting you, and you said you were sure,” she said.  “He lifted me on top of a keg and stepped in between my legs.  He kissed me.  This time I kissed him back.”

“You did?” I said excitedly.

“He’s such a good kisser Mike,” Jen told me.  “I was gonna play hard to get again.  I don’t know, maybe not, cause I did go to the keg room with him.  But anyways, once he started kissing me I couldn’t resist.  Cam’s such a good kisser.  His lips are so soft, but he’s forceful, he knows what he wants, he takes it.”

“You like that in a man,” I said.

“I do,” Jen agreed.  “So, once he started kissing me I kissed him back.  Then his hands were inside my blouse.  He unsnapped my bra.  He put his hands on my tits.  His hands are really big, it felt like he was touching me everywhere.  I think I almost came when he rubbed my nipples.”

“Oh god Jen,” I gasped.  I was so excited I could barely breathe.  Jen put her hand around my hard cock but I stopped her from stroking me.  “I don’t want to cum yet,” I told her.

“I’ll just hold you, like this,” she said, her hand wrapped around my shaft but only light pressure.

“Okay,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest.  “Tell me what happened next.”

“Then Cam took my hand and put it on his cock,” Jen said.  “It was still in his pants and wasn’t all the way hard yet, but it felt so big.  I mean, freaking big Mike.  Huge.”

“Longer than Scott?” I excitedly asked.  “Thicker than Joe?”

“I don’t know.  He was still in his pants.”

“You didn’t take it out?” I asked.

Jen shook her head no.  “I couldn’t,” she said.  “Not until I talked to you.”

“Okay – then what happened?”

“Cam unbuttoned my jeans,” Jen said.  “He put his hand into my pants.”

“Oh god,” I gasped.  “He touch your pussy?”

“He did,” Jen said.  “He put a finger inside me.”

“Oh god Jen!” I groaned, and then I was cumming in her hand.  She was barely touching me yet I was cumming in her hand.  As soon as she realized I was cumming, she tightened her grip and rapidly stroked me, to give me pleasure rather than a ruined orgasm.

We were laying on our sides.  I collapsed into her, my head on her chest under her chin, panting.  She used a sheet to wipe off my cum, then she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me.

“So then what happened?” I asked her when my breathing was back to normal.  “Did he make you cum?”

“No,” Jen said shaking her head.  “That’s when I stopped him.  I couldn’t go any farther.  Not until I talked to you.”

“But you wanted to,” I said.

Jen shook her head again.  “I wouldn’t fuck him, or go down on him, or let him go down on me, or cum with him,” she said.  “Not until we talked.”

“I have to flip that switch in your head,” I said.

“Maybe it’s in my heart,” Jen said.  “Or my soul.  But yes.  You have to flip it.  I need to know you really want this.”

I was quiet for long moments.  So long, that Jen said, “Mike, tell me what you’re thinking.”

After another moment’s hesitation, I asked, “Do you ever think about Scott?”

“No,” Jen said immediately.  But it was too fast.  She knew it, and she knew I knew it.  

“Yeah, I think about him sometimes,” she admitted in a soft voice.  “I think about how stupid I was.  How horrible I was to you.  It won’t be like that this time, Mike.  I’ll make it good for you.  It’ll be good for both of us.  I’ll take care of you this time.  I promise.”

“Now it sounds like you’re trying to convince me to flip the switch.”

“I—,” Jen began, but I stopped her.

“It’s okay,” I said with a kiss to her lips.  “I want you to desire other men.  If you’re doing it just for me, it doesn’t work.”  I kissed her again.  Then I said “So yeah, I really mean it.  Your free pass is real.  I want this.  I want to be a cuckold again.”

“My cuckold,” Jen said, love and affection in her soft voice.  She tenderly kissed me.

“Your cuckold,” I agreed, kissing her back.

“It’s gonna hurt sometimes,” Jen warned me.

“I want that,” I said.

“I know,” she said.  “But if it ever hurts too much, tell me.  If I ever cross the line, tell me.”

“I will,” I promised.

“So ... okay,” Jen said.  She smiled at me and scratched my beard under my chin.  I looked her.  I had turned on the switch.  It was real now.

“So, when will you do it?” I asked her, an excited smile on my face.

“I don’t know,” Jen said, a mischievous smile coming to her beautiful face.  “I could have Cam tomorrow but what fun is that?  I want him to work for it.”

I pulled back from Jen, intrigued.  “It’s a game to you,” I said.

“Of course it is,” Jen said, the grin still on her face.  “I want Cam so hot for me he’s begging to fuck me.”

“I thought you’re a bottom,” I said.

“I am, but ...,” Jen said.  “If a man wants me to be his, he has to fight for me.”

“To be his?” I said.

“You know what I mean,” Jen said, rubbing my arm.  “Of course I’m really yours.”

“Okay ...,” I said, uncertainly in my voice.

“Don’t worry Mike, I’ll take care of you,” Jen promised again. “You just have to trust me.”

“I do trust you baby,” I said.  I was hard again, and my erection was poking against her leg.  Jen got on top of me and guided my cock into her.  Then we hugged and kissed as we made love.
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The next week I had to go on a business trip.  I was traveling fairly often as we were rolling out the next version of Sapphire.  Coincidentally, my parents were taking Anna to Disney World, so Jen would have the whole week to herself.  

“I don’t know what I’m going to do with myself,” she lamented.  

“You’ll have a lot of time to work out with Cam,” I said with a lustful grin.  “And stop by his bar.”

“Maybe I will,” Jen said with a grin back at me.  “But nothing’s going to happen, Mike.  The first time it happens, I want you here.”

“You have a free pass,” I reminded her.

“I know that,” Jen said, hugging me.  “But the first time it happens, I want you here.  It’s important to me.  To us.”

Despite Jen’s assurances, I had a hard time believing she wouldn’t do something with Cam while I was gone.  I mean, she was alone for an entire week.  She saw Cam every day at the gym.  They were hot for each other, and they almost fucked just the weekend before.  How could something not happen?

On Tuesday, Jen told me she was going to Blake and Stephanie’s for dinner.  They knew both me and Anna were away and didn’t want Jen to be lonely at home.  I fumed that Jen would be with Blake without me there.  Of course I knew nothing would happen since Stephanie and their kids would be there too.  But it still got me agitated.  

I truly despised Blake, and the fact that Jen seemed to like him made me hate him even more.  I was especially worried now that Jen had a real free pass.  What if she wanted to fuck Blake?  Just the idea enraged me.  I knew it would never happen of course, because Stephanie was one of Jen’s best friends.  But still the idea enraged me.  

I couldn’t stand the thought of Blake putting his hands on my wife.  Kissing her.  Or worse of all, putting his dick inside her – becoming one with her.  All this got me hot too.  I masturbated, alone in my hotel room.  As I stroked myself, I fantasized about Jen with Cam.  No way could I stomach the thought of Jen with Blake.

Later that night after Jen got home from dinner, we spoke on the phone.  “How was Blake?” I asked.  “He look down your blouse?”

“No,” Jen said with a laugh.  “He was a perfect gentleman.”

“What shoes did you wear to dinner?” I asked.

“What?” Jen said with another laugh.

“What shoes?” I repeated.  “Did you wear high heels?”  If she wore high heels to dinner for Blake, I was going to lose it.

“Why would I wear high heels?” Jen said, the laugh still in her voice.  “I wore my Mia flats.  You know, the black ones with the pointy toes.  Mike, are you okay?”

“Yes.  Sorry.  It was just a long day.”  

“So ... do you want to hear something sexy?” Jen asked.

“Yes,” I said, my ears suddenly perking up.

“I shaved myself,” Jen told me.  

“You did?”

“I did,” she said.  “I’m bare again.”

“Completely bare?  Not even a landing strip?”

“Nope.  All gone.  Completely bare.”

“How will I be able to tell you’re a natural blonde?” I joked.

“Ha ha.  Well, I think you know by now, Mister,” Jen said with a laugh.  “I forgot how sexy it feels being completely bare.  I’ve already played with my little friend today.”  With a giggle she added “Twice.”  Her “little friend” was her little pink vibrator.

“So, you’re my horny slut,” I joked.

“I am,” Jen said laughing again.

“Were you hot from shaving?” I asked.  “Or seeing Cam today?”

“Both,” Jen said, a teasing smile in her voice.

“What?”

“I shaved for Cam,” Jen told me.  “He told me to.”

My heart was suddenly pounding, and my stomach was rolling over.  I felt like I couldn’t breathe.

“Mike?  Are you there?”

“Yes, I’m here,” I managed to croak out.

“So, yeah, I did it for Cam,” Jen said.  “It was a dare.”

“A dare?” I asked.

“You know he fingered me?”

“Yes,” I said, my heart beating so hard it was pounding in my head.

“He felt my bush,” Jen said.  “He said he liked his girls bare.”

“Oh god,” I moaned into the phone.  “His girls.”

“Mike are you okay?”

“I’m okay,” I managed to say through heavy breathing.  “He said his girls?”

“Yes.”

“Are you one of his girls?”

“Ha ha.  Well, not yet.  Maybe soon ....”

My gut clenched at Jen’s words.  My dick was so hard.  “So, keep going,” I said.

“Well, anyways, that’s when he dared me.  To shave it off.  For him.”

“God,” I said, moaning into the phone again.  I was close to cumming, and I wasn’t even touching myself.

“So – did you dare him too?” I managed to say between pants.

“I did.”

“What?”

“I dared him to wear a Speedo,” Jen said.

“A Speedo?” I asked, not understanding.

“Mike, are you playing with yourself?  I want you to take out your cock and play with yourself.”

“Okay,” I said.  I kicked off my pants.  My cock was steel.  I wrapped my hand around my shaft and slowly stroked myself.  “Okay, I’m doing it.”

“So anyways, on Wednesdays we swim,” Jen explained.  “After lifting.  I dared Cam to wear a Speedo.  So, I can see how big he is.”

“Oh god Jen,” I moaned into the phone.  I was slowly stroking myself.  I was close to cumming.

“Want me to send you a picture tomorrow?”

“Yes please!” I begged.  Jen giggled.

“Want to know something else?”

“What?”

“Steph was over this afternoon,” Jen said.  “She needed rosemary for dinner, so I cut some from our garden.”

“Okay ...,” I said.

“I told her what I did.  That now I was completely shaved.  And she probably told Blake.  So while we were talking and eating, Blake knew I had a shaved pussy.  And he knew before you.  You’re the third man to know.  After Cam and Blake.  What do you think about that Mike?”

“Jen ...,” I moaned.  I was edging myself, trying to keep from cumming, but I was so close.

“I need to tell you something else,” Jen said.

“What?” I said.  This was all so much I felt like I was going to have a heart attack.

“I wore a skirt tonight,” she said.  “No high heels, but a skirt.  You know, the tan one?  You know the one I’m talking about Mike?”

“Yes, I know,” I said.  I knew it well.  It wasn’t tight, but it was short.  Jen didn’t wear micro-minis anymore; they weren’t part of her “mommy” wardrobe.  The tan skirt was about the shortest she wore, hitting about mid-thigh.  

“I didn’t wear panties tonight, Mike,” Jen told me.  “Blake did everything he could to look up my skirt.  One time when he was sitting across from me, I let my legs open when I was turning around to talk to Steph.  I’m pretty sure Blake got a good look up my legs.  So, what do you think about that Mike?  Blake’s seen my bare pussy, and you haven’t.”

“Ugh God!” I cried as I came.  I came so hard a jet of sperm hit my chest just below my chin. 

Jen giggled over the phone.  “Goodnight baby,” she said.  “I hope you have a good sleep.”

“Jen, did all that really happen?” I asked.

“Yes baby, it all happened,” Jen said. 

“Jen baby,” I said.  “You’re the most amazing girl in the world!  I love you so much!  I adore you!”

Jen giggled, clearly pleased by my words.  “I love you too Mike,” she said, and I heard the love in her voice.  “Goodnight baby.”
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I WAS ON PINS AND NEEDLES the next day, waiting for the picture from Jen.  I was so distracted a few people asked if I was feeling okay.

The text came around 1pm.  

TinyDancer:  No Anna or hubby, so I’m hanging by the pool with my gym buddies.

There was a picture underneath.  I opened it.

It was a group picture, Jen and her friends relaxing by the gym’s outside pool.  I focused in on Jen.  Cam was next to her.  He seemed always next to her.  And Jen was close to him.  She seemed to be leaning towards him, like she was with him, as opposed to being a married girl who just happened to be next to Cam when the picture was taken.

My stomach churned, and my heart ached.  Cuckold angst washed over me, caused by another man being in my wife’s life.  Caused by that other man being important to my wife.  

I zoomed closer into Jen.  My eyes went wide seeing the bikini she was wearing.  It was hot pink, looking great against her tanned skin and blonde hair.  But it wasn’t the color that surprised me.  The bikini was mostly string with just tiny triangles covering her breasts, pussy and ass.  She used to wear bikinis like this with Scott.  But those had been packed away a long time ago, when Jen got pregnant with Anna.  Now she was wearing them again for Cam?

I zoomed closer on Jen.  On her left hand.  She wasn’t wearing her engagement ring, but she was wearing her wedding ring.  Just like I’d asked her.  That made me feel better and calmed me down. 

My phone pinged with another text.  

TinyDancer:  Is this even freaking real?

There was a picture attached and I opened it.  It was a close up of Cam’s mid-section.  I saw he had turf covering his lower abdomen, what’s called a Happy Trail.  But it was Cam’s Speedos that Jen was referring to.  That is, what was in his Speedos.

The Speedos were like skin-tight biker shorts, going from his waist down to just above his knees.  Outlined in the stretchy lycra was his cock.  It looked huge, like a python traveling down his muscular thigh.  And the man wasn’t even hard.  Allie was right, he did have a porn-star cock.

If it was me, I’d be embarrassed to be wearing the Speedos.  I mean, everyone could see his package, there was no way to hide it (other than using a towel).  But then, maybe Cam wanted everyone to see.  Maybe if I was big like him, I’d want people to see it too.  Especially girls.  Especially pretty girls like my wife.

I send Jen a text.

Hunka:  Do you have time to talk?

TinyDancer:  I always have time to talk to you baby

A moment later my cell rang.  It was Jen.  “Hey baby,” she said.  There was a smile in her voice.  “Like the pictures?”

“I don’t remember seeing that bikini,” I said.

“It’s new,” Jen said.  “My old ones don’t fit.”  That made sense.  Pregnancy had blessed Jen with more curves.  Now she had breasts that were a cup size bigger, and more curvy hips and ass.  She was still petite and slim, but that made the extra curves more noticeable.  

“I like your new curves,” I told her.

“Aw, thanks baby,” she said.

“Having fun?” I asked.

“So much fun,” she said.

“You sound tired.”

“A little,” she said.  “Cam worked me hard.”

“He worked you hard?” I asked, my cock twitching.

“Our workout,” Jen explained.  “We worked on abs today.”

I was silent as I processed her words.  It was more than just spotting now.  They were working out together.  Another man was my wife’s workout partner.  In a way, it would be better if they just did it, and they became fuck buddies.  But they were more than that.  They were friends, workout partners.  So, when they eventually did have sex, it would be more than sex.  Jen would have a relationship with Cam.  Again, I felt the familiar emptiness and desperation that went along with being a cuckold.  My cock was steel in my pants.

“Your friends look nice,” I said, needing to change the subject.

“They’re super nice,” Jen agreed.

“I’d like to meet them someday,” I said.

Jen hesitated, then said, “... are you sure?”

I didn’t understand her answer.  She didn’t want me to meet them?  Then I got it.  “People know you’re a thing?” I asked.  “You and Cam.”

“We’re not a thing,” Jen said.  “I’ll never be a thing with Cam.  I’m a thing with you.”

I found her answer both a relief, and deflating.  I said, “You know what I mean.”

“I do.”

“So people know?”

