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Chapter 1


Mike was sitting next to Sally. Across from them were Jen (Mike's wife) and Vic (Sally's husband). The two couples were at dinner after having seen a movie.


Sally and Vic got up to go to the bathroom. As soon as they were gone, Jen leaned over and said, "Vic's hands have been on me all night long."


Mike perked up. "What's he done?"


"He's been rubbing my legs, and trying to get under my skirt."


Mike immediately got excited. The thought of his wife with another man had always turned him on. "So — let him play a little."


Jen wasn't surprised by her husband's answer. She knew about his fantasies, and they often role played in bed. Still — "Michael, you're crazy. Sally is sitting right across the table."


Mike smiled mischievously. "That's more reason why you should do it. It's so wicked. Besides, you should take pity on Vic. With Sally pregnant, he's probably not getting anything at home. You know, Vic has always had a thing for you." Mike knew it wasn't just Vic who found his wife desirable. All male eyes turned when she walked into a room. Jen had shoulder length blonde hair, a pretty face and a tight petite body. Her breasts were small but perky, and her ass was tight. Her legs were her best feature, which were long, slim and shapely.


"Michael, you're demented."


With a smile still on his face, Mike reached over and put Jen's spoon over her knife. "I'll keep Sally busy so she won't notice you and Vic. Start out with your legs crossed. Then after Vic hits on you for a while, uncross your legs. When you do, uncross the spoon and knife, so I'll know what's happening."


"Then what are you going to do?"


"You'll see."


"Michael, I don't think this is a good idea."


Mike looked intently into Jen's eyes. "Do want I say," he said. Jen found herself nodding. This was a game they often played. They both found the master/slave fantasy to be exciting. But they had never involved other people. Well, that wasn't true. They often played games where she'd expose herself to other guys, even flirt with other guys. Her husband loved it when she "accidentally" exposed a lot of leg, maybe even momentarily flashed her stocking tops. But their games had never involved people they knew.


Before she could think more about it, Sally and Vic returned. As Sally studied her menu, Vic moved his hand under the table cloth and back onto Jen's shapely leg. Mike got hard imagining Vic's hand moving under his wife's skirt, up her shapely thigh, and then feeling the tops of her thigh highs. As their entrees arrived, Mike saw Jen subtly uncross her spoon and knife. Mike was so excited he could barely keep from shaking. He couldn't believe another man was feeling his wife up just a few feet away from him. He imagined his wife slightly parting her legs, letting Vic edge his hand higher up her skirt.


Mike tried to keep Sally occupied with conversation, but he was having a hard time concentrating on the pregnant woman. He wanted to watch Vic grope his sexy wife. Mike glanced over at his wife. She was flushed and breathing heavily. Sally noticed it too, and said, "Jen are you alright?"


"Yes, I'm okay, it's just hot in here." Jen reached for her water and took a sip. As she did she saw her husband absentmindedly move this spoon away from his knife. His message was clear. He wanted her to open her legs wider. Jen subtly shook her head no. It was so subtle that only Mike noticed it. Still speaking with Sally, Mike began to absentmindedly twist his wedding ring. "I'm your husband, you'll do as I say," Mike wordlessly commanded his wife.


Vic's hand was still under Jen's skirt, caressing the bare thigh above her stockings. She was incredibly turned on. Vic's fingers were flickering over her bare inner thigh, one of her most sensitive spots. Being touched so intimately by a man whose wife was just sitting a few feet away was so deliciously naughty. But the playing had gone far enough. When she saw Michael spread his spoon and knife, she thought "Is he crazy?" But she felt the force of her husband's persistence, so internally sighing, she lifted in her seat slightly to free her skirt from under her bottom, and then she parted her legs wider. Not a lot, but enough to give Vic access to her most private parts. Mike saw his wife's slight movement out of the corner of his eyes, and made sure to keep Sally occupied so she didn't notice.


Vic couldn't believe his good luck. He had always thought Jen was incredibly sexy, easily the best looking wife in their circle of friends, but he never thought he'd get a chance to feel her up the way he was doing. When he first placed his hand on her sexy leg he expected her to push him away. When she didn't he continued to explore, expecting that she would push him away at any moment. He couldn't believe it when she uncrossed her legs to make room for his hand, and now she had just spread her legs wider. He had to be careful with his wife and Mike just across the table from them, but he wasn't going to let this opportunity slip by. He risked a glance down at Jen's lap. Her skirt was pulled up high and he could see the sexy wife's stocking tops and bare thighs. He slowly edged his hand along Jen's thigh and under her raised skirt. As he moved over her naked flesh Vic felt Jen shudder.


Vic's fingers brushed across Jen's panties. Jen was prepared for it, but still she almost jumped out of her seat. Oh my god, she thought, he can feel that I'm soaking wet.


Vic traced his finger tips along Jen's panty covered pussy. He wanted to put his fingers into her, but he didn't think he could do that without attracting Sally and Mike's attention. Just at that moment, a band started playing, and Mike asked Sally to dance. Jen protested, "Honey, I'd like to dance." She wanted an excuse to get away from Vic.


"Honey, you're not done with your entrée yet. We'll dance later."


As soon as they were gone Vic moved in closer to Jen. He still had to be careful as they were surrounded by people, but he and Jen were seated in a corner, so people couldn't see what he was doing under the table. Jen tried to close her legs, but Vic was too fast. He quickly edged his fingers around Jen's panties, and inserted a finger into her pussy. She was incredibly wet. His thumb found her clit. He put a second finger inside her. Within moments he was finger fucking her, two fingers pumping in and out of her pussy, and his thumb rubbing her clit. It took all of Jen's will power to not buck wildly in her seat. It felt so good. Vic was going to make her cum. Under the table, Jen's feet arched in her heels as her orgasm hit and rippled through her body.


Jen was still panting as Mike and Sally returned. Sally looked concerned. "Jen, are you sure you're okay?"


Jen drank more water. "Maybe I'm coming down with something," she panted. Mike slightly smiled. He couldn't wait to get his wife home to find out what happened.


As the two couples parted for the evening, Vic gave Jen a hug. He held her tighter than normal, but Mike and Sally didn't notice because they were getting their cars from the valet. "You owe me," Vic whispered into Jen's ear. As he did, he pulled Jen even closer to him, pushing his hard-on against her.


Chapter 2


Jen lay in bed. Michael had just left for work after fucking her again. The night before had so turned him on, they fucked all night long.


It had turned Jen on too. Being fingered by Vic right in front of Sally, his pregnant wife, was so wicked. She knew she was probably going to go to hell for it, but the naughtiness really turned her on. She remembered with a glow the orgasm Vic had given her.


But were things going too far? Last night they had gone farther than they ever had, playing with someone they knew, and going so far as letting him touch her intimately, and even making her cum. They shouldn't have done that. What would Vic do the next time he saw her?


Still, she admitted to herself that she liked playing Michael's games. They turned her on as much as her husband. She was looking forward to what he had planned for that evening.





"Can I help you?"


Jen turned and smiled. "Yes, I'd like to try these on."


"Sure," the young man said, taking the heels from Jen. "Let me measure you."


Jen sat in the chair. She was dressed in a dark skirt and matching jacket. Under the jacket she wore a silk blouse. She looked like a business woman who was shopping for new shoes after work. The store was empty except for Jen and the salesman.


Jen slipped off her heels and placed her foot on the measuring scale. The young salesman measured her foot, and asked her to put her other foot on the scale. As Jen raised her foot, her toes brushed against the young man's hand. The contact was momentary, and Jen pretended like it was an accident. But the salesman definitely noticed, looking up at Jen as he felt the silky toes brushing against his hand. Jen smiled innocently.


Jen placed her other foot on the scale. As the salesman leaned over to adjust the scale, Jen shifted in her chair, causing her knee to touch the salesman's cheek. "Oh, I'm sorry," Jen apologized. But she let her leg linger against the young man's cheek. The salesman didn't pull away immediately. He savored the feeling of the silky leg against his cheek. Eventually he stood up. "Uh, I think I have your size now, I'll go pull the shoes."


"Okay, thanks." As Jen said this she leaned over, pretending like she needed to brush some lint from her skirt. As she did the salesman had a perfect view down her blouse. She had worn a lacy demi bra. The salesman lingered, savoring the view of Jen's bra covered breasts, until she looked up at him. "I'm sorry, is there something wrong?"


"Uh no, not at all, I'll be right back with the shoes."