“People think I’m fucking Cam,” Jen said.  “I’m not.  You know that.  But it still might be uncomfortable for you to hang with us.  You know?”

“Because you’ll soon be Cam’s lover.  Right?  One of his girls.”

“Baby ... are you telling me to stop?”

“No.”

“You sound like the king of mixed signals again,” Jen said.

“I don’t mean to,” I said.

“Okay ....”

“We could play that game, where I’m your old college friend,” I suggested.

“Can’t,” Jen said.  “They know what you look like.”

“They do?”

“Mike ... Facebook. CNN.”

“Oh, yeah.  So where’s Cam?”

“Right now?  Here’s over there.  Looking at me talking to you.”

“He knows you’re talking to me?”

“Yes,” Jen said.  “I told him you texted me.  And you wanted me to call you.  He looks jealous.  But then he’s only 25.”

“Do you get jealous when he talks to other girls?”

“No,” Jen said.  “But I might once I start fucking him.  You know how sex changes things.”

I laughed.  “I can’t believe the conversations we have,” I said.  “I like them though.  They’re exciting.”

“I think so too,” Jen said, a smile in her voice.

“Thank you for wearing you wedding ring,” I said.

“Mike, you don’t have to thank me,” Jen said.  “Anyways, I think Cam likes it.”

“You wearing your wedding ring?  Why?”

“Because that’s his thing,” Jen said.  “He likes married girls.”

I shuddered with a wave of cuckold lust.  “What’d Cam think of your new bikini?” I asked.

“Oh, he loves it,” Jen said with a grin in her voice.  “I told him I bought it for him.”

My heart lurched.  “Did you really?” I asked.

“Well, I mean, things aren’t black and white Mike,” Jen said.  “You have to remember that.  I needed a new bathing suit anyway, so I bought it for me.  But I also bought it for Cam.  Does that make sense?”

“Yes, I guess,” I said, feeling jealous and ignored.  “So, sorry for being so pathetic, but was any part of buying that bikini for me?”  I wasn’t mad, so I kept anger out of my voice.  I just wanted to know.

“Mike ...,” Jen began.  “First off, nothing you do or say will ever be pathetic with me, so stop even thinking that.  Second, I belong to you, so even though Cam might get to enjoy it, the bikini’s really all for you.”

“Okay ...,” I said.  Jen’s words made me feel a little better, but I wasn’t entirely convinced.  I let it go though.  Part of being a cuckold means sometimes another man takes precedence in your wife’s life.  Jen’s new bikini was an example of that.  

I didn’t want to turn the conversation negative.  So, I forced a grin and said, “That Speedo he’s wearing ....”

“Yes.  It’s really something huh?” Jen said with an excited smile in her voice.  “I don’t usually go for that look, but he’s got the abs and thighs for it.”

“But his cock,” I said.  “He’s huge.  How will you get that inside you?”

“I have no idea,” Jen said with another giggle. With a grin in her voice, she added “But I’m excited to try.”  She giggled again, then she said “Want to hear something sexy?” 

“Yes,” I said eagerly.

“We were alone when Cam first saw me in the bikini.  We were in this hallway between the locker rooms and pool,” Jen said.  “He said he needed to check if I did the dare.  So he put a finger in my bottoms and tugged so he could see my pussy.”

“You let him do that?” I said excitedly.

“I did,” Jen said, a grin in her voice.  “He looked down into my bottoms – he took a long look Mike—and I said, ‘satisfied now?’  He told me he wasn’t.  He said I had to take off the bottoms so he could make sure I was completely shaved.”

“Did you?” I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

“No Mike,” Jen said with a laugh.  “I pushed his hand away and told Cam he better be satisfied because that was the most he’d ever get to see me.  I showed him my wedding ring again and told him I was married.  You want to know what he said then?”

“What?”

“Are you sure?” Jen said.  “You’re probably going to be mad at Allie.”

“Allie?” I said, not understanding.

“Cam took my hand and put it on his cock,” Jen said.  “You know, over the Speedos.  He said ‘I know your husband has a pencil dick.  I know you want my big cock.  So, tease all you want Jen.  You and I both know I’m gonna be seeing a lot more than I just saw.  You’re gonna take off all your clothes and you’ll be screaming my name as you cum on my cock.’”

I found myself unable to speak.  I felt lightheaded.  Some cucks don’t like the humiliation.  I do, I really get off on it.  But it’s still hard to hear.  “Mike, are you there?” Jen asked.

“How does he know my dick’s small?” I asked.

“That’s what I meant,” she said.  “Allie told him.”

“Allie told him?” I asked incredulously.  “Why’d she tell him?”

“I don’t know, I haven’t had a chance to call her,” Jen said.  “But Allie said Cam talked about me the night they hooked up.”  

I silently nodded, as Allie told me the same thing.  I must have been quiet for a long time because Jen said again, “Mike are you there?  Are you alright?”

“Yes, I’m here,” I managed to say.  “I’m fine.”

“Is this getting you hot?”

“Yes.  Too hot actually,” I said.  I added a laugh to help myself calm down.  “So, when are you gonna finally do it with Cam?  Tonight?”

“Not tonight,” Jen said.  “Not this week.  I told you Mike.  I want you home when it happens.”  When I didn’t answer she said, “You don’t believe me.”  There was a frown in her voice.

“I do,” I said.  “It’s just ... I can tell you’re into him, and he’s into you.  And you wouldn’t have waited before.”

“I’m not the same girl as before,” Jen insisted.

“You shaved yourself for him Jen,” I said.  “You bought a bikini for him.  It’s gonna happen, right?”

“It’ll happen when the time is right,” Jen said.  “When you’re at home.  So, we can be together after.  That’s important Mike.”

“I know ...,”  I said.  “I know Jen.  I know.”

We were silent for a few moments.  “So anyways ...,” she began.  “I’m thinking about seeing Cam at the bar tonight.”

“Okay ...,” I said.

“If that bothers you I won’t,” Jen said.

“No,” I said.  “I want you to go.”

“I’ll call you after,” Jen said.  “Will you be up?”

“You know I’ll be up,” I said.  We both laughed at my double entendre.

“I better get back,” she said.

“Yeah, okay,” I said.  Once again my heart was in my throat as I thought about my wife returning to her new man.  “I love you Jen,” I said, with more emotion than I intended.

“I love you too Mike,” Jen said.  There was emotion in her voice too.  But also, she was rushed, like she wanted to get back to her new flame.  Her hurriedness for another man both wrenched my heart and made my cock jerk.  

We hung up.  Jen went back to Cam, and me back to work.  I knew I wouldn’t be able to concentrate.  It was going to be a long afternoon.
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It was the waiting that I hated.  I checked my phone constantly.  I watched the clock like waiting for water to boil.  The waiting was agony.  But it was exquisite agony.  My dick was steel in my pants.  It made me wonder (for not the first time) how much being a cuckold was grounded in masochism.  

Around 10pm I got a text from Jen.  I paused for a moment to consider the time.  It was 10pm.  I’d last heard from her at 1pm, when she was at the pool with Cam.  That was 9 hours ago.  Had my wife been with that other man for all that time?  The prospect sent shudders through me, but also tore through my gut too.

I finally opened the text.

TinyDancer:  how do we look?

A picture was attached.  I opened it.  It was a group shot.  As before at the pool, Jen was next to Cam.  I focused first on Cam.  In the pool shot, he was sitting down.  But here he was standing up along with everyone else.  

Now I saw he was tall in addition to being muscular.  He towered over Jen.  With his tall stature, barrel chest and thick arms, he was a mountain of a man.  He looked like a football defensive end.  Or maybe Thor from the Avengers movie, except instead of being fair with golden locks, he was dark complexioned with thick black hair (and taller).  

My eyes turned to my wife.  My eyes bulged out as I looked at her.  She wore tiny jean shorts.  They were so short you could see the white fabric of the pockets.  On top she wore a tank top.  It was like the tank she wore at the neighborhood party, as you could see the straps of her bra at her shoulders, although this tank hugged her body whereas the one from the neighborhood party hug loose on her.

I looked at Jen’s feet.  She was wearing red, strappy heels.  They weren’t too tall, maybe only 2-inch heels.  But with the short shorts, they made her shapely legs look impossibly long.  Jen had painted her toes red, the same color as the heels.  Her fingernails were painted the same red.  She had really thought about this.  

I sent a text back.  

Hunka:  so you and cam are already we?

My heart was in my throat as I waited for her reply.  I imagined she was laughing and talking with Cam and her other friends, the music loud, people partying all around them, and she would glance at her phone every now and then, and then toss a quick text back to me.  Her text arrived a few moments later.

TinyDancer:  ha ha.  WE as in our whole group

I frowned at her answer.  I knew she was teasing me.  

Hunka:  r those shorts new?

Jen responded a couple minutes later.

TinyDancer:  sorta.  I cut holey jeans.

I slowly nodded as I read her text.  Jen had a lot of worn skinny jeans.  She was often on her knees playing with Anna.  Now though, I imagined my wife doing something else on her knees.  Doing it for another man, for Cam.

Hunka:  I like them

This time her reply came immediately.

TinyDancer:  aw thanks baby.  Cam likes them too.

I stopped breathing as I read her text.  I immediately replied.

Hunka:  has he tried something?

TinyDancer:  tried ... and succeeded. Lol.  Gotta go.  Cammy wants to dance.

I stared at her text.  “Succeeded.”  What did that mean?  Had he fucked her?  Did she suck him off?  And she was calling him “Cammy”?  The memories of Jen calling Scott “Scotty” came back to me.  The memories hit me like a pile of bricks, all the anxiety, jealousy and hurt flooding back.

I waited for Jen’s next text.  But it didn’t come.  Thirty minutes.  An hour.  I watched the clock.  10pm became 11.  Then midnight.  Almost 2 hours since her last text.  I was going crazy.  Frantic.  I wasn’t worried for her safety.  After all, she was in the middle of a crowded suburban bar, and she was with friends.  Jen knew better than to drive home drunk, not with uBers so easy to get.  But still I was going crazy.

Around 1245am her text finally arrived.

TinyDancer:  I’m home.  R u still up?

I called her immediately.  “Where have you been?!” I frantically asked.

“I’m sorry, I should have called,” Jen said.

“You should have!  Why didn’t you when you left the bar?!” Champions in Verona was about 30 minutes from our house.  She had more than enough time to call me.

“Cam drove me home,” she told me.  Her answer made my heart stop.  Hearing my silence, she explained, “I was tipsy, so he drove me.”

“So ... what happened?” I finally said.  “It’s been 3 hours since your last text.  You were with him all that time?”

“I’m sorry.  I lost track of time,” Jen said, sounding regretful.  “We were talking.”

“For 3 hours?  About what?”

“Did I tell you he blogs?” Jen asked.

“He’s a blogger?” I asked.  “I thought he was a physical therapist.”

“He is.  And he tends bar.  And he blogs too.  He’s a political blogger.”

“A political blogger?” I repeated dumbly, still trying to catch up.

“I know, right?” Jen said with a grin in her voice.  “He’s Libertarian.  I don’t agree with everything he says, but at least he’s open to other views.  His blog’s called Cam In Focus.  You know, camera in focus?  It’s kinda weak.  I told him I’d help with his marketing.”

My head was spinning as Jen told me this.  My wife was a political junkie.  There was nothing she enjoyed more than to talk politics.  She cared deeply about the issues, but also to her it was like sport.  My mind flashed to an image of Jen sitting with Cam for hours, talking politics.  It bothered me and made my stomach churn.  

“Jen, what the fuck, you’re talking politics with him?” I scoffed.  “And you’re going to help him with marketing?  What are you, best friends now?”

I could almost hear Jen frowning at me.  Pursing her lips at me.  “No Mike, we’re not best friends,” she said patiently.  “But I can’t just fuck him.  It can’t just be physical.  You know this is how I am.  Cam’s not my best friend – you’re my best friend—but he IS a friend.  I need that if I’m gonna do this.  You get that right?”

“I know,” I said.  “It’s just ....”

“It’s just what, baby?” Jen asked.

I hesitated, then said, “... this is really happening.  You’re not just teasing anymore.  This is really gonna happen.”

“I thought you knew that.  I thought you wanted that.  Are you saying you don’t want it to happen?”

“I do want it,” I assured her.  “It’s just, after last time, I’m worried about where it’ll end up.”

“You have to trust me Mike,” Jen told me.

“I do trust you,” I insisted.  I hesitated again, then said, “You want this, don’t you?  You’re not doing it for me.  You want him.”

“I do,” Jen said honestly.  “At this point, I do.  I’ve been seducing him for weeks—.”

“More like you’ve been seducing each other,” I pointed out.

“True,” Jen said, and we both laughed.  It helped to ease the tension.

“I do want Cam,” Jen said.  “But if you say stop, I’ll stop.”

Jen’s words – “I do want Cam” – reverberated through my head.  As a cuck, there is nothing more exciting than to hear your wife express desire for another man.  My dick was so hard it hurt. 

“Maybe we need a safe word,” I suggested, my throat dry from excitement.

“I thought about that,” Jen said thoughtfully.  “Stop isn’t good.  We might say that in the middle of something and not mean it.  I think, if you want to stop, just say you’re taking my free pass back.  If you say that, I’ll know you really want to stop.  And then I’ll stop.  I will Mike.  I promise I’ll stop.  Do you believe me?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, I believe you.”

“Do you feel better now?” Jen asked.

“Yes,” I said.  I did feel better.  “For me, a big part of the excitement is being out of control.  But that’s hard too sometimes.  Knowing I can stop it if it gets too much, that helps a lot.”

“I get it baby,” Jen said soothingly.  “You get off on the hurt, but you can only take so much.”

“Yes,” I said with a rapid nod of my head.  I was happy she understood how my head worked.

“Tell me if the hurt gets too bad, Mike.  Okay?”

“I will,” I promised her.  Feeling reassured, I wanted to know what happened tonight.  “So, all you did for 3 hours is talk?”

“Well, that’s not all,” Jen said with a giggle.

“You said he succeeded.  With what?”

“You saw the shorts,” Jen said, a smile in her voice.  “I cut them too short.  Half my ass was hanging out.”

“So, that was an accident?” I said with a grin, teasing her.

“Well, maybe not,” Jen admitted with a giggle.  “Cam liked the shorts.  His hands were all over me.”

“What about your friends?” I asked.  “Do they know what’s going on?”

“I’m sure they’re talking,” Jen said.  “A married girl goes out without her husband, wearing those shorts, and people are gonna talk.  And Cam’s a major player.  I’m sure people think I’m his next conquest.”

“How does that make you feel?”

“Honestly? It turns me on people think I’m so slutty,” Jen admitted.  “But it worries me too.  This can’t get back home.”

“I don’t think anyone we know goes to Champions, or your gym,” I assured her.

“I don’t think so either,” Jen said, although I still heard concern in her voice.  There wasn’t anything we could do about it though.  Our game was exciting, but it came with risks.  In fact, the risks added to the excitement.  

“So, Cam felt you up.  What else happened?” I asked excitedly.

“We were dancing, then he pulled me down into the keg room,” Jen told me.  “We made out.”

“You made out with him?” 

“I did.”

“Did he get inside your bra again?”

“He did.”

“You let him?”

“I did.”

My heart was pounding.  I was so hard I could barely breathe.  “Jen ...,” I began, talking between heavy pants.  “Did you let him take off your shorts?”

“Not then,” Jen said.

“Not then,” I repeated.  “But later?”

“Yes.”

“Oh god,” I moaned into the phone.  

Hearing my labored breathing, Jen asked “Are you touching yourself, Mike?”

“No, not yet,” I said.  “I don’t want to cum yet.”

“Okay.”

“Are you touching yourself?” I asked her.

“A little,” Jen said.  She was breathing hard too.  “My shorts are unbuttoned.  I’m really wet, Mike.”

“From Cam?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Not from me?” I asked, knowing the answer.