The salesman quickly returned with the shoes. He kneeled in front of Jen, and pulled out the first pair. But instead of slipping her foot into the shoe, Jen put her stockinged foot on the salesman's leg. She pressed her toes against his muscular thigh. The young man was panting with excitement. He looked up at Jen's face. She smiled, giving him her wordless permission. The young salesman reached down and took Jen's petite foot in his hands. He began caressing her foot. He traced his fingers along the stocking seam that ran along her toes.


Jen eased her foot away from the salesman's hands, and slid her feet into the heels. They were black 4 inch stilettos. She placed the toe of her new heel on the salesman's crotch. He was hard. She gently ground the tip of the heel against the young man's hard-on. "Do you like my new shoes?"


He wasn't able to say anything, his throat was so dry. Smiling mischievously, Jen slid a few inches in her seat, causing her skirt to rise. Not a lot, just enough to provide a glimpse of her lace stocking tops. Her foot was still massaging his hard-on. "Do you — like it?"


With his eyes locked on Jen's silky thighs, the salesman abruptly grabbed Jen's ankle, and pushed her foot harder against his crotch. This caused Jen to slide further in her chair, exposing more of her slim legs and causing them to slightly part. The salesman now had a view of Jen's panties. Jen kept rotating the toe of her heel over the young man's hard-on. She put her other foot on the salesman's leg, and dug the stiletto heel into his thigh. Within moments, the salesman grunted and his body lurched. A dark wet spot quickly formed in his pants.


Bent over, and still holding Jen's ankles, the salesman tried to catch his breath. Jen leaned over and put her soft hands on the young man's face, gently raising his face to look at her. "You're so beautiful," he said.


Jen smiled a warm smile. She lightly kissed the young man on his cheek. She stood up, adjusted her skirt, and started walking out the store. "Wait," the young man said. "What's your name?"


The pretty blonde smiled again. "Jen," she said.


Jen quickly walked to the other side of the mall. As she did, every male turned and stared. The new stilettos made her gorgeous legs look even more alluring.


She entered a bar, and scanned the crowd. She saw Michael sitting at the bar, and quickly joined him. She kissed her husband. His eyes immediately fell to her feet. His face broke into a large smile. "I see you have need shoes." He kissed his wife again. "I love you so much."


Chapter 3


Jen took another sip of her drink. She fidgeted nervously. She and Michael were at a party, and Vic and Sally were probably going to be there. She hadn't seen Vic since that episode in the restaurant.


She was hoping to avoid him. But those hopes were dashed when she saw him walk into the room. He headed straight for her. He glanced quickly around to make sure no one was looking, and then he lead her back through the house and into the guest bedroom. Jen went along because she didn't want anyone to notice. Vic closed the door, and then pulled her towards him. "Man, you look great," he said as he moved to kiss her. Jen pushed him away. "No Vic!" She turned from him and started towards the door. But Vic was too fast and he pushed her against the dresser. He reached under her skirt and massaged her ass. "You're so fucking hot," he breathed into her ear.


Vic turned Jen around so she was facing him. He groped her tits, and then his hand went under her skirt, cupping her pussy. "No Vic, don't, stop." Her pleas were cut short as Vic planted his mouth over her's. Jen tried to pull away but he was too strong. He pulled her flimsy panties to the side and inserted a finger into her, and rubbed her clit. "Oh god," Jen groaned with pleasure. Vic didn't let up. He quickly unbuttoned Jen's blouse. Her bra fastened in the front, and he expertly unsnapped it. The cups fell away and Vic gazed upon Jen's perfect breasts. "Man, you don't know how long I've wanted to see these." He lowered his head and started sucking on her nipples. That sent a bolt of pleasure to her clit, which was still being expertly rubbed by Vic's thumb. "Oh god, oh god," Jen moaned, her body writhing from Vic's touch.


Suddenly, Vic got on his knees. He unzipped Jen's skirt and pulled it down her stockinged legs. In the same motion he pulled down her panties. He paused a moment to admire her neatly trimmed bush, and then he started licking her pussy. Jen couldn't believe what was happening. Not 10 minutes ago she was making small talk in her neighbor's living room. Now she was in the spare bedroom with her skirt around her ankles, her pussy being eaten by a man other than her husband. But Jen was past the point of resisting. She was panting with excitement, barely able to stifle her moans.


Vic was good at eating pussy. He pulled one of Jen's legs over his shoulder, and pulled her even closer to him. As he assaulted her clit with his tongue, he inserted two fingers into her wet pussy and began to finger fuck her. She wrapped her hands around Vic's head and ground her pussy into his face. She felt out of control. Her orgasm was building. Vic sensed that, and he reached up and rubbed her sensitive nipples. That sent Jen over the edge. Her back arched from her orgasm, and she had to bite her hand to keep from crying out.


Jen leaned against the dresser, trying to catch her breath. Vic admired the blonde beauty, running his hands over her silky legs. After a few moments, Jen pushed away from Vic. She pulled up her skirt and panties, snapped her bra and buttoned her blouse, and then turned to leave. "Jen, stop," Vic angrily protested. "You can't leave me like this again." Vic motioned to his pants, which was tented by his hard-on. Jen knew they had to get back to the party so they wouldn't be missed. And someone could walk in on them at any moment. She knew the fastest way to get out of this situation was to give Vic what he wanted. She lowered herself to her knees and reached for Vic's belt.


His cock was short but thick. She wrapped her hands around his cock and started to stroke him. She took him into her mouth. At first she could only get the head in, but she worked more and more into her mouth. Her head bobbed back and forth as she stroked him with her hands. Vic looked down at Jen as she blew him. He couldn't believe his cock was in this pretty wife's mouth. And she was good. She was really good.


Within moments, he was on the brink of coming. Jen was ready for it. She knew she had to swallow him, or else his cum would get all over her. He came a lot, but she had dated guys who came more, so she was able to swallow all of his cum. She quickly stood up, pulled down her skirt, and left Vic in the bedroom with his pants still around his ankles.


Chapter 4


Jen and Mike were lingering over their wine. Mike knew something was bothering his wife, and he had a good idea what.


"Jen, listen, I'm sorry about what happen last night."


Jen rolled her eyes. "Don't lie to me. You loved it when I told you about it."


Mike couldn't deny it. "I'm just saying I wasn't expecting anything to happen."


"No, but you were hoping it would happen."


"Come on, you get excited by playing around, don't deny it."


"I'm not denying it. I've told you I like playing our games."


"I'm not just talking about the games. I'm talking about what's happened lately."


Jen knew what her husband was talking about. Over the last few weeks their playing had gone a lot farther than before. Being fingered by Vic in the restaurant. Making the salesman cum in the store. Being fingered again by Vic at the party, and then going down on him. Her body tingled with excitement as she thought back to these events. "I told you. I like our games." A long pause. "But that doesn't mean I want to involve people we know. Can you imagine what would happen if Sally found out? God, she'd kill me. And we'd have to move out of the neighborhood."


Mike reached over and took his wife's hand. "But no one will find out. I mean, Vic's wife is pregnant, he won't say anything."


"Michael, he was in my mouth!" Jen shot back angrily. "I could hear people talking on the other side of the door. We could have been caught!"


"Okay, okay," Mike said quickly, trying to calm his wife before people noticed.


"Michael, you have to promise that you'll stop trying to involve people we know."


"Jen, calm down. It'll be find."


"Promise me!" Jen persisted.


"Okay, okay. I promise we won't get anyone involved that you don't want to get involved."


Jen inwardly sighed. Her husband hadn't promised what she wanted, but she knew it was the best she would get. She took another sip of her wine.


Mike continued to caress his wife's hand. "You know, these things we've been doing lately. The way we've pushed the envelope. It's been really exciting for both of us."


Jen looked warily at her husband. "What are you saying?"


"Well, I think we're ready for the next step."





Jen sat at the bar. Sitting on a stool, with her legs crossed, she knew she was showing a lot of leg. That was okay. In fact, she shifted in her seat to subtly inch her skirt higher, exposing more of her silky legs. She sipped her drink. She was excited, but nervous too. It had been a long time since she'd been picked up at a bar.


A number of guys had already hit on her, but she had turned them all away. A few were black, and the thought of sex with a black man turned her on. But that was probably too much for this first time, so she declined their offers.


She finished her drink, and was about to order another one. Before she could, a voice behind her said, "Can I buy you a drink?" Jen turned and looked at her new suitor. Wow, he was gorgeous, she thought. Tall and muscular, with a ruggedly handsome face. He said his name was Ralph. He sat close to her, and they sipped their drinks. Jen didn't say much, but she allowed her leg to touch his. Jen didn't stop him when he put his hand on her leg, and she didn't pull away when he pressed the front of his pants against her thigh. Ralph saw Jen's wedding and engagement rings. "Where's your husband?"