“No, baby,” she said.  I moaned.  I might cum anyway even though I wasn’t touching myself!

“So, keep going,” I urged her.

“So, I managed to hold him off,” Jen said, continuing her story.  “I told Cam we had to get back to the others.  That’s when I texted you.  Then we danced, and after people bought shots.  Tequila.  Ugh, you know what tequila does to me.  But I did 2, maybe 3.  I felt sick and Cam offered to drive me home.  That’s when he got my shorts off.”

“What?  Where?” I excitedly asked.

“In his car,” Jen said.  “We talked beside his car in the parking lot.  I think he wanted to make sure I wouldn’t get sick in his car.  I felt better.  We got into his car and made out again.  He had my top and bra off.  Then he said he wanted to see my shaved pussy, to make sure I really did the dare.”

“He used that line at the pool,” I reminded her.

“Yeah, well, this time it worked,” Jen said.

“So, you let him take off your shorts?” 

“Yes,” Jen said, nodding into the phone.  “I helped him.”

“Help him?”

“Well, I did it actually,” Jen admitted.  “He told me to take off my shorts.  So, I did.  I pushed down my shorts and panties while he watched.”

“Ugh, god, Jen ...,” I gasped.  “You wanted him to see your body.”

“Yes,” Jen admitted.  “I wanted Cam to see my body.”

“You work hard to get that body.”

“I do.”

“You’re proud of your body.”

“I am.”

“You like showing off your body.”

“Yeah, baby, I like when guys look at me.”

“Oh god, Jen ...,” I moaned into the phone.  I loved her so much!  I was so lucky she was my wife!

“So, then what happened?” I asked, my voice heavy with lust.  “You were naked in his car.  Did he fuck you?”

“I wasn’t naked.  I still had my red shoes on.”

“Oh god Jen!” I moaned.

I sensed Jen smiling into the phone.  Then she got serious again, and said, “Cam really wanted me.”

“Did you want him too?”

Jen admitted, “Yes, I wanted him.  But I want you there when it happens.  And I don’t want to make it easy for him.  I want him to work for it.  So, I managed to hold him off.  I got dressed again.  Then he drove me home.”

“But, when did you talk politics?” I asked, not understanding the timeline.

“At our house,” Jen said.

“You let him into our house?” I said incredulously.

“No Mike,” Jen said with a soothing voice.  “Outside in his car.  We drove to our house, then we talked outside in his car.”

“How long?”

“I don’t know ... an hour maybe,” Jen said.  She hurriedly added, “Don’t worry.  It was dark, and late.  No one saw us together.”

“So, that’s all you did?” I asked.  “Just talk?”

“Yes,” Jen said.  “I mean, he tried to kiss me, but I told him no, this is where I live.  I kissed him at the end, but it was just a second.”

I didn’t say anything, processing what Jen had told me.  I guess I was quiet for too long, because she asked, “Tell me what you’re thinking Mike.”

“... I guess I’m surprised you were able to hold off,” I hesitantly said.  “Before, you wouldn’t have.”  I was talking about when we used to play the game with Scott.  Jen got out of control then.  Back then, that “Jenny” wouldn’t have hesitated to open her legs for Cam in the keg room, or in his car parked outside our house.

“I’m a different girl now, Mike,” Jen said softly.  “Yeah, I’m still a slut.  But I’ve got you and Anna, and I won’t risk that.”

“I like you’ve still got Jenny in you,” I said with a grin.  Jen giggled, sounding kinda embarrassed.

“It was exciting Mike,” Jen said, giddiness in her voice.  “Tonight, partying with everyone, dancing.  Not just Cam.  I danced with other guys too.”

“So, you had fun,” I said.

“So much fun,” Jen said, a happy smile in her voice.

“You like being single again,” I said.

“No, not that,” Jen said thoughtfully.  “I know I’m not single.  I don’t want to be single.  I want to be your wife and Anna’s mom.  But I like the freedom.  You know?  I have you and Anna, I have our beautiful house, our perfect life, and I have freedom too.  That’s what I like.”  She paused, and then with emotion in her voice, she said, “Thank you for giving me this freedom Mike.  I’m so lucky to have you.”

“You haven’t done anything yet,” I joked.

“I’ve actually done a lot,” Jen said back with a smile.  I knew she was right.  She’d kissed another man, let him touch and undress her, touched him back.

“You haven’t cum yet,” I said with a smile.

“I have, a lot actually,” Jen said with a giggle.  “Not from Cam though.”

“Your hand?” I asked.

“And my little friend,” Jen said, the smile still in her voice.  Her “little friend” was her pink vibrator.  

“But not Cam though,” I said.

“No, and I’m going freaking out of my mind!” Jen said with an exasperated laugh.  “At least I know he’s as frustrated as me.  He calls me a cock tease.  I guess I am.”  We both laughed.

“Jen, you don’t have to wait,” I told her.  “You have a free pass.  You’re Anna-free.  You could spend the next 3 days in bed fucking Cam.”

“Don’t tempt me,” Jen said.

“I’m trying to tempt you,” I told her, a lustful grin on my face.

“Mike, stop,” Jen said, frowning into the phone.  “I told you.  I’m not going to do it until you’re home.  It’s important Mike.  You have to trust me.”

“Okay,” I said, relenting.  I was disappointed by her answer, but relieved too.
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It was hard to concentrate the next day, knowing Jen was probably going to see Cam at the gym.  Since she was Anna-free, maybe their workout might turn into a long lunch?  Maybe drinks?  And then, maybe, to Cam’s apartment for an evening of passionate sex?

Jen insisted she wanted to wait until I was home to get down and dirty with Cam.  But I knew how things worked.  Sometimes shit happened.  Especially when 2 people were so intensely attracted to each other like Jen and Cam clearly were.

Let me just say, if Jen did hook up with Cam, it wouldn’t be cheating.  At least not in my mind.  After all, I gave her a free pass.  I told her she didn’t have to wait.  Jen was the one who wanted to wait, not me.  So, I’d be okay with it if she gave into temptation.  

Having said that, the naughtiness of Jen “cheating” on me was a powerful aphrodisiac.  I found myself hoping she would slip up and allow Cam to enjoy her sexy body while I was away on business.

In fact, sometime between breakfast and lunch, I became obsessed with the idea.  I wanted Jen to cheat on me.  And more than that, I wanted to catch her cheating.  I know that’s demented.  But then, the whole cuckold fantasy’s demented, right?

So, I worked extra hard that afternoon and managed to finish what I needed to finish.  I was supposed to fly home the next day, Friday evening.  But since I was done, I rushed to the airport to fly home today (Thursday evening).  

After landing at Teterboro, I was beyond excited as I rushed to our house in Montclair.  It’s only about 20 minutes but it seemed to take forever.  

When I got home though, I saw Jen’s car in our driveway.  There were no strange cars parked at our house.  So, Jen was home, and she was alone with Anna.  I was disappointed, but a part of me was relieved too.

As I stepped into the house, I heard voices.  Jen wasn’t alone!  She was with someone.  I recognized the voice of the person she was with.  It was our neighbor Blake!

Jen was with Blake!  I hated Blake!  She knew I hated Blake!  Why was he here?

I was instantly jealous and angry.  But curious too.  So, I quietly followed the sound of their voices.  They were in the kitchen.  From the angle of the hallway, I was able to see and hear them, without being seen.

They were facing each other, Blake leading against the sink, Jen against the island.  They were a couple feet apart.  She was wearing a loose blouse and skirt, and her small, petite feet were bare.  The skirt showed off her pretty knees and shapely calves but wasn’t super short or tight.  It was a typical “Jen mom” outfit, one she often wore when lounging around the house with Anna.  

“So, what do you focus on?” Blake asked.

“At the gym?” Jen said.  “I don’t know ... they have a lot there.  That’s why I joined.  
Verona’s a hike from here, but they have lots of dance and yoga classes.”
“I bet you look good in leotards and tights,” Blake said with a grin.

“Ha ha.  Well, I lived in them in college.  I minored in dance,” she said. As if to illustrate the point, she arched one of her bare feet, like a ballerina.  Jen has the prettiest feet.  Small and slim with an elegant arch, soft smooth skin, pretty little toes.  Her toes were still painted the same red as yesterday.  

For a moment, my mind flashed to yesterday.  Yesterday, Jen was naked in Cam’s car, with her fingers and toes painted that candy apple red.  It was just yesterday!  She’d been naked!  And now she was alone with Blake, a man I despised.  I couldn’t believe how fast things were going, and all the twists and turns.

“Yes, I heard that,” Blake said, looking at Jen’s feet.  He raised his eyes from her feet to her legs.  “You’ve got lovely legs,” he said admiringly.

“Well, thanks ...,” Jen said, lowering her eyes and brushing a loose strand of blonde hair behind her ear.  “Steph has nice legs too,” she said, referring to Blake’s wife.

“Yes, she does,” Blake agreed. But he said it in an off-handed, dismissive way, like he was obligated to say it because Steph was his wife.  “So, what do you hate the most?” he asked.

“Hate?”

“When you work out,” Blake explained, grinning at Jen.  “What do you hate the most?”

“Probably abs,” Jen said with a shrug.  “I can do yoga and lunges all day, but crunchies and leg lifts really kick my butt.”

Blake grinned and nodded at Jen, as if commiserating.  “So, let’s see them,” he said.

“What?”

“Your abs,” Blake said, the grin still on his face.  “Let’s see if the crunchies are paying off.”

I couldn’t believe Blake!  How dare he ask to see my wife’s stomach!  But then my breath caught when I saw Jen grip the bottom of her top and raise it, revealing her stomach to Blake’s eyes.  What the fuck?!

“Well?” Jen asked as she held up her blouse.  She was holding her blouse up to just below her bra.  She had a challenging grin on her beautiful face.

Blake didn’t answer at once.  He took his time studying Jen’s sexy flat stomach.  “Yes, I think the crunchies are working,” he finally said.  Then he took a step forward and boldly put his hand open palm on her stomach.  I clenched my fists as Blake touched my wife’s body.  He said, “Very nice Jen.”

My insides burned at seeing Blake’s hand on my wife’s stomach.  I knew what he was feeling.  Her baby soft skin over a core of toned muscle.  I was infuriated.  I’d seen enough.  I felt like rushing in and pounding Blake.  But then I’d be revealing I’d been spying on them.  So instead I walked back to the door.  I opened it and loudly closed it.  “Jen, are you home?” I said loudly towards the kitchen.  I managed to keep my voice from shaking.

I walked to the kitchen.  When I arrived, they were back in their original places, Blake leaning against the sink and Jen against the island, separated by a couple feet.  They looked innocent, like nothing was amiss.  Her blouse was back down.  There was no evidence of what just happened.

“Baby, you’re home early!” Jen said, rushing to me.  She kissed and hugged me.

I looked over at Blake.  He looked irritated at my arrival, but then he forced a smile.  “Well, I better get home,” he said.  “Thanks for dinner Jen.  And welcome home Mike.”

“What was he doing here?” I hissed as soon as Blake was gone.  Anger and jealousy were in my voice.

“Calm down Mike,” Jen soothed with a soft hand to my chest.  “I had Blake and Steph over for dinner.  Blake helped me clean up while Steph took their kids home for bed.”

“Jen, I saw his hands on you!” I hissed at her.  “You pulled up your blouse!  You let him touch you!”

Jen looked guilty at having been caught, but then she pursed her lips at me as she realized I’d been spying on her.  She always pursed her lips when she was annoyed with something.  “You came home early to spy on me?” she said, a look of disapproval on her face.  Jen saw the guilt in my face.  She studied me, like reading into my soul.  “You were hoping to catch me with Cam,” she said.  “That’s what you wanted.  But now you’re mad because I was with Blake.”

“Okay, you’re right,” I confessed, deciding that truth was the best option.  “But you still haven’t explained why he was here.” 

“I had them over for dinner because I was lonely,” Jen explained.  “Steph left with their kids, to get them to bed.  Blake stayed to help me clean up.”

“Fuck the dishes!  He stayed to flirt with you!” I accused.

“Yeah, okay, he did,” Jen admitted.

“You pulled up your blouse!  You let him touch you!”

“Yes,” Jen admitted.  She moved closer and put her hand on my chest.  “Mike, it was harmless flirting.  Okay, I admit, it went a little too far.  But I have a free pass, right?  And you trust me, right?”

“What would’ve happened if I didn’t walk in?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Jen said.

“Would you have kissed him?” 

“I don’t know Mike.”

“How do you not know?!” I said with exasperation.

“I don’t know,” she said, a helpless look on her face.  “I was just going with it.”

“So, if Blake tried to kiss you, would you?”

“Would I what?” Jen said with a sly grin at me.

“Stop fucking with me!” I yelled.  Then I was on her!  I pulled her into the family room and threw her onto the sofa.  I pushed up her skirt and yanked off her panties.  Her panties were wet.  Wet from Blake!  I hurriedly kicked off my pants, and then I was inside her, fucking her.  I fucked her hard!  I smashed my lips against hers as I pounded her!  I roughly groped her tits and I rammed her!  I felt Jen cum, and then I came too, shooting my sperm into her!

Afterwards we lay tangled on the sofa, panting into the other’s face.  Jen lightly scratched my beard, under my chin, and said “It’s okay if you spy on me.  It kinda weirds me out, but I know that’s what you get out of this, watching.  But you can’t get mad at what you see.”

“I don’t like seeing you with Blake,” I told her.

“I don’t get why you’re so jealous of him,” Jen said with a grin.  “But it’s just harmless flirting.  I admit I was hot from seeing Cam today.  So, when Blake came on to me, I just went with it.”

“So, there’s a chance you would’ve kissed him if I hadn’t walked in?” I hissed at her.

“Mike, stop,” Jen said with a laugh.  “You did walk in, so why does it matter?”

I frowned at my wife.  It did matter, and she knew it.  She was just dicking with me.  I decided to put Blake aside for now.  I wanted to hear about Cam.

“So, you saw Cam?” I asked.

She nodded.  “At the gym,” she said. 

I felt my cock stirring back to life.  Jen felt it too, my cock hardening against her thigh.  She reached down and cupped my cock.  Since I was only half hard, she was able to easily cup my entire penis in her palm.  “Tell me what happened,” I said excitedly.

“He said we had to talk about last night,” Jen said.  “He thought I felt guilty about what happened.” 

She hesitated, like she was thinking.  Then she said, “It’s weird.  I don’t feel guilty, because you know what’s happening, and I have a free pass.  But ... it’s exciting to pretend I’m cheating on you.  Is that terrible?”

“No,” I assured her.  It amazed me how in-sync we were.

I caressed the soft swell of her breast, making her shudder.  “It’s exciting to be bad.”

“You and me, we’re so demented,” Jen said with a grin.

“We are,” I said grinning back.  Then we both laughed.  

“So, you talked?” I asked.

“We did,” Jen said.  “I pretended to feel guilty.  I told him I was married.  I loved you.  Last night was a mistake.”

“And what did he say?” I asked excitedly.

“He said you’ll never find out,” Jen said, looking into my eyes. “He said we’ll be careful.  He promised to never tell anyone.  I believe him too.  You know, he’s never talked about his hookup with Allie.”

“You know about his affair with Erin,” I reminded her.

“Only from Erin,” Jen said.  “Cam’s never mentioned it.”

“I guess, if fucking married girls is your thing, you have to learn to be discreet,” I said.

“Yeah, I guess,” Jen said with a grin.  I was hard now, and she was stroking me.  

“Can I ask you something?” I said.

“Yes,” Jen said, still smiling at me.  “You don’t even have to make me drink truth serum.”

I grinned back at her.  Then I said, “With Ronnie and Joe – was cheating part of the thrill?”

Jen’s smile disappeared.  We’d talked about it before, so she knew this excited me – cheating excited me—but she always trended carefully when we talked about Ronnie and Joe.  Especially Joe.  “I think so,” she hesitantly admitted.  “When it was happening, I didn’t think about it that way.  But now, after thinking about it, yeah, it was part of it.  You know, being bad?”