Jen just smiled. "Do you really care?" Ralph thought about it for a moment, and broke into a big grin. "No, honestly I don't."





Jen was lying on the bed with her skirt around her waist. Ralph was between her legs, his tongue on her clit. Jen was in heaven. His tongue felt so good. But it had been a long time since she had been fucked by someone other than her husband. And after all the games they had played, with all those guys, how they had gotten her so hot. She knew it was sluttish, but she craved another man's cock.


Jen reached over and grabbed Ralph's belt. "I want you in my mouth." She quickly snaked her hand into his pants, and took out his cock. A big one, she thought. She wrapped her manicured fingers around him, and started to stroke. He got even bigger. She put him into her mouth, and tasted his pre-cum. She bobbed up and down on his cock, until he was as hard as granite. She reached over and pulled a condom from her purse. She quickly put the sheath over Ralph's hard cock. Then she lay back, but still holding his cock she pulled him towards her. "Come on."


Ralph positioned himself between Jen's legs. Jen guided him to her pussy. Ralph took over and began to enter her. "Go slow, okay? You're bigger than I'm used to." Ralph nodded, and slowly inched his huge member into her. After a few minutes, he was completely inside her. Within moments their fucking reached a frantic rhythm. Ralph roughly groped her tits as he fucked her, and Jen loved it. She tightly wrapped her legs around him, her stiletto heels digging into his back. Ralph leaned in close and planted his mouth over hers, pushing his tongue down her throat. As he kissed her he savagely rammed his cock in and out of her pussy, and twisted and rubbed her nipples between his fingers. Jen went over the edge, and as her orgasm hit her toes stiffened and curled, causing her heels to fall off her feet.


Ralph was getting close and Jen knew it. "I want you to cum on me, okay, cum on me," Jen frantically begged. Ralph grunted, and then just before he came he pulled out. Jen quickly took off the condom and stroked him. Ralph's huge cock pulsed, and then thick streams of cum flew through the air, hitting Jen's tits and face.


After a while, Ralph got up and started to dress. "Sorry, but I have to get home. The wife — you understand."


"Of course," Jen smiled.


"Can I call you, Jen? Sorry, what was your last name?"


"Just Jen."


Ralph laughed. "Okay, Just Jen. Can I call you?"


Jen continued to smile. "Leave me your number. Maybe I'll call you."


After Ralph left, the door connecting Jen's room with the adjoining room opened, and Mike walked in. He immediately went to his wife on the bed. He lowered his face to her legs, and felt the silk against his cheek. He lavished kisses where her stockings had laddered. Then he traced along her garter straps, looking at Jen's gaping pussy. He continued up his wife's body, kissing her sexy flat stomach, her perfect tits, and then on her lips. He buried his head in Jen's lush blonde hair. He could smell another man on her. He was intoxicated with lust. Jen reached between them and pulled out her husband's cock. He was so hard. Mike quickly entered his wife. She was looser than normal, but fucking her had never felt so good.


Chapter 5


"So, was he bigger than me?" Jen and Mike were at dinner, a few nights after Jen had let herself be picked up.


Jen smiled mischievously. "Why, are you getting jealous?"


"No, not at all. In fact, I'm hoping Ralph was bigger than me. It fits the fantasy."


"What, the cuckold fantasy?" Jen teased.


"Well, more like the hot wife fantasy. My wife being a complete slut to a big dicked stud."


Jen stretched her leg under the table until her foot rested in her husband's lap. She smiled when she felt his hard-on. "Oh, you do like that fantasy, don't you?"


Mike brought his hand to his lap and caressed his wife's pretty foot, tracing his fingers along the stocking seam running along her toes. "You know I do."


"Well, since you asked — yes, Ralph was bigger than you. And yes, it was exciting and all that. I mean, before we met I dated bigger guys, and it's exciting to hold something that big, and to be stretched that way. But I'm never been a size queen like some of my friends. I think bigger is fun, but not always better. You suit me just fine."


"What really excited me about that night was not Ralph's size — well, not that by itself. What really excited me was getting picked up, and going to bed with a guy I just met. It was so slutty."