“Yes, I know,” I said.  I was breathing hard, thrilling from cuckold lust.  I reached down.  Her clit was hard and wet from arousal.  I began stroking her, drawing circles around her clit, rubbing over it.  She parted her pouty lips in a moan.  “I like it when you’re bad,” I told her.  “I miss it.”  Looking into her eyes, I pushed 2 fingers into her.  Jen gasped at the sudden penetration.  

“I miss it too!” Jen said between pants.

My eyes went wide hearing her say it.  I guess I was still having a hard time believing it.  That this was really happening again.  I wanted it to happen again!

“I love it I have the hottest wife!  I love it men look at you and want to fuck you!” I said excited.  “I want you to lose control!  I want you to want it all the time, like before!”  I was fingering her while she was stroking me.  We were both getting off on this.

“I’m a mom now,” she said, her cheek against my shoulder.  I felt her lips against my skin as I fingered her, I felt her heavy breathing against my skin.

“That makes it even hotter!” I told her, and she groaned with even more arousal.  “You like that?  Men wanting you even though you’re a mom?  BECAUSE you’re a mom?”

“You’re gonna freaking make me cum!” she gasped.  She wasn’t stroking me anymore.  Now her nails were digging into my arms, her whole attention on her pussy as I got her off with my fingers.

“That’s what you want right?” I said tauntingly.  “Even though you’re a mom, you want men to desire you!  You want them to beat off to you!  You wanna be a slut!  A whore!”

“Oh fuck Mike!” Jen groaned, and then she was cumming.  Her orgasm hit her hard, like an out-of-control train, her body jerking as she clung to my body.

“Wow,” she said as she panted into my chest.  “Wow.  That was intense.”

“Yes,” I agreed.

She looked up at me.  “You haven’t cum yet,” she said.

“No, not yet,” I said.  “But I’m close.”

Despite having just cum, there was still desire in her eyes.  She affectionately stroked my cheek as she said, “You’re my cuckold.”

I was surprised by her words.  Even though Jen knows my cuckold fantasies, she rarely if ever calls me a cuck.  When I didn’t answer, she said, “It’s okay, I know.  I know what you are.  I know what it’s called.”

Then she gave me a sly, mischievous smile as she wrapped her hand around my cock.  She stroked me up and down.  “You know what?” she said with that mischievous smile on her pretty face.

“What?”

“Cam thinks you’re still in Chicago,” she said.  “I told him you’re not coming home until tomorrow night.”

“You told him that?”

“I did,” Jen said as she continued to stroke me.  Her touch was light, edging me along, keeping me right at the brink of cumming.  “He wants to see me tomorrow.  Before you get home.  To talk more about what happened last night.”

“You think that’s all he wants?” I asked.  “Just talk?”

“What do you think, Mike?” she said with a duh! tone of voice.  With a sly smile she said, “The last time he had me alone, I let him take off all my clothes.”

“Except your shoes.”

“Yeah.  I kept my heels on,” Jen said.  “I know men get off on a naked girl wearing high heels.”

“Oh god Jen!” I gasped as I envisioned my wife in Cam’s car, completely naked except for her sexy candy-apple red high heels.  I thrusted my hips up into her hand.  I wanted to cum.  I needed to cum.  But she kept her touch light, preventing me from climaxing.

“Patience Mike.  Not yet,” she said with a loving yet firm voice.  She motioned next to me.  “Pick up my phone.  See if Cam texted me.”

I picked up Jen’s phone and opened the text app.  There was a new text from Cam.  “He wants to know if you want to go out tomorrow after working out.”

“Tell him, last night was a mistake,” Jen told me.  When I hesitated, she said “Go ahead Mike.  Pretend you’re me.  Text him.”  So, I texted Cam, and he texted back immediately.

TinyDancer:  Not a good idea.  Last night was a mistake.

Cam:  Please!  You can’t leave me like this!

I showed Jen Cam’s text.  Jen read the text and giggled.  “He’s so cute,” she said with a smile in her voice.  Her words were like a punch in the gut.  My hard cock jerked too, but still she wouldn’t let me cum.  “What should I say Mike?  If you were me, what would you say?”

I thought about it for a moment, then wrote a text.  I showed it to Jen before sending.  She read it and nodded, giving me the okay to send it.  I asked “Is it true?’

“Yes, Mike it’s true,” Jen said.  “I won’t let you send something that’s not true.”

I stared at Jen for a moment, my heart churning inside.  Then I sent it.  Again, Cam immediately responded.

TinyDancer:  It’s not easy for me either

Cam:  Then meet with me tomorrow!!!!

I wrote a reply before Jen asked.  I showed it to her, and she nodded again.  I sent it, then showed her Cam’s reply.

TinyDancer:  I don’t want to risk my marriage

Cam:  Your husband will never find out.  I promise I’ll never say anything.

Reading his text, I was so excited my body was shaking.  “Are you alright?” Jen asked me.

I nodded.  I didn’t say anything, not trusting my voice.  

Jen told me, “Tell him ok, I’ll meet him.  But tell him I won’t have much time.”

“My flight wasn’t supposed to get in until 6,” I managed to say.

“Yes, but I’d need time between Cam and you,” Jen said.  “To clean up.  And feel normal again.”  She kissed my cheek and whispered into my ear, “I’m cheating on you, remember?”

I stared at my wife again.  She knew what to do.  She had cheated before.  She knew what to do to avoid getting caught.

I wrote the text as Jen said.  I was so excited my hands shook while I pressed the keys on the touchscreen.  I sent it after Jen approved.  I read Cam’s reply, then showed it to her.

TinyDancer:  Ok, I’ll meet.  But I won’t have much time.  I have to get home before Mike.

Cam: Let’s skip the workout then.  Come right to my apartment.

“He’s a pushy bastard,” I said as Jen read his text.

“Yes he is, just my type,” she said with a giggle.  “Tell him I don’t want to miss my workout.”

I sent Jen’s text and together we read his reply.  

Cam:  Don’t worry babe, I’ll give you a workout.

Jen giggled at his reply.  “You threw him a soft ball,” I said with a frown.  I felt jealous hearing my wife laughing at another man’s jokes.

“I know, but I want to make sure he has a sense of humor,” Jen said.  “If I’m gonna do this I want it to be with someone I like.  It won’t always be sex.  Sometimes we’ll just be hanging.”

“I get it,” I said, my body still shaking with excitement.  

“Sometimes we’ll just be, you know, cuddling,” Jen said with a teasing grin at me.

“Oh god Jen!” I moaned.

Jen giggled.  “It gets you hot,” she said.  “That it’s not just sex.”

“Yes,” I said.  “But it worries me too.”

She kissed my cheek and said “Don’t worry baby.  I won’t let it get like last time.”

“I trust you,” I said.  Jen smiled hearing that.  

“Are you ready to cum?” she asked me.  She grinned when she saw me eagerly nodding my head.  She tightened her grip on my shaft and stroked me harder.  “Tomorrow I’m gonna cheat on you Mike,” she told me.

“Yessss ...,” I moaned.

“Cam’s gonna fuck me so good,” Jen teased.  “He’s gonna make me scream.  I’m gonna cum so hard on his cock.  He’s gonna make me curl my toes.”

“Oh god Jen ...” I moaned.  And then I cried out as I came, lurching forward and shooting my jizz all over her hand and my stomach.
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THE NEXT MORNING
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JEN WAS ALREADY IN her workout clothes as I got ready for work.  She looked hot in yoga pants and a stretchy top.  The top crisscrossed in the back, exposing her sexy toned back and leaving no doubt she was braless (although the top had one of those built in bras).  Her hair was in a ponytail, but she’d put on a little makeup and lipstick.  

Jen was excited, even giddy, as she got ready.  Seeing her that way and knowing it was due to another man, it was a punch in the gut.  But as always, that jealousy and angst kept me constantly aroused.

Jen went into the bathroom to do one final check of how she looked.  I took the opportunity to peek into her bag.  She’d packed an outfit for after their workout.  Skinny jeans and a slim top.  She’d look great in it, but it wasn’t over the top slutty.  In fact, it wasn’t much different from outfits she wore every day when she picked Anna up from school or went to the grocery store.  What was different were the shoes in the bag.  Shiny black high heels.  And the lingerie.  A sexy lace trimmed bra and matching thong.  Also, she had packed makeup and a hair dryer.  She was definitely planning to doll herself up for Cam.  

“Are you late for work?” Jen asked me, putting a hand on my chest.  “Can you run an errand for me?”

“I can be late,” I assured her.  “What do you need?”

She moved close so her lips were almost touching my ear, not wanting Anna to hear.  “Mike, I need condoms,” she whispered.

I felt the color drain from my face and my heart start to pound.  I stared at her.  I nodded, then drove to the drug store.  My head was spinning as I drove.  This was really going to happen.  Jen wasn’t just teasing me.  She was really going to fuck another man.  This was really happening.

You might think it strange for me to think this, given what we’d done in the past.  But that’s the point.  All that happened in the past.  For the past 3 years, we’d been so normal.  Jen had been so normal.  Just a faithful wife and a loving mother.  Seeing her change so fast, back to the way she used to be, it was thrilling but also pushed me off balance.  I was still trying to catch up with everything.

I returned about 30 minutes later.  Jen was waiting for me.  “Thanks baby,” she said as she took the condoms from me.  She looked at the label and seemed to approve the size.  XL.  She stuffed the box into her purse.

I looked at my wife.  In the workout outfit, she looked like any other mom.  An incredibly pretty and hot mom, but still a mom.  It was hard to believe she was going out to fuck another man.  It was hard to believe that within a couple hours, another man’s cock was going to be inside her.  Within a couple of hours, she would no longer be a faithful wife.

Suddenly I needed to reaffirm my position in her life.  I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her to me.  “I want you to do this,” I told her.  “But remember.  You belong to me.”

“Of course I belong to you baby,” Jen said, wrapping her arms around me.  We hugged.  Finally, we pulled apart.  

She gave me a teasing smile as we were about to part.  “Just think Mike,” she said, looking into my eyes.  “When you see me next, I’ll have been with another man.”  I almost came right there on the spot.
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I COULDN’T THINK ABOUT anything but Jen while at work.  Finally, I gave up and took an early train home.  

The house was empty.  Jen wasn’t home yet.  It made me excited but anxious too.  It’d been hours.  She was still with him?

Finally, I heard the garage door open.  Jen was pulling in.  That surprised me.  Our garage was cluttered so we rarely parked there.  Why wasn’t she parking on our driveway, as she normally did?

I watched the door open.  Then Jen stepped in.  She saw me and smiled.  But it was a tired smile.  She looked exhausted.

I went to her immediately and she practically collapsed into my arms.  “Are you okay?” I said worriedly.

“I’m so okay,” Jen assured me with a smile.  She hugged me, but I could tell she was exhausted.  I helped her upstairs, to our bedroom.  She could barely walk.  I ended up carrying her the rest of the way to our bed.

“So, you did it?” I asked as I sat next to her on the bed.

“I did,” she said.

I felt the world crash down on me.  My head spun and my knees felt weak.  She had really done it!  She let another man fuck her!  

It was hard to believe we were doing this again.  I had to get used to my wife not being all mine again.  I wanted it, it thrilled me, yet it terrified me too, it tore at my heart.  

Somehow, I managed not to show the turmoil that was churning through my insides.  “So, you had fun?” I asked.

“So much fun,” Jen said smiling at me.  Her words were a sword into my heart.  Not just fun.  So much fun.

“Why’d you park in the garage?” I asked.  It was a minor point, but I was curious.

“I didn’t want anyone to see me like this,” she said.  

I nodded.  I understood then.  Jen didn’t want our neighbors seeing her do the walk of shame.  Her hair and makeup were messed up, she was flushed and could barely walk.  In other words, she looked freshly fucked.  

Our neighbors probably wouldn’t jump to that conclusion, as they knew Jen as my faithful and loving wife, Anna’s devoted mother, a church going girl who helped organize neighborhood yard sales.  But why risk it?

“You look bulldozed,” I joked, referring to how Jen described Allie after her one-night stand with Cam.

“I feel bulldozed,” Jen said with a grin back at me.

“So, Cam’s good?” I asked.

“Cam’s freaking awesome,” Jen gushed with a delighted sparkle in her voice and eyes.  Another sword to my heart.  “Freaking” awesome.  And the way she glowed.  Not because of me, but because of another man.

I helped Jen undress, taking off her top and skirt.  She was naked underneath.  “My underwear’s in my bag,” she explained.  I nodded.  She was bare footed too.  I assumed her high heels were in the bag too.  

I took one of her feet and gently rubbed it.  As I did, I looked over my wife’s body, inspecting what Cam had done to her.  She looked exactly the same, like nothing had happened.  I looked questioning at her and she said, “I told Cam not to leave marks.”

I stared at her.  For some reason her answer really jolted me.  Had she done that with Ronnie and Joe?  Told them not to leave marks, so I wouldn’t discover her cheating?  My heart was pounding.  My cock was incredibly hard.

I put my hand on her thigh and gently parted her legs.  I looked at her pussy.  

“Oh god Jen,” I gasped.  Her pussy looked ravaged.  The lips were swollen and distended and gaping open.  The skin above her pussy and inner thighs looked red and tender too.  Everything looked sore and tender.  I had never seen her like this.  None of her other lovers had ever left her this way, not Scott, not even after she’d been fucked by multiple men.  “Are you okay?” I asked, gently touching her slit. 

Jen winced at my touch and squeezed her legs shut.  I immediately felt resentment against Cam.  He had done this to my wife.  He had used her body, ruined her.  And now, because of him, Jen wouldn’t let me touch her.

“I’m okay,” Jen assured me.  “Just give me a minute.”

“So, he was rough?” I asked.

“Oh god Mike, he was so physical!” she said.  I didn’t understand.  This was sex.  Of course it was physical.

Jen read my thoughts.  “The first time, there was no foreplay,” she explained.  “He got me on my hands and knees and fucked me from behind.  There wasn’t anything subtle about it.  He just fucked me.  It was like, I was just an object to get off.”

“Did you like it?” 

“I loved it!” Jen gushed.  “Cam knew what he wanted, and he took it.  He didn’t ask my permission, or ask what I liked, or check if I was okay.  He just took me.”

“Then after, I thought it’d be different.  You know, after all the lead up, of course he’d fuck me hard the first time.  But then we’d kiss and touch each other, so the second time would be gentle.  But it wasn’t.  As soon as he was hard again, he fucked me again.  Really hard.  Harder even than the first time.  He held my hands over my head so I couldn’t do anything.  I just had to take it.”

“So ... you liked it?” I asked again.  “Did you cum?”

“Mike, I came so much I don’t even know how many times!” Jen said, her eyes big and excited as she relived the memory.  “He’s so good!  I was screaming his name, he made me cum so much!”  

“Jen ...,” I said.  I was breathing hard, and I gently stroked her leg.  “That’s really hot.  But ... you didn’t kiss or touch each other?”

“We did kiss,” Jen said.  “We kissed a lot.”  With a giggle she added, “And I couldn’t keep my hands off him!  He’s so freaking hot!   His body’s amazing!  I’m just saying, when the sex got really going, it was all physical.” 

I nodded.  I was having trouble breathing, and I felt ready to explode.  “Jen, I need you right now,” I said, taking off my pants.  

I got on top of her, between her legs.  Despite my out-of-control lust, I was still gentle with her.  I gently pushed into her pussy, feeling almost no resistance.  Still, she grimaced at the penetration but it didn’t matter because I didn’t last long.  I came after a few strokes.  Then I collapsed on top of her.  Knowing she was raw though, I quickly pulled out and collapsed onto my back next to her.

As I panted, I thought about what she said.  “We kissed a lot.”  It made me nauseated thinking about Jen kissing Cam.  It always did whenever she kissed another man.  For some reason, kissing tore at my gut more than fucking.

I felt Jen take my hand.  She was on her side, looking at me.  “Are you okay?” she asked me.

I nodded.  “So, we’re really playing the game again,” I said.

“We are,” she said with a grin at me.

“Do you want to see him again?” I asked.

Jen snuggled into my arms.  “Right now, I just want to be with you,” she said.  

It made me so happy to hear her say that.  “I want that too,” I said, holding her tight.  Her soft hair was in my face, and I could smell the vanilla strawberry of her shampoo, and her perfume.  Yes, there were remnants of Cam on her too (masculine smells), but she smiled like my wife, and she felt like my wife.  At that moment I needed her, I desperately needed her – I emotionally needed her.  So, I hugged her tight.  Jen hugged me back, and I can’t tell you how good that felt.  We stayed that way for a long time, just hugging each other. 
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The rest of the weekend was family time.  Mom and dad came back with Anna the next day.  The poor kid was exhausted from a week playing with Mickey Mouse and Cinderella at Disney World.  She was recovered by Monday though.  It was Labor Day, and Blake and Stephanie were having an end of summer pool party at their house.

Even though my attention was mostly focused on Anna and family time, I couldn’t stop thinking about Jen and Cam.  It was hard to believe my wife had fucked another man just a couple days ago.  Jen told me they fucked 3 times, and she blew him another time.  I was having a hard time getting my head around it.  She had really done it!  We were really playing the game again!  

Part of the reason I was having a hard time coming to grips with it was the huge contrast between that slutty Jen – that “Jenny”—and my sweet wife (my “Jen”) who was talking to our neighbors as they watched the kids play in the pool.  Jen acted normal, like Cam had never happened.  I didn’t know how she could do it, compartmentalize that way.  Maybe she was thinking about Cam too.  I doubted it though, not the way her eyes were completely glued on Anna as she splashed in the pool. 

I watched as Jen pulled her phone out of the pocket of her shorts.  The shorts weren’t super short like the Daisy Dukes she’d worn the other day (and taken off in Cam’s car), but they were still short and showed off her long, toned legs.  They were snug too, and showed off her tight dancer’s ass.  Jen always kept her phone in her back pocket, and the denim was faded with a white outline of the phone.  I stared at her ass, at that rectangle etched into her back pocket.  For some reason, in that moment, that rectangle represented normalcy, it represented my sweet Jen.  It wasn’t the Jenny who came home bulldozed by Cam, her pussy ravaged and ruined, her body still tingling and flushed from the mind-blowing orgasms he’d given her.  

The kids’ activities moved from the pool to a sprinkler in the yard.  The sprinkler was one of those on a rubber neck, so it moved around in unpredictable ways and sprayed water in crazy patterns. Even though the kids were already soaking wet, they loved getting splashed by the spray of the sprinkler.

Jen took off her blouse and shorts to play with the kids in the sprinkler.  She wore a bikini underneath.  It wasn’t a string bikini like she wore at the gym pool with Cam and her other friends.  But, even though it was more conservative, it still showed off her lovely, tight body.  

Other parents played in the sprinkler in their bathing suits.  I frowned when I saw that Blake was among them.  I have to admit that Blake was in good shape.  He was tall and lean.  He wasn’t overly muscular like a body builder, but he still had his swimmer’s body.  He was toned and his chest and arms were defined.  Also, his stomach was hard.  My frowned deepened as I looked at him.  I was in decent shape, but it was hard finding time to work out working in the City with an hour plus commute on both sides.  I wondered if Jen compared me to Blake, or to Cam.  I knew the answer though; of course she did.  How could she not?  It made me feel anxious, and inadequate, and insecure.  All those dark emotions.

As the parents played with the kids in the sprinkler, it seemed that Blake stayed planted next to Jen.  My stomach churned  as it seemed that Jen laughed and played with Blake as much as Anna with the sprinkler.  My thoughts flashed to the other day, when I caught Jen flirting with Blake, and exposing her sexy stomach to him.  Now she was flirting with Blake again.  Why?  She knew I didn’t like the asshole.  Why did she insist on spending so much time with him?

As kids do, they got tired of the sprinkler and ran back into the pool, splashing and squealing as they continued their Labor Day fun.  The parents headed back to the pool with them.  But Jen and Blake seemed to linger a few steps behind.  It was only a few feet, but they were noticeably together, apart from everyone else.  My gut wrenched at the sight.  

I watched them talk.  Blake seemed to be motioning to Jen’s fifty-five tat under her left breast.  The tattoo was small but still clearly visible under the cup of her bikini.  Jen seemed to be explaining what the 55 meant.  Surely she wasn’t telling him the truth, that she inked herself with her former lover’s initials (SS).  It would humiliate me if she told Blake that my wife was branded with the initials of the man who cuckolded me.  It would be bad if she told anyone, but it would especially humiliate me if she told Blake, who I despised.  He would then know our secret and have something to hold over me.  Surely Jen wouldn’t do that to me, right?

I couldn’t believe Jen was spending so much time with Blake.  Surely the other neighbors noticed.  I glanced around to see if anyone was looking.  That’s when I saw Stephanie, Blake’s wife.  But she wasn’t looking at her husband with my wife.  Instead, she was looking at me looking at her husband with my wife.  She was intently looking at me.  Our eyes locked for a moment.  Then she turned away.

Later that night, when we were home, I didn’t say much as we gave Anna a bath and put her down for the night.  Jen noticed and asked me if I was okay.  I muttered something and she didn’t pursue it.  After Anna was down though, she cornered me in our bedroom.  “Okay Mike, tell me what’s wrong,” she said.

“What’d you tell Blake about the fifty five?” I said angrily.

A smile tugged at Jen’s lips.  She didn’t answer immediately, so I demanded, “Tell me!  I saw you talking about it!”

“I told him it’s an Angel Number,” Jen said.  With a grin she said, “You won’t believe it.  He knows all about Angel Numbers.  He took a Zen class in college or something.  You know what 55 means?  I’m supposed to stay positive about new things and break free from old constraints.”

“So, what are you saying?” I spat out.  “What?  Blake is your new thing?  And I’m your old constraint?”

“Mike, god,” Jen said with a laugh.  “You really hate Blake.”

“You know I hate Blake!” I angrily said.  “Why do you talk to him so much? Are you trying to make me jealous?”

“Well, not on purpose,” Jen said, looking coy.  “But I like when you’re jealous.”

“Why?” I angrily asked.

“It’s your way of being possessive of me,” Jen said.

Jen’s answer stopped me in my tracks.  I understood immediately.  A husband was supposed to be possessive of his wife.  Yet, I let her, encouraged her, to sleep with other men.  So, getting jealous was my way of being possessive.  I remembered how she used to encourage me to date other girls, like Bitsy.  It was a free pass I didn’t want, because I wanted Jen to be possessive of me.  I remembered how much it bothered me back then.  I didn’t want other girls, my fantasy wasn’t about that.

Suddenly my anger was gone.  I was still confused though.  Jen sensed it and took my hands.  “I was just talking to him Mike,” she said, pressing her body against mine.  “I like talking to him.  He makes me laugh.”

She kissed me, and I kissed her back.  We fell back into the bed, hurriedly undressing each other.  I moved down her body, to between her legs.  Jen was moist.  It enraged me that Blake might have gotten her that way.  I attacked her pussy my tongue, and soon she was rolling her head back and forth and clutching at the sheets.  I’m good at eating pussy and I used all my tricks.  

“Oh Mike god!” she cried as her orgasm hit.  She was still shuddering from her orgasm when I got on top of her, ramming my hard cock into her.  

“God Mike you’re so hard!” she said as I penetrated her.  I fucked her hard.  “Yeah Mike fuck me!” she cried.  I don’t have the biggest cock, but I know my wife’s body, so I got her off again.  Only after she came did I allow myself to cum, exploding in her body.

Afterwards, we held each other as we recovered from our orgasms.  I didn’t want to talk about Blake anymore, so I didn’t.  I wanted to talk about Cam.  What Jen’s plans were.  But she had not mentioned him so I decided it wasn’t the time.  It’d been a long day in the sun and we were both tired.  We fell asleep holding each other.

––––––––
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THE NEXT DAY WAS LIKE any other day.  I got ready for work while Jen made breakfast and got Anna ready for pre-school.  Jen was dressed for the gym, in a bra top and yoga pants.  I knew Cam would probably be at the gym too, but she didn’t mention him or even seem to be thinking about him. 

As I rode the train into the City, I wondered if Cam had been a one-time thing.  Maybe after fucking him, Cam was out of her system.  That’s certainly how she had acted at breakfast.  

I waited for some sexy texts from her about Cam.  She did text, but only normal things, like how Anna got a gold star for helping the teacher clean up, and could I stop at the grocery on the way home to pickup milk. 

I felt like we were at another decision point.  Another folk in the road.  Should we stop playing the game now, or keep going?  I remembered what Allie said.  It was up to me.  I could stop it now, take back Jen’s free pass, or encourage her along.  

When I walked into our house holding the milk container, Jen was making dinner (lasagna and a tossed salad).  Anna was watching TV, humming along to Elmo on Sesame Street.  

“Did you get the milk honey?” Jen asked as she chopped up fresh oregano.

I didn’t answer.  I looked at my wife.  She was dressed in a simple top and loose skirt.  Her hair was in a ponytail.  She wasn’t wearing any makeup.  She was in her bare feet.  She looked like my sweet wife, Anna’s loving mother.  Is this what I wanted?  A faithful wife who was exclusively mine.  Or did I want her to be “Jenny” too?  Who opened her legs for other men.  An insatiable slut who couldn’t get enough cock.  

Not hearing me answer, Jen stopped chopping and looked at me.  “Mike, baby – milk?” she said.

“Yes, here,” I finally said, holding up the gallon of milk.  

Jen gave me a nod of thanks.  She asked, “Can you give Anna a sippy cup?” 

I gave Anna milk and tried to play with her.  But she was more interested in Elmo.  Usually, I’d turn off the TV and force her to do something without a screen, like play a board game or read a book.  This time though, I used Elmo to have a few minutes of adult time with Jen.

“Hey,” I said to Jen.  I was behind her as she cut vegetables for the salad.  I put my hands on her hips and kissed her neck.

“Hi baby,” Jen said, distracted with her cooking.  She turned her head and gave me a quick kiss over her shoulder.

“I want to tell you,” I whispered into her ear.  “Last Friday ... that was so sexy.  You and Cam.  You’re incredible.  If you want to see him again, I’m okay with that.”

Jen stopped salad making and turned to me.  A mischievous grin was on her face.  “Then you’ll be happy,” she whispered.

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“I was with Cam today,” she told me.  “After the gym.”

“Oh,” I said dumbly.  It felt like the floor had fallen out from under me, and I was in freefall.

“Last Friday, we didn’t get a chance to do this,” she whispered, running her fingertip across my lips.  “After what Allie said, I had to try him.  You know what?”  

“What?” I said.  I dreaded to hear what she was about to say.

“Cam’s freaking awesome!” Jen gushed in a hushed voice.  “He’s got a magic tongue.  Just like you.”

“That’s all you did?” I sputtered.  “Oral?”

“Oh no,” Jen said with a giggle.  “After that I fucked his brains out.”

Anna took that moment to yell, “Daddy!”  

Jen glanced at our daughter, then back at me.  “To be continued ...,” she said, the mischievous grin still on her pretty face.

I nodded.  My head was still spinning, and it felt like someone was taking a chainsaw to my insides.  I managed to pull it together though and focus on my daughter as Jen finished making dinner.

We didn’t have a chance to talk until Anna was asleep.  “Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked.  I tried not to sound judgmental or angry.  

“It just kinda happened,” Jen said.  “And then, once I picked up Anna from school, well, Anna happened, so I didn’t get a chance.”

“But you said you wanted to try him,” I reminded her, referring to Cam’s oral skills.

“Well, I did,” Jen said with a giggle.  “But I didn’t plan it in advance with Cam.  It just happened.  But it’s more fun this way anyways, right?”

“More fun?” 

“You know,” Jen said.  “Spontaneous.”

“Yeah, I guess ....”

Jen heard the uncertainty in my voice.  “Are you mad at me?” she asked, looking concerned.

“No.  You have a free pass,” I told her, which was true.  “It’s just ... I’m trying to get my head around you having a lover again.”

“A lover,” Jen said with a smile.  “Yes, I guess I do,” she said, looking off into the distance.  We were silent for a few moments.  I watched as my wife looked off into the distance.  I knew she was thinking about Cam.  Not me, or Anna.  But another man.  It was like a dagger to my heart.  It fueled my erection too.

“You’re thinking about him, right?” I said.  

My words snapped Jen out of her reverie.  “Oh sorry,” she said, looking back at me.

“You were thinking about him,” I said again.  I wanted to hear her say it.

“Yes, sorry,” Jen said.

“You don’t have to apologize,” I said, moving on top of her.  I pulled her panties down her long beautiful legs, then pushed up her white cotton nighty.  My cock was so hard, it’d been steel all night long, and I needed her.  I spread her legs and pushed into her.

“Fuck Mike you’re so freaking hard!” Jen gasped as I penetrated her.

“Are you sore?” I asked.

“Yes,” Jen said.  “But it’s okay.  You feel good baby.”

“You feel good too,” I moaned as I pushed all the way into my wife.  Jen has the best feeling pussy.  It feels like a velvet glove, incredibly soft and smooth. “You feel loose,” I said looking into her eyes.

“Cam’s a big boy,” Jen said, looking back into my eyes.  “I still feel good though?”

“So fucking good,” I moaned as I slowly rocked back and forth.  “He went down on you?  He’s good at it?”

“Oh yes, he’s freaking good,” Jen said excitedly.  “I came so hard on his tongue.”

“Is he better than me?” I asked.

“Not better,” Jen said.  “Just different.”

“How different?”

“You know,” Jen said.  “He does it different.  He made me cum so hard.  But you’re really good too Mike.”

My insides were churning as we talked, even as I fucked her.  Cam had movie star looks and the body of a demi-god, he had a big cock and knew how to use it, and on top of that he was really good at eating pussy.  How could I ever compete with him?

“Then after he ate you out, he fucked you?” I asked.

“No.  I went down on him then.”

“He came in your mouth?”

“Yes.  Then I got him hard again,” Jen said.  “It didn’t take long.  He’s young so he recovers fast.  Then he fucked me.”

“How many times?”

“Just once,” Jen said.  “I had to pick up Anna.  I jumped into his shower.  Then I went to pick up Anna.”

I processed that.  Jen showered at his apartment ... I urgently kissed her neck, smelling her hair, smelling her skin.  There were unfamiliar soap and shampoo there.  I think it was Axe.  Jen never used Axe.  But she did in Cam’s shower.  My cock got even harder with cuckold lust.  I was close to cumming.

“He fucked you good?” I asked.  My words were labored, coming between gasps.

“So freaking good,” Jen gushed.  

“He made you cum again?”

Jen nodded.  “Really hard,” she said.  “I was screaming his name.”

“Screaming his name ... and kissing him?”

“Oh yes,” Jen said.  “You know I love kissing.  And Cam’s an awesome kisser.”

“Uh god Jen!” I groaned.  I was on the brink of cumming.  “Are you close?”

“Go ahead and cum baby,” Jen told me.

“No, I want you to cum,” I insisted.

Jen nodded.  She slipped her hand between our bodies and rubbed her clit as I fucked her.  I slowed my pace so I was barely moving, doing my best to hold off.  I wasn’t offended she needed her hand to get off.  I was able to make her cum on my cock, but not this time, not when I was so close to shooting off because of cuckold lust.  

Jen closed her eyes as she fingered herself.  I knew she was thinking about Cam.  That sent me over the edge.  I couldn’t stop myself.  I suddenly pounded hard into her, over and over again, as I came inside her.  Luckily she was close enough, as I felt her body shudder with her own orgasm.