"You know what I really liked?" Mike said. "The fact that Ralph was married. How you seduced a married man. That's the ultimate sluttiness."


"You liked that, huh?"


"Yes, and you can't deny that it turned you on too."


"Well, maybe, yeah. I mean, I wasn't trying to seduce a married guy. But yes, it did add to the excitement. My god, we're so bad, we're definitely going to hell."


"Maybe — but if we're going to hell, we might as well go with a bang."


"What do you mean?"


"Over there. See those guys over there? It's a bachelor's party. See the tall guy? He's the groom. He's getting married tomorrow."


"How do you know this?"


"I heard them talking in the bathroom. And here's the best part. See the girl over at that table, the brunette with the pink sweater? She's the bride. It's her bachelorette's party, and for some crazy reason they decided to have it in the same bar."


Jen looked at her husband with an amazed look on her face. "Are you saying what I think you're saying?"


She had her answer when a big smile broke across her husband's face.





Jen lay in bed, looking at the ceiling. She still couldn't believe what she had done the night before. She had seduced a guy the day before his wedding, in a storeroom, with his fiancée just a few feet away in the bar. She felt terrible about it, but also reveled in the sluttiness of it all. What made it even more deliciously wicked was the groom was so obviously in love with his fiancée. He was all over her in the bar, kissing and cuddling her. Jen had caught his attention by subtlety flashing some leg, and brushing her chest against him as she walked by in the crowded bar. The bride may have had the groom's heart, but she didn't have Jen's Cover Girl looks. When the groom emerged from the bathroom, Jen pulled him into the storeroom. Jen kissed him, and brought his hand to her breasts. She had taken off her bra so he could easily feel her hard nipples. She caressed his hard-on through his pants.


"Wait, stop," the groom protested. "I'm getting married tomorrow. My fiancée is just outside."


Jen leaned against him and raised her leg against his. She covered his hand with hers and ran his hand over her silky leg, under her skirt, until he felt her stocking tops. "Does that mean you want to go?" she breathed into his ear. "Or you want to do it fast?"


The groom ran his hand over Jen's garter strap, and felt her firm ass. He looked at Jen's beautiful face, and felt her silky long blonde hair. He moved his hand between Jen's legs, inside her lacy panties, and found that she was neatly trimmed, and extremely wet. Without saying another word, he roughly turned Jen around and pushed her over a table. He raised her skirt and pulled out his cock, and pushed violently into her. God, she was tight. He quickly started pounding her. As he did he reached around and roughly groped her tits and pinched her nipples.


Jen clenched her teeth and clutched the sides of the table as the groom pounded her, doing her best to stifle her moans. God, he's big, she thought. For a moment she envied his fiancée. Each thrust pushed her farther onto the table until her feet no longer touched the floor.


"God, I'm cumming," the groom groaned. Things had progressed so fast that she hadn't had a chance to put a condom on him. But she was too lost in lust to care. "Cum inside me, cum inside me," she begged. The groom's body tensed and he jerked violently into her, shooting his hot cum into her unprotected womb. The hot spurts of cum pushed Jen over the edge, and her shapely legs tensed as she came on the groom's big cock.


Chapter 6


Jen got up from her table when she saw Suzanne arrive, and gave her friend a hug and kiss. She was so happy to see Suzanne. They had been best friends since grade school. Jen felt unnerved by recent events, and needed the advice of her oldest and closest friend.


It was hard for Jen to describe the things that she and Michael had done the last few months, even to Suzanne. But eventually she described what had happened with Vic and the shoe salesman, and then she described how she had let Ralph pick her up in the bar.


Suzanne was incredulous. "And Michael is okay with this?"


"Suz, not only is he okay with it, he's encouraging me to do it. It turns him on. These are all his fantasies."


Suzanne was skeptical. "Come on Jen, fess up. It sounds like you're enjoying it, too. And why shouldn't you? I mean, Jen, you've got the best of both worlds. A loving husband who adores you, is sweet and makes a good living -- but let's be honest, who's not exactly GQ material--" Jen gave her friend the evil eye "--and permission to screw any good looking guy who strikes your fancy. Jen, get real, you have an ideal life."


"Okay, you're right, but it's not exactly normal. I mean, getting picked up in bars while your husband watches is not exactly every girl's childhood dream."


"That depends on the girl."