I held Jen tight as we came down from our orgasms.  She snuggled close against my chest.  “So, are you going to see Cam every day?” I asked her.

“Well, I see him most days at the gym,” Jen replied.  “But if you’re asking, am I going to fuck him every day, then no.”

“Why?  Afraid you’ll fall in love with him?” I asked.  I said it like a joke, but my heart was in my throat as I said it.

Jen got up on an elbow and looked at me.  “I could never fall in love with Cam,” she said.  “He’s too young.  But anyways it wouldn’t matter if he was my age.  You’re the only man I’ll ever love.  But ... you’re right too.  I know myself.  If I see Cam too much, I might get attached to him.  I don’t want to go there.  I think I’ve learned something from last time.”

“It’s okay to have a crush on him,” I told her.

Jen laughed.  “God you’re the king of mixed signals,” she said, the laugh still in her voice.  “Earlier when I told you I hooked up with Cam, you practically had a meltdown.”  When I began to object, she interrupted me and said “You tried to hide it but I could tell.”

I gave her a sheepish smile, knowing I was busted.  Jen smiled at me and affectionately scratched my beard under my chin.  “I get you Mike,” she said.  “It’s not just the sex.  You get off on the emotions too.  So, you’ll be happy to know, I am crushing on Cam.  That’s why I can’t see him every day.  Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I said.  Talking like this was reassuring.  But I was beginning to realize our game this time had limits.  It was a relief, but also disappointing.  Knowing ahead of time that Jen would only go so far with Cam, it took away some of the thrill.  It’s like knowing how the movie ends, where you know the hero wins.  It takes away a lot of the tension and drama.

Jen seemed to read my thoughts.  She grinned at me and said, “You want me to be a bad girl.  And I want to be a bad girl.  So don’t worry.  I’ll push your cuckold buttons.  You just have to trust me.  Okay?”

“Okay,” I said, smiling at her.  I pulled her to me, and we hugged and kissed until we fell asleep.
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The next day I was on pins and needles.  Would Jen hook up again with Cam?  Despite what she said, I thought she might.  From playing the game before, I knew how insatiable she was.  She could never resist Scott, and she seemed to have a similar sexual connection with Cam (at least now at the beginning).

But Jen didn’t hook up with Cam, not the next day or anytime that week.  She was true to her word.  To tell you the truth, I was disappointed.  It was weird, but the more Jen resisted Cam, the more I wanted her to lose control and yank up her skirt whenever she saw him.  At the same time, I knew if she did lose control and started spending a lot of time with him, I’d have a lot of angst and feel major heart ache.  Jen called me the king of mixed signals, and I was all that.  Even I didn’t understand myself sometimes.

That’s not to say Jen didn’t think about Cam.  She still saw him most days at the gym.  And they texted a lot.  More than once I saw Jen staring off into the distance, and I knew she was thinking about Cam.  She seemed extra happy, giddy even.  I understood why, I’d seen it before.  Jen was at the start of a new relationship, and she was high on all the New Relationship Energy.  Seeing her like this because of another man, it cut at my soul.  But I loved it too.  I loved it!  The cuckold angst was so thrilling and delicious.  I was horny all the time.  Jen was too, and we had sex every night.  

Friday night we were packing for our camping trip.  We go every year at the end of summer.  We’ve been doing it since having Anna, so this is our third year.  We can already tell that she loves the outdoors and sports, just like her mother.  

We go to Plattekill, about a 2-hour drive from our house.  My parents go too, and so does my friend Joe, who’s a part of our family.  He’s like my little brother.  They (my parents and Joe) go mostly to be with Anna.  So, the side benefit is, Jen and I get some alone time, because my parents and Joe are always happy to babysit Anna.

There’s still awkwardness between me and Joe, because of his affair with Jen.  After we got back together, Jen slept with him once, on his 20th birthday.  She did it with my knowledge, and in fact I encouraged her.  Joe’s a cancer survivor, and at the time we weren’t sure if he was going to make it.  So, it was kinda a special birthday present to him.  Also, it gave Jen and Joe a chance for closure after their affair.  

Since then though, we haven’t repeated it.  Soon after, Jen and I decided to start a family.  She went off the pill and pretty fast got pregnant.  Some women enjoy the pregnancy experience.  Not Jen.  She got big time morning sickness, and she hated the way she gained so much weight.  One time in her third trimester, I actually saw her cry as she looked at her naked body sideways in the mirror.  

To Jen, her looks are a big part of her.  She’s always gotten special attention because of her looks, and even though sometimes she hates being objectified, she loves and needs it too.  She’s a feminist and doesn’t want to be defined by her looks, yet she wants to be pretty and if men ever stop looking at her she’ll be really upset.  I know this not because we’ve talked about it, but because I know my wife.

So anyway, there was no thought of playing the game while Jen was pregnant.  And after Anna was born, we were so nervous and excited about being parents that all our attention and energies went into Anna.  So, we never talked about a repeat with Joe.  I thought about it sometimes.  I can’t turn-off the cuckold inside me.  It’s like what some people say, being a cuckold is like a sexual orientation.  But really, my thoughts and desires never coalesced around wanting Jen to be with Joe again.  In the abstract, yes it was kinky and taboo and hot because Joe was like my younger brother, but in the practical sense, there was no time to think about that when I was brain dead from lack of sleep and having to change poopy diapers.

As I was packing, Jen walked into our bedroom, her face in her phone.  She was grinning and typing a text.  Then her grin grew as she read the response.

I suspected she was texting with Cam.  She had that NRE feel about her.  I felt my dick stir, seeing her like that.

“Texting your boyfriend?” I asked.

“Cam’s not my boyfriend,” Jen said, finally looking up from her phone.  “But yes, it’s Cam.”

“What’s he saying?” I asked.

“He wants to get together this weekend,” Jen said.  With a grin she added “He’s being really cute about it.”

She handed me her phone and I looked at Cam’s texts.  They were more like pleas.  A lot of “I can’t wait to be inside you again” and “Your pussy tastes so sweet.”  

There were also “I need to see you again” and “I miss you so much.”  Cam’s a big man, like an NFL D-lineman, yet he was sending heartfelt messages to my wife.  Those texts got me harder than the ones about sex.

“Maybe you should put him out of his misery,” I suggested, grinning at her.

“Um, have you forgotten we’re going camping this weekend?” Jen said.

“There’s tonight,” I said.

“Mike we’re getting up early tomorrow,” Jen said dismissively.  

I knew she was right.  We wanted to hit the road tomorrow morning by oh-dark hundred to beat the weekend NYC traffic.  So, tonight wasn’t good.  I had a fleeting thought of a quickie at Plattekill. But even if Cam was willing to drive the 2 hours, how would Jen steal away?  It wasn’t just me and Anna after all.  There were my parents and Joe too. 

So that was that.  Cam would have to wait.  The next morning, we got up early and drove into the city.  We picked up Joe, who at 23 was now a grad student at NYU.  Then we drove north to Plattekill.  I chatted with Joe while Jen and Anna slept in the back seat.  My parents were flying in and driving over separately.

We got to Plattekill and pitched our 2 big tents.  One for me, Jen and Anna, and another for my parents and Joe.  Then we got our first surprise of the weekend.  My parents called.  My dad was sick with the cold so they had to cancel.  

It was a disappointment, but by then Anna was so excited and happy playing with Joe that she didn’t really notice her missing grandparents.  Joe is Anna’s godfather, and she’s close to him.  It was a hot day, so Joe took Anna to the lake while Jen and I finished getting the campground set up.

After we were done, we changed into our bathing suits to join them at the lake.  Jen wore a bikini.  It wasn’t like the barely anything string bikini she wore for Cam at the gym pool.  Instead, it was a more conservative “mom” bikini.  But still, it showed off her slim toned body.  As I looked at her, I knew I was lucky to have a wife with such a hot, tight body.  I felt proud walking down to the lake with her.  We were holding hands and walking close to each other, and she turned a lot of male heads in the campground as we walked by.  Jen didn’t seem to notice as she leaned into me and held my hand on our stroll down to the lake.

Joe and Anna were in the water, laughing and splashing around.  They were at the edge of the water, so Anna was about knee-deep.  

Jen was worried about Anna burning in the hot sun, so she waded over to them while I blew up a bright red Elmo float.  

Out of the corner of my eye I watched as Jen put suntan lotion on Anna’s face.  She was talking to Joe as she lathered up Anna.  Then I watched as Jen half-jokingly rubbed lotion on Joe’s face, neck and shoulders.  She had a playful scowl on her pretty face, like she was chiding him for not using lotion.  Then Joe grabbed the lotion from Jen and rubbed some on her neck and shoulders.  Jen laughed as she tried to get the lotion back, and it quickly became a wrestling match between Jen and Joe, with Anna laughing and clapping to egg them on.

I turned away, not able to watch anymore.  It was more than Anna who had a special connection with Joe.  Jen did too.  I mentioned there was still awkwardness between me and Joe.  Sure, there was some awkwardness between Jen and Joe too, but not as much.  They had been good friends before their affair, and they were still good friends.  And, at times like now, with them wrestling in the water, it reminded me that they had once been much more than friends.

It churned up a lot of things inside me when I saw them together.  Of course there was hurt.  I mean, my wife cheated on me, and not with just anyone, but with my brother.  That’s about as big a betrayal as you can get.  

But there’s lust too.  I’ve thought about this a lot, and I’m pretty sure, if Jen’s affair with Joe had happened while we were playing the game, I would have been all for it.  The cuckold, taboo nature of it would have been too delicious to resist.  Not only would I have been for it, I’m pretty sure I would have encouraged Jen to do it.

And finally, there were anxiety and uncertainty too.  Sometimes I thought back to that time when we were divorced.  Jen was still with Scott, but she wasn’t happy with him.  Had Jen ever thought about seeking out Joe for comfort?  I remembered that time when I found out Joe’s cancer had returned.  I rushed to the hospital, but when I got there Jen was already there.  I only found out later that Joe had called her.  He called my (at the time) ex-wife, even before calling me.

“Hey slowpoke, is Elmo ready?” Jen said behind me.  I turned to look at her.  She was smiling, her hair wet and her cheeks flushed from wrestling with Joe.  At that moment I felt like a third wheel.  I felt like Jen was having fun with Joe, and now she was here with me only out of obligation.  I let the dark emotions roll through my body.  It was like a wave, the cuckold angst, and it hurt, it pained my heart, but god it felt so delicious.  

“Yeah, about ready,” I managed to say.

“Okay, well hurry up, Anna’s excited to play with him,” Jen said, and then she turned back to the lake.  She turned back to Joe.

Again the cuckold angst hit me.  I was being dismissed.  Jen wanted to get back to Joe.  I was there only to get Anna’s toys ready.  This time the cuckold angst wasn’t so delicious.  I felt neglected.  Unwanted.  Redundant.  Was this how it was during her affair?  She couldn’t wait for me to go to work so she could join Joe in his bed?

I was lost in these dark thoughts when I heard Jen say “Hey baby.”  She was still there.  I turned and she had the suntan lotion in her hand.  She rubbed lotion on my face, neck and shoulders.  “You’re as bad as Joey,” she said.  “The sun’s really hot today.  You need a lot of this or you’re gonna burn.  Okay baby?”

“Okay,” I said in a throaty voice.

I guess Jen heard something in my voice.  Because she looked at me, like she was studying me.  She saw I was aroused.  But bothered too.  She leaned into me and gave me a soft kiss on the lips.  “I love you Mike,” she said looking into my eyes.  She kissed me again, and then took my hand.  She said “I think Elmo’s ready.  Let’s go play with Anna.”  
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ANNA WAS ASLEEP IN our tent for her afternoon nap.  Jen and Joe were outside relaxing in the shade provided by the tall trees.  Joe was still in his bathing suit but Jen had changed.  She was now wearing a tank top and terry cloth shorts.  I loved the outfit.  I loved the way her bra straps were exposed by the thin straps of the tank.  The tank barely reached the shorts, so you got a peek of her sexy flat stomach whenever she moved.  And the soft stretchy shorts perfectly showed off her tight ass and long taut legs.  

The outfit was probably a little too revealing for the family oriented Plattekill.  But Jen was proud of her body after working out so much.  Even before joining the gym she’d lost the baby weight and been slim, but now she was super toned and tight as a drum.  So I think she was showing off a little.  Joe certainly appreciated it.  I caught him stealing glances at Jen a few times.

I volunteered to go to Plattekill’s little general store.  We brought most of what we needed for dinner from home, but we liked buying dairy products there (milk and cheese) because they got it fresh each morning from local farmers.  Halfway there though, I realized I’d forgotten my wallet.  I went back for it.  Jen and Joe hadn’t moved from their lounge chairs, although now they were sipping beers.  I couldn’t help myself.  After grabbing my wallet, I held back a little and listened to their conversation.

“Your hair’s longer,” Joe said to Jen.

“Yeah, I’m growing it out,” Jen said.  I’d noticed that too.  Since giving birth, Jen had kept her hair at shoulder length.  Now though, her hair was a few inches past her shoulders.  Soon it would be bra strap length.  That’s where I preferred it.  But I suspected she wasn’t growing it longer for me.  She was doing it for Cam.

“You look good too,” Joe said, looking up and down Jen’s body.

“Thanks,” Jen said.  I could tell she was pleased by Joe’s compliment.  “I’ve been working out more.  I’ve got more time now, with Anna in pre-school.  I found an awesome gym.”  I watched as Jen gave Joe a look over.  She said, “You look good too Joey.” 

“I’m trying,” Joe said with a modest shrug.

“No really, you look awesome,” Jen gushed.  She was right.  Joe had lost a lot of weight and muscle mass during his chemo treatments.  But that was long over, almost 3 years ago, and since then he’d managed to regain the weight and muscle.  I had to admit my young friend was ripped.

“Well, thanks,” Joe said, looking a little shy.  He’d always been shy around Jen.  In addition to being beautiful and super hot, she was a decade older. He’d always had a crush on Jen, from the moment I first introduced her to mom and dad (and Joe).  And, of course, they’d had an affair.  I think all that contributed to his shyness, especially at times like this, when they were alone together.

They lapsed into silence, and I was about to go, when Joe said “So, do you and Mike still play your game?”

“What?” Jen said with an awkward laugh.  Joe looked at her, as if waiting for an answer.  Finally, she said “Joey I’m not talking about that.”

“Why?” 

“Because it’s none of your freaking business,” Jen said with impatience.

“Okay, sorry, I was just curious,” Joe said, backing off.

“Well, stop being curious,” Jen said, chastising him.  At that moment Anna started crying.  Screaming actually.  She’s always cranky after a nap.  

“I’ll get her,” Joe offered, immediately getting up.

“Thanks,” Jen said appreciatively.  “Can you watch her for a while?  I feel like a nap myself.  Tell Mike when he gets back okay?”

I rushed to the market.  When I got back, Joe was playing bubbles with Anna.  “Jen’s taking a nap,” he told me.  Seeing that Anna was happy and safe with Joe, I went into the tent.  Jen wasn’t asleep though.  She was lying on the ground, on top of the inflatable mattress and looking at me, like she’d been waiting for me.  

“Look,” she said, offering her phone to me. 

I sat down next to her and looked at the phone.  My eyes went wide.  It was a picture of a dick.  A very big dick.

“Cam’s been texting me.  Constantly,” she said.  I looked into her face.  I saw she was aroused.  She had a major cum face on. 

I put my hand on her left breast.  She was still dressed, but the tank top and bra underneath offered little resistance.  I squeezed and massaged her small breast and thumbed her nipple.  Jen’s eyelids fluttered, and her pouty lips parted in a soft moan.  “You should’ve gone to see him last night,” I told her. “Your body needs him.”

I thumbed her nipple harder.  Jen arched her back, clenching her teeth shut to stifle a moan since Joe and Anna were just outside.  “Maybe,” she said through heavy breathing.

I moved my lips to her.  I kissed her, and she hungrily returned my kiss, thrusting her tongue into my mouth.  My wife was on fire!  Was it just because of Cam’s sexting?  Or was Joe part of it?

“Why didn’t you tell Joe we were playing the game again?” I asked her between kisses.

“You heard that?” she asked.

“I hear everything.  I’m Big Brother,” I joked.  Jen giggled but it was lost in our kissing.

“I don’t know,” Jen said as we kissed.  “When Joey found out about Scott he got really upset.”

“I thought you talked about that,” I said, referring to her last hookup with Joe 3 years ago.

“No, not really,” Jen said.  “It was over, so we didn’t have to talk about it.”

“So, why’d he ask today?” I asked.

“I think, maybe because he senses something,” Jen mused.

“Senses something?”

“Yeah ... like I’m Jenny again.”

I stopped kissing Jen and rose up on my elbow to look at her.  “How would he know that?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Jen said.  “I’m just guessing.”

I paused, processing what she was saying.  I remembered their rowdy play at the edge of the lake.  They often horse played around like that.  Like I said, they were good friends.  But maybe this time, Joe touched a little more of Jen’s tight body than he normally did.  And maybe this time, Jen let him.  Because maybe once she starts playing the game again, she can’t just turn it off.  She’s Jenny again.  She’s a bad girl.  A nympho slut who can’t get enough cock.

Lust suddenly inflamed me.  I smashed my mouth against hers, kissing her again.  I pushed my hand into her shorts and panties.  She was soaking.  I fingered her as I open mouth kissed her.  Jen grinded against my fingers, thrashing on the air mattress, her moans luckily stifled by our locked lips.  Jen clawed at my back, and then her body was jerking as she came.

“God ... god ...,” she said between pants.  “Thank you.  I needed that.”

My finger was still inside her.  I pushed it in deeper.  She winced because she was sensitive now.  “Mike stop,” she whined.  But I kept my finger inside her.

“I know you.  You need more than this,”  I hissed, pushing my finger into her.  “You need a big cock.  A really big cock.”

Jen looked at me.  She didn’t say anything, but she looked at me.  It was a wary, uncertain, questioning look.  I knew what she was thinking—was I suggesting she fuck Joe?

No, not Joe.  I wasn’t ready for that. 

“Text Cam,” I told her.  “Tell him to come here.”

I saw relief in Jen’s face as she realized I wasn’t talking about Joe.  Relief and ... something else?  Disappointment maybe?

“Mike you’re crazy,” Jen said in a hushed voice.  We still had to worry about Anna and Joe on the other side of the tent.

“It’s only a couple hours,” I said.

“I’m not talking about the drive,” Jen whispered.  “I’m talking about Anna.  And Joey.”

“Joe can help me with Anna.  She won’t miss you,” I said.  “And are you really worried what Joe thinks?”

“No, it doesn’t matter what Joey thinks,” she said, unconcerned.  I was happy we agreed about that.  We might care about Joe, Jen might care about him, but he didn’t have the moral high ground to judge us.  Not after what he’d done.

Jen thought about it for a moment.  Then she gave in.  She got her iPhone and I watched as she typed.

TinyDancer:  Hey, you there?

Cam: I’m here thinking about you

TinyDancer: omg stop lying 

Cam: I’m serious

TinyDancer:  Well what do you think about camping?

Cam:  I’ll be right there!

TinyDancer:  Ha ha.  Calm down cowboy.  Tomorrow.

Cam: another night of cold showers but okay

TinyDancer: poor baby—we’re at Plattekill

Cam:  I know it – where in Plattekill?

TinyDancer: No you can’t come to our site.  My daughter and friend are here.

Cam: hubby leave you home alone?

TinyDancer:  He’s here too dipshit!  

Cam: Just kidding

TinyDancer: <smiley face> just set up someplace north of the general store.  I’ll come to you.

Cam: oh you WILL cum!  On this -

Attached to Cam’s text was another picture of his hard cock.

TinyDancer:  omg! bring that with you tomorrow!
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AS JEN WAS TEXTING Cam, I was kissing her neck below her ear, and cupping and fondling one of her breasts.

When she was done texting Cam, she tossed her phone to the ground and turned her head to kiss me.  “God between you and Cam I’m going freaking crazy!” she said breathlessly as we kissed.  I needed relief and I pulled her hand to my hard erection.  Jen reached into my pants but just as she began stroking me, Anna called out to us.  She was hungry and wanted dinner.  

I leaned my forehead against Jen’s shoulder.  “Fuck,” I whispered in frustration, and Jen giggled.  There was nothing to do about it.  We got up and fixed our clothes.  Luckily my cargo shorts were baggy enough to hide my erection.  Then we moved out of the tent, ready to be parents again.

After dinner we sat around a big campfire.  As often happens, people from tents nearby joined us.  It became a potluck dinner party.  Among the others were 3 guys in their early 40s.  They were here for a guys’ weekend of the outdoors and fishing.  They looked like rugged outdoorsmen, but through conversation we found out they were lawyers in Brooklyn. They didn’t bring any food, but they offered 2 bottles of expensive bourbon to share.  They were enthusiastically welcomed.

After dinner, I had Anna in my lap as we toasted marshmallows over the fire.  Jen sat next to me with Joe on the other side of her.  Jen had showered and was now wearing a halter top and denim skirt.  Her hair was down and she wore a little lipstick.  The top swooped in the back and you could see her sun and moon tattoo.  It was also obvious she was braless.

She was easily the prettiest girl there, and many of the men around the campfire (especially the sans-wives lawyers) snuck looks at her pretty face and sexy body.  They tried to look up her skirt as she sat on the log and focused on her braless tits in the halter top.  Jen’s outfit was a little risqué for the family oriented Plattekill, just like the tank top and terry cloth shorts had been before.  Not inappropriate, but definitely more revealing than her standard “mommy” outfits.  It seemed to be that Jen was changing.  We were playing the game and she had a lover again.  She was changing.  She was becoming Jenny again.

Jen pretended not to notice the men checking her out, although I knew she did.  On the other side of her, Joe didn’t say much and seemed to be in a bad mood.

After the smores, the parents began putting their kids down for the night.  I went into the tent with Anna.  I told Jen to stay by the fire and relax.  Anna was instantly asleep; the sun and water had really tired her out.  I stayed in the tent though for another 45 minutes.  I wanted to see what might happen around the campfire.

When I finally came out, most of the people had gone back to their tents.  But the 3 lawyers were still there, along with Jen and Joe.  Joe was sitting by the fire; he hadn’t moved and still looked grumpy.  Jen had moved to the other side of the fire with the 3 lawyers.  She was talking with them and drinking their bourbon.  The way she was talking and laughing, I could tell she was getting tipsy.

I walked over to them and put my arm around my wife.  Jen leaned into me and smiled at me.  One of the lawyers gave me a stiff pour of bourbon.  He re-filled Jen’s red Solo cup too.  She took a big gulp.  I put my lips to her ear and whispered, “You’re gonna get drunk.”

Jen grinned and whispered back, “I kinda wanna get drunk.”

I said, “Is that Jen or Jenny talking?” 

Jen continued to grin but didn’t answer.  She took another gulp of the bourbon.  Smiling, she held the red Solo cup out to the lawyer.  He smiled back and splashed more bourbon into her cup.

The lawyer pouring the bourbon was Alan.  To be honest, I can’t remember the others’ names.  Jen spent most of her time talking to Alan.  I knew why.  He was tall, broad shouldered with a ruggedly handsome face.  He was also charismatic and clearly the alpha among the 3 men.  I found out later he was the top partner of their law firm, explaining why the 2 other men deferred to him.

At one point Jen stumbled over a loose branch.  I moved to catch her, but I was too far away.  Alan caught her, and in the process, he got a good feel of her tight ass in the short skirt.  Jen laughed at her clumsiness as she held onto his muscular arms for support.  Jen and Alan continued their conversation like nothing had happened, but now he still had his hand on her lower back, just where her halter top met her skirt.

Joe seemed agitated as Jen flirted with Alan.  And she was flirting with him back, that was pretty obvious as she laughed at all his jokes and curled her hair around her finger while looking into his eyes.  A few times he looked at me, as if expecting me to do something.  But of course I wasn’t going to do anything.  I was letting things play out.

Alan and his friends went down to the lake to smoke a joint.  Jen came over to me.  “I feel like getting high,” she said to me.

“Of course you do,” I said grinning at her.  “Go ahead.  I’ll stay here with Anna.”

Jen looked into my eyes.  She smiled at me, and I smiled back at her. We both knew what was happening.  We were playing the game again.  It was fun.  Exciting.  

Jen turned back towards the 3 lawyers.  She started towards them and then stopped.  She turned to Joe. She asked, “Joey, you wanna come too?” 

My insides jerked at the way she said it – “you wanna cum too?”  

Joe seemed taken by it too.  He didn’t answer, hesitating.  Then he got up and followed Jen.  

Now I was alone by the fire.  I didn’t know what was going to happen by the lake, especially with Joe there.  I didn’t know what Jen was going to do.  She had a free pass.  The only person I had absolutely vetoed was Scott.  So, what would Jen do, with Alan, with his friends, especially with Joe there?

I sipped the bourbon as I watched the flames.  I thought about how a moth will fly into a flame, even though it means death.  That’s how I was.  But for me, it wasn’t fire that attracted me; it was being a cuck.  I couldn’t stop what was going to happen by the lake.  It wasn’t in me to stop it.  

It wouldn’t be entirely correct to say I wanted something to happen.  I did, but I didn’t.  Does that make any sense at all?  Being a cuck means you’re always conflicted.  But I’ll say again, it wasn’t in me to stop whatever was going to happen at the lake.  My job was to stay by the fire, take care of Anna, and support Jen with whatever she decided to do.  

The 2 lawyer friends came back first.  They looked at me awkwardly, giving me an uncomfortable smile.  Something had happened between Alan and Jen, and here I was, Jen’s husband, doing nothing.  Of course they felt awkward around me.  Did they also feel – what?  Pity for me?  Contempt?  The humiliation turned my cheeks red and tore into my soul.  The 2 men went into their tent without saying anything to me.  I was so hard in my shorts it hurt.

Then Joe came back.  He sat on the log next to me, in front of the fire.  “Where’s Jen?” I asked.

“She’s still at the lake, with Alan,” Joe said.  His eyes were downcast.  He wasn’t happy.  “Go ahead if you want.  I’ll watch over Anna.”

I looked at Joe for a moment.  He didn’t look at me.  Shrugging, I got up and walked to the lake.

I stopped about 20 feet away, behind a cluster of bushes.  I could see Jen and Alan clearly in the moonlight.  I could hear them too.  They were kissing.  Open mouth, full tongue, passionately kissing.  Alan had his hands on her ass, squeezing her tight cheeks.  Jen’s body was pressed against Alan’s, and she was raking her fingers through his dark curly hair.

I accidentally stepped on a branch.  They heard it and quickly parted.  Jen looked nervously around and fixed her skirt.  “It’s nothing, probably just a squirrel,” Alan assured her.

“I better get back,” Jen said.

“No, come on, do another hit with me first,” Alan said as he lit up another joint.  He inhaled and handed the joint to Jen.  Jen inhaled, and she must’ve got too much smoke as she coughed.

“I’m out of practice,” she joked with a laugh, referring to how we rarely smoked anymore.  Wobbling on her feet, she added, “And so freaking high.”

Alan put his hands on her hips, to steady her. Then he pulled her to him.  “No, come on Alan, my husband’s right up there,” she warned, pushing him away. But I noticed she didn’t push very hard.

“He’s watching your daughter, you don’t have anything to worry about,” Alan assured her.

“But what about your wife?” Jen asked.

“She’s not here either,” Alan said as he lowered his lips to Jen’s.  

He kissed her, and Jen kissed him back.  He moved a hand between them and cupped her breast.  Jen groaned as he fondled her tit and thumbed her nipple through the thin material of the halter top.  

Alan moved his other hand to behind her neck, to the knot of the halter top.  

“We can’t,” Jen weakly objected.  But Alan ignored her.  He pulled one of the straps, releasing the knot, and pulled the top down.  

Alan pulled away slightly and took a moment to look at my wife’s naked breasts.  “So beautiful,” he said admiringly.  Then his hands and mouth were on her naked breasts.  Jen gasped and rolled her head back as he took a hard nipple between his lips and sucked.  

“Oh fuck,” she moaned.  

Alan dropped a hand to Jen’s skirt.  He found the zipper and pulled it down.  He tugged the skirt down and it fell to Jen’s feet.  Then he reached into her thong.  “You’re so wet,” he hissed into her ear as he kissed below her neck.  Jen’s body tensed and her back arched as he pushed a thick finger into her pussy.

Then abruptly Jen pulled away from him.  “We can’t do this,” she said, hurriedly pulling her skirt up and fixing her halter top.  “My husband and daughter are right up there.”

“Come on, you can’t leave me like this,” Alan objected.  His shorts were tented with his erection.

Jen hesitated, looking unsure.  Alan moved closer.  He put his hands on her shoulders.  “Come on babe,” he urged her.  He pushed down on her shoulders.  I saw Jen’s cheeks flush.  

“I’m freaking married Alan,” Jen protested, putting her hand on his chest as if to ward him off.  The diamonds of her engagement ring sparkled in the moonlight.

“Jen babe you can’t leave me like this,” Alan said again.  “Your husband will never know.”  He pushed harder on her shoulders and Jen’s pouty lips parted.  She was breathing hard.  Finally, she let Alan push her down to her knees.  

“We have to be fast,” Jen said.  “I’ve already been gone too long.”

“Okay,” Alan agreed.  Although now with Jen down on her knees, he seemed to be in no hurry.  He raked his fingers through her blonde hair, pulling it to the side so he could look into her beautiful face. 

Jen worked on his shorts, unsnapping the button and pulling down the zipper.  She reached in and took out his cock.  He was steel hard.  She stroked him for a few moments as she hungrily looked at his manhood.  He was big, bigger than me, but not huge.  Jen looked up into Alan’s face for a moment.  Then she took him into her mouth.

Alan didn’t last long.  Within moments he was about to cum.  Suddenly he grabbed handfuls of Jen’s blonde hair.  He pushed his cock deep down her throat, then he was rolling his head back and moaning as he came.  All the while he continued to hold Jen’s head by her hair, preventing her from pulling away.  She had no choice but to swallow his cum.  Jen gagged and her cheeks ballooned out as her mouth filled with Alan’s ejaculation.  Her throat muscles worked desperately to swallow it all.  

Alan was panting as he let Jen’s hair go and pulled out of her mouth.  Jen immediately gasped for air.  Her lips were wet with his juices.  So was her chin.  She grabbed the tails of Alan’s shirt and wiped her face.  Alan was still panting, coming down from his orgasm, so he didn’t seem to notice.

Jen was panting too.  She was still on her knees.  Alan looked at her.  “Sorry if I was rough at the end,” he told her.

“It’s okay,” Jen said.  He offered his hand to help her up, but she shook her head.  “Go ahead and go,” she told him.

“I’ll walk you back,” Alan offered.

“It’ll be better if he doesn’t see us together,” Jen said.  “He” of course meant me.

Alan nodded.  “Give me your number,” he said.

“No,” Jen told him flatly.  It was clear she liked Alan enough for a quick fling in the woods but nothing more.  “Now go.  Please.  I’ve already been gone too long.”

Alan took a last long look at my beautiful wife. He looked disappointed that he couldn’t get more of her.  Then, he hurried back up the hill.  

Jen was still on her knees, still breathing hard.  It was like she was in shock, trying to come to grips with what had just happened.  I watched as she took a small bottle from her purse.  It was filled with green liquid.  She opened it and swished some of the liquid in her mouth.  It was mouthwash.

I felt dizzy as I watched her.  My sweet wife carried mouthwash with her, because she never knew when she might go down on a stranger.

Jen whispered into the night, “Mike?  Are you there?”

I moved out from the bushes.  In moments I was next to her.  “You just cheated on me,” I told her.