Jen scowled. "Are you going to help me or not?"


"Help you do what? I don't understand the problem. Jen, if you don't want to play any more of Michael's games, just stop. It's your body, you don't have to do anything you don't want to do."


"It's not that easy."


"Why?" Jen didn't answer. Suzanne realized the reason. "You really do like playing these games, don't you?"


Again Jen didn't answer, but her silence was answer enough. Suzanne shrugged. "Jen, I still don't understand. So your husband is kinky, and you like variety. You're both adults. As long as you're both okay with it, I don't see the problem."


Jen still didn't say anything. She just played with the ice in her drink. "Jen, I can't help you if you don't tell me what's wrong."


Finally, Jen spoke. "It's what happened the other night." Jen told her friend how she had seduced a guy on the eve of his wedding, with his bride just a few feet away.


Suzanne laughed. She had never been as adventurous as her friend clearly had been in the past few months, but no one would ever accuse her of being a prude, either. "Okay, now you're getting me hot." Suzanne pulled an ice cube from her drink and placed it against her forehead to emphasize her point. That made Jen laugh. "Okay, so I agree, you and Michael are definitely going to hell. But come on, you know what they say, it takes two to tango. It's not like you raped the guy. Like I said before, we're all consenting adults here. I still don't see the problem."


"It was different last night. I didn't have a chance to prepare, and it was the heat of the moment."


"Jen, what are you saying?"


Jen took a deep breath. "He didn't wear a condom. And I didn't make him pull out."


Understanding hit Suzanne. "So he came inside you? And Michael was pissed?"


"No, that's just it. He wasn't mad. If anything, it made him more excited."


Suzanne knew Michael couldn't have children. Too low sperm count. They had found out soon after getting married, but it hadn't affected their lives because neither of them wanted kids. But as a result, Jen hadn't been on any birth control since marrying Michael.


"So, I don't get it. Is this one of those stories where Michael wants kids, and he's trying to find a surrogate father or something like that?"


"No, we talked about it. He said he doesn't want me to get pregnant. But the risk of another guy getting me pregnant turns him on to no end. I said that I should go on the pill, but he doesn't want me to. He just wants me to use condoms, or get the guy to pull out. But he said that during my safe times of the month, he's okay if I let the guy cum in me. It's pretty clear he wants me to do that."


Suzanne looked skeptical. "Jen, you know there is no absolutely, positively, guaranteed, safe time of the month."


"Of course I know that. And so does Michael. That's the point."


Suzanne sighed. "Okay, okay. So Michael is kinkier than I thought. But I come back to what I said before. It's your body. If you want to stop, stop."


Jen was silent again.


"You really don't want to stop, do you?"


"It's just that --." Jen didn't know how to finish.


Suzanne leaned closer to her friend. "Sex between you and Michael isn't so good, is it?"


"Are you kidding? With the games --."


"I'm saying without the games. Tell me something, okay? Remember we had that talk a while ago. Did you ever talk to Michael about it?"


Jen shook her head.


Suzanne looked wide-eyed at her friend. "Jen, you still haven't told Michael that he's never given you an orgasm?"


"Well, he has --."


"I mean from intercourse. God, Jen, you guys need to see a sex therapist or something. You can't go through life without getting off during sex."


"I was hoping the games would take care of it."


"And they did, right? But instead of your husband getting you off, it's other men. Jen, you can't deny it any longer. You're a size queen, just like me and every other woman in the world. You need a big one, and Michael — while 'having a nice personality' — just doesn't have enough in the department that really counts."


Jen bristled at her friend's words. "Well, now that you've so eloquently summarized my life, you see my problem. I don't want to stop. And it's not just a size issue, Miss Know-It-All. When Michael and I make love, he makes love to me. When I'm with another guy, he fucks me. Michael always treats me like a wife. Other guys treat me like a slut."


Suzanne understood what her friend was saying. In that way they were exactly the same. They both craved rough and dirty sex, not gentle and loving. Just thinking about it caused a familiar tingle to form between her legs. She forced herself to refocus on her friend. "So I come back to what I said before. You have the best of both worlds."


Jen shook her head. "You don't understand. I don't want to stop, but I don't want to let things get out of control, either. Michael wants me to have unprotected sex with other guys. It turns him on that I might get pregnant. This is getting too weird."


Suzanne smiled. "Jen, come on, don't deny it, I know you. You like all this kinky stuff too. Remember back in college? You hardly ever made guys wear condoms. You used to say things like, 'I like the feel of skin against skin.' Remember that? And remember when you told me that you liked the feel of a guy shooting off inside of you?"


Jen shot back. "You said you liked it, too!"


"Okay, okay, I admit it, I'm a slut. But you're one too. And now you have a great husband who loves you and buys you anything you want, and lets you do the nasty with any stud you want. Jen, my advice is, just enjoy it."


Jen wasn't completely convinced, but her friend's words made her feel better. Suzanne started to get up. "Listen, I'm sorry to run, but some of us have to work. Call me tonight, okay?"


Jen promised she would, and watched her friend walk away. Jen thought about leaving, but then decided to have another glass of wine to think about what Suzanne had said. She was about to look around for the waiter when he appeared, with a new glass of wine. "With the gentleman's compliments," the waiter said, gesturing across the room.


Jen looked over and saw a handsome black man, elegantly dressed in an expensive designer suit. She shyly smiled at the man, nodded a thanks, and sipped the wine.


With her pretty face and sexy body, Jen was always getting hit on. She considered what she was wearing. She hadn't purposely dressed to thrill. Still, all her skirts were shorter nowadays, so she knew she was showing a lot of leg. She had worn a light blouse since it was a warm day, and the neckline swooped somewhat, so while her assets weren't that much on display, she knew she was probably showing some cleavage. And she wore stiletto heels. She shifted in her seat, exposing a bit more of her shapely thigh. "I'll flirt a little bit, and then tell Michael about it," she told herself.


"Hello, may I join you?"


Jen looked up into the black man's handsome face. He was a large man, towering over her. He was slim, but well built. His muscles seemed to ripple through his expensive suit. "Of course -- at least for a minute. I was about to go. But thank you for the wine."


"It's my pleasure. It's my belief that a beautiful woman's wine glass should never be empty, and she should never sit alone. My name is Carlos."


Jen was flattered by the handsome man's compliment. "Thank you. And I'm Jen." Jen reached over to shake the black man's hand, but she did so in a way that her blouse gapped, giving her new friend a good view of her bra-covered breasts. Jen pretended not to notice that her breasts were on display.


Carlos took Jen's hand. He stared down Jen's blouse and admired the blonde's smallish breasts. They were encased in a lacy, ivory white bra. Although small, they looked to be perfectly formed. "You're very lovely."


"Thank you again."


Carlos continued to hold Jen's hand, and began to caress and massage her. Jen thought it felt wonderful — his hands were so large and strong, and the contrast of his jet black skin and her ivory complexion was striking. She felt her nipples starting to harden. Carlos was still looking down her blouse — he wasn't even trying to pretend he wasn't — and Jen imagined that he could see her nipples getting hard and pushing against the thin fabric of her demi-bra. But she felt uncomfortable given her surroundings, and pulled her hand away. She answered Carlos's unspoken question. "I can't -- I'm married." To emphasize the point, Jen held up her left hand where her wedding and engagement rings sparkled.


Carlos smiled. "I love married women. And they love me. Or at least — part of me."


Jen couldn't believe how forward this man was. Still, she couldn't help being attracted to his good looks and charisma. Jen couldn't think of anything to say, so she drank her wine.


Carlos reached over and took her hand again. This time he took her left hand, and he again began to caress her, working along her palm and wrist. Jen found his touch to be incredibly erotic, and dampness began to grow between her legs.


"You know, I think I've seen you before. About a week ago. In a bar."


Jen flushed. "I'm sure you're mistaken."


"I don't think so. I couldn't forget someone as beautiful as you. I don't go to that bar very often, but it was a bachelor party, for one of my friends, John. Do you know him? I could have sworn I saw you with him that night. Coming out of the back of the bar?"


Jen was visibly shaken. "No, it wasn't me. I wasn't there."


Carlos continued like he hadn't heard her. "Now here's the peculiar part. I had gotten there early, and waited at the bar for everyone to arrive. And I could have sworn I saw you eating dinner earlier that night, with someone who looked to be your husband." As Carlos said this he caressed her fingers, and played with her wedding and engagement rings. "And later, when I looked around, I actually saw that same man, sitting at the bar, and he seemed to be watching you."


Jen didn