“I did,” Jen admitted.  I looked at my cheating wife for long moments.  Then I had her on the ground, her skirt up, her thong off, fucking her.  We both came hard.  Afterwards we kissed and laughed, the tension of what had happened draining from our bodies.  Then we realized we were half naked and had already taken too many risks.  We quickly dressed and scampered back to our tent.
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WE PASSED JOE ON THE way to our tent.  He was still sitting on the log and looking sullen.  Jen didn’t say anything as she did the walk of shame.  She kept her eyes down, not looking at him as she walked by.

“Thanks Joe,” I said as we passed him.  Then we were inside our tent.  We hurriedly undressed and got into our sleeping bag on the air mattress.  We were still both super hot, but we had to be quiet because Anna was right next to us.  Fortunately, she was a deep sleeper, especially after a busy day like today.

“What did Joe see?” I whispered as we silently kissed.  

“Nothing really,” Jen whispered back.  “I think he was jealous I was talking so much to Alan.”

“You mean flirting,” I said.

“Okay, flirting,” Jen admitted with a giggle.

“Joe still has a crush on you,” I said.  It was part question, part statement.

“I know,” Jen said.

“You know he does?” I asked.

“Of course I know he does,” Jen said back.

“You like that?” I asked.

Jen hesitated, then said, “... sorta.”  Then she said, “Okay, yes.  It’s flattering, you know?  Joey’s so cute and I’m so much older.”

“He’s only 2 years younger than Cam,” I pointed out.

“That’s true,” Jen said with a laugh.  “I never thought about that.  Joey seems so much younger.”

“That’s because you watched him grow up.  You helped him grow up.  With me.”

“Yeah, probably,” Jen agreed.

“He looks good though,” I said, referring to Joe getting his beach body back.

“He looks awesome,” Jen enthused.  I felt something twist inside me as my wife spoke admiringly about Joe’s young body.  Like always, it tore at my gut, yet fueled my passions.  I pushed my tongue into her mouth and we French kissed for long moments.

Then I moved on top of Jen, being quiet to not wake Anna.  We were both naked in the sleeping bag.  Jen parted her legs and reached down to guide me into her.  She was so wet I easily got balls deep inside her. I began rocking back and forth.  “I like you’re Jenny again,” I told her as I looked into her eyes.

“You like I’m bad?” she asked with a grin.

“I love it,” I whispered excitedly.  “I love it when you’re out of control, like tonight.”

“I wasn’t out of control,” Jen corrected me.  “Out of control is fucking Alan. I didn’t do that.”

“You’re right.  You looked so prim and proper on your knees with his cock in your mouth,” I teased.

“Don’t be mean,” Jen said with a giggle.  

“He pushed you down,” I said.

“He did.”

“He forced you to swallow his cum.”

“Yes.”

“That excited you,” I said.  

“You know it did,” she said huskily.  Jen had a strong submissive streak, and her fantasies included being forced, even raped.  It was a big reason why she was attracted to aggressive alpha men.  I think her sub-space was as strong in her as my cuck-space was in me.

“Did you want to fuck him?” I excitedly asked.

“I so did,” Jen said, her eyes big and just as excited as me.  “But I didn’t have a condom and didn’t want to deal with that.  And Cam’s coming tomorrow.”

“Why’s that matter?” I asked.

“Well ... you know,” Jen said awkwardly.  I looked at her, not understanding.  Then I got it.  She wanted to be tight for Cam, and Alan had a big dick.  She didn’t want him to stretch her.  On the other hand, my dick was small.  It wouldn’t stretch her pussy.  She would still be tight for Cam.

“You wanted to be tight for Cam,” I said to her, saying out loud what I was thinking.

“Yes,” Jen admitted.  She was smiling slightly, like she was pleased I understood.

“Say it!” I hissed at her.  “Say you didn’t fuck Alan because you wanna be tight for Cam!”

“I didn’t fuck Alan cause I wanna be tight for Cam,” she repeated.

“Really?  Is that the truth?”

“It is.”

“And my cock’s small so it doesn’t matter,” I said.

“Your cock does matter,” Jen said as she looked into my eyes.  “But you don’t stretch me, so Cam won’t notice.”

That’s when I came.
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THE NEXT MORNING, JEN had an extra bounce in her step.  I think she was excited about seeing Cam later that day, and also thrilled with having been so naughty the night before.  

Fortunately, Alan and his 2 friends left early for a fishing expedition.  So, she didn’t have to deal with that awkwardness.  There was still the awkwardness with Joe, but Jen did what she usually did at some moments.  She avoided it.  My wife didn’t like confrontation, and she didn’t like people she cared about being upset or disappointed with her.  Joe seemed to be both, so rather than confronting the issue, she pretended like it didn’t exist.

As we were eating lunch, Jen was texting on her phone.  Then she whispered to me, “Cammy’s here.  He’s setting up his tent.”

I felt a tug at my heart as Jen called her lover “Cammy.”  The cuckold angst felt delicious and thrilling.  “Okay, perfect,” I whispered back, my cock suddenly hard in my shorts.  “You can go at Anna’s nap.”

Jen nodded.  The timing was perfect.  Anna usually napped for at least 3 hours.  More than enough time for some fun with her lover.  “What will you tell Joe?” Jen whispered.

“I’ll handle it,” I assured her.

Jen looked relieved.  She was happy with me handling it.  Again, she didn’t like confrontation.  She was more than willing to let me smooth things over with the young man we both helped raised, and who felt like a brother to me.

“I’ll go get ready,” she whispered to me.

“Okay,” I whispered back.  We looked at each other.  We smiled like 2 excited kids.  We were playing the game again, and it was fun, thrilling.  Jen gave me a quick kiss.  Then she grabbed some clothes and toiletries and hurried to the campground’s showers.

Sometime later Jen returned.  She was freshly showered with her hair down and a little makeup.  She was wearing a loose sundress that was held up by 2 thin straps and ended about mid-thigh.  She wore sandals on her feet, the kind with a single thin strap at her ankles and another over her toes.  

“You look beautiful,” I gushed, putting my arm around her waist.  

“Thanks baby,” Jen smile smiling at me.

“Why are you dressed up?” Joe asked.

“A friend’s here.  I’m going to visit her,” Jen lied.  She looked at Joe briefly but then turned away.  Joe didn’t say anything else.

Jen and I put Anna down for her nap.  As we did, Anna clutched Jen’s dress and said “pretty mommy.”  Jen smiled and kissed Anna on the forehead.

Jen was about to go when something occurred to me.  “Wait,” I whispered.  “You don’t have condoms.”

“It’s okay,” Jen assured me in a hushed voice.  “Cam has some.”

“Are you sure?” 

“Mike if he doesn’t, I won’t do it,” she promised.  In the past I might not have believed her.  But now I did.  We kissed, and then she went off to meet with her lover.

I got 2 beers and sat on the log next to Joe.  He had started a fire, even though the sun was still hot.  I liked looking at fire though, so I didn’t mind.  I offered him one of the beers and he took it.

After a few moments of silence, Joe asked, “So is Jen really meeting up with a girlfriend?”

“No,” I told him.  We were both looking at the fire as we talked.  We lapsed into silence again.

“I don’t see how you do it,” Joe finally said.  “If she was my wife—.”

“She’s not your wife!” I spat out.  “She’s my wife!”  I glared at him.  He glared back at me for a moment, but then he backed down.  He took a big slug of the beer and turned back to the fire.

“So, when will she be back?” Joe asked.

“She’ll be back when she’s done,” I told him simply.

“Anna’s here,” Joe pointed out.

“Do you think I don’t know that?” I said with angry indignation.  “She’ll be back before Anna wakes up.”

“Okay, whatever ...,” Joe said.  We finished our beers.  He got 2 more and handed me one as he sat back down on the log.

“Don’t judge us Joe,” I told him.  “And don’t be mean to Jen.  You know how she is.  She’s a pleaser.  She wants people to like her.  She hates when someone’s upset with her.  Especially you.  You’re special to her.”

Joe looked at me.  “Really?  I’m special to her?  She says that?”

I felt like I was in high school, passing notes about a girl.  Joe definitely had a crush on my wife.  That aroused me.  But Joe was different from other guys.  He was like a baby brother to me.  I didn’t want him to cuck me.  And I didn’t want him to get hurt.

“Joe ... she’s the only person in the world who calls you Joey.  So yeah, you’re special to her.”

Joe couldn’t help smiling.  He was clearly happy with what I said.  “Then, do you mind if I talk to her?” he asked.

“You don’t need my permission to talk to Jen,” I said.

Joe hesitated, then awkwardly said, “... I mean, about the game you guys play.”

I looked at Joe.  My cock was rock hard in my shorts.  “Sure, go ahead,” I said.  Somehow, I managed to keep my voice steady, even though my heart was pounding.
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AS I DID THE WALK OF shame back to our campsite, I felt like everyone was looking at me.  Could they tell I’d just been with my lover?  That less than 5 minutes ago, Cam was deep inside me and I was cumming (again!) on his cock?  That I was just fucked?

It was easier to walk this time.  Cam didn’t “bulldoze” me as much because we had to be quiet with the tents around us.  It had been exciting hearing the campers talking and walking by – literally right next to Cammy’s tent!—as we were kissing and touching, or Cam was in my mouth, or my pussy.  I had to bite down on his shoulder when I came to stifle my moans.  And Cam wasn’t as rough and physical with me this time.  That just wasn’t possible, it would’ve made the tent rock around and obviously that wouldn’t be a good thing in the middle of the afternoon in a busy, family campground. 

But Cam made up for it by kissing and touching me.  We actually had foreplay this time (!), before he fucked me.  It was really nice.  Hot too, but nice.  

Also, Cam went down on me again.  It was the perfect time, with people just on the other side of his tent and the need to be quiet.  Although I had to bite the side of my hand when he made me cum, to keep from screaming.  Oh my god, he’s SO freaking good at that!  

Mike is awesome too, but whereas my husband’s gentle, Cam’s forceful and demanding, even when it comes to his tongue.  He opens my legs and keeps them spread by firmly holding my thighs with his big hands.  I can’t move and I feel completely exposed and helpless.  Then he attacks my pussy and clit with his mouth.  I was whimpering and writhing as he worked on me, and when he pushed me over the edge I came so hard I saw stars and practically passed out! 

I have to admit, I’m crushing on Cammy.  I mean, who could blame me?  He’s so gorgeous and totally hot.  His body’s so sexy, I could touch him forever!  And it’s really flattering he’s interested in me.  I’m not trying to be disingenuously modest.  I know I’m pretty, I see guys looking.  Like last night.  Alan’s really cute and sexy – REALLY cute and sexy – and I knew I could have him if I wanted him.  Cam’s different though.  He’s way younger.  And, he could have any girl he wants.  So, the fact he wants me is really flattering, a major ego boost.  

I like Cam.  It’s more than just his looks, and what he does to me in bed.  He’s sweet.  He makes me laugh.  He’s ambitious working 3 jobs.  And he’s smart, although because he’s only 25, he has kinda a naïve view of the world.  That shows in his politics.  But he’s not a jerk about it, he’s open to other views, and that makes talking to him fun.  I haven’t told Mike this, but earlier this week when I hooked up with Cam after the gym, we talked most of the time.  We had sex too, and it was freaking awesome, but the talking was awesome too.

I’ve been down this road before, and I won’t make the same mistake.  If I let myself, I could easily fall for Cam.  No, not fall in love with him.  I reserve love solely for my husband.  But yeah, I could fall in “like” with Cam.  Seriously in like.  But like I said, I’ve been down that road before and believe it or not, I think I can learn from my mistakes.  Even “in like” with Cam is too much.  So, with Cam, I’m holding back.  There’s only so much of me I’m going to give him.  Yet, it’s still fun thinking about it.  It’s exciting.  Knowing that, if I opened up my heart and dropped my defenses, I could fall in serious “like” with Cam.  It’s like emotionally edging myself when I masturbate.  Getting right up to the edge, and then pulling back.  

I was thinking these thoughts when I almost ran into someone.  I stopped abruptly, and almost slipped on the slick dirt path.  The someone caught me.  It was Joe.

“Oh, hey,” I said to my brother-in-law.  Joey held me while I steadied myself.  I pulled back once I had my feet back under me, untangling myself from him.

Joey looked at me.  “Can we talk?” he asked.

I suddenly felt wary.  “I’ve got to get back to Mike and Anna,” I sputtered, moving past him.

But Joey stopped me by grabbing my wrist.  “Anna’s still sleeping,” he said.  “Mike said I can talk to you.”

I sighed hearing that.  So like Mike.  He was gentle, and loving, and caring.  But also passive.  I guess it all went together.  Sometimes though I wished he would take charge.  I wished he would be more alpha.  

But that wasn’t Mike.  And it irritated me sometimes, like right now.  He promised to smooth things over with Joey, but now I had to deal with it.  I made a mental note that I had to talk to my husband about this.  But first I had to deal with Joey.

We walked off the path towards a little clearing.  We sat at a picnic table.  “So, what’s up?” I asked him.

“You were just with your lover?” Joey asked.

My cheeks flushed.  “Joey, that’s none of your business,” I said.  “You’re like Mike’s brother, and you’re special to me too, but that’s none of your business.”

“Just tell me,” Joey insisted.

“Fine, what,” I said with exasperation.  “Yes, I was just with my lover.  Satisfied now?”

Joey frowned and looked disapprovingly at me.  “We used to have fun, right?” he said.

“What?” I said, looking at him like he was crazy.

“We had fun,” Joey said again.

“I’m not talking about this,” I told him, standing up from the picnic table. I began walking past him, but Joey grabbed my wrist.

“What?” I said impatiently.

“You don’t need a lover,” Joey said.

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

Joey pulled me closer to him.  He looked into my eyes and said, “Jen – if you need a lover ... let me be your lover.”
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“HE SAID THAT?” I ASKED.  We were in our tent, making love.  Anna was sleeping with Joe tonight in his tent, so we didn’t have to worry so much about being quiet.  “He offered to be your lover?”

“Yes,” Jen said as she moved her hips in sync with my thrusts into her.  “Crazy huh?”

“Is it crazy?” I asked.

Jen stopped moving under me.  “Mike, what are you saying?” she asked.

“You told me Joe’s so thick he made you feel like a virgin whenever he fucked you,” I reminded her.  “Do you miss that?” 

Jen looked into my eyes.  “I don’t miss it,” she said.  “Sometimes I think about it.  But I don’t miss it.”

I looked back into her eyes.  I didn’t understand.  Jen saw it, and said, “He’s practically your brother, Mike.  He’s a kid next to us.  Not a good idea.  What if something bad happens?  What’ll we do then?  It’s not like I can just stop seeing him, like with Scott.”

“You’re right,” I said.  I knew she was right.  I was disappointed though.  I was enthralled by the taboo of it all.  On the other hand, I didn’t want to be cucked or humiliated by a guy who I considered my kid brother.  By other men, yes – that was part of it for me.  But not my brother.  Still the idea turned me on.

Jen heard the conflict in my voice.  “Anyways,” she said.  “I’ve got Cam.  I can’t really think about anyone else.”

I nodded my head.  I’d almost forgotten about Cam.  “How’d that go?” I asked.

“It was awesome,” Jen said, excitement in her eyes.

“So ... he bulldozed you?”

“Ha ha.  No.  There were too many people around.  But it was good.  Really good, actually.”

I looked into Jen’s face.  I heard the excitement and enthusiasm in her voice.  I realize the real threat to my wife’s heart wasn’t Joe, it was Cam.  “So, do you want to see him again tonight?” I asked, my heart in my throat.  It was still early, only 10pm.  She could easily steal away to see Cam again.  I dreaded hearing her answer.

To my great relief, she said, “Mike, no.  This is our time.”  She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me.  I decided not to talk anymore about Cam or Joey or the game.  I focused on making love to my wife, and making her cum.
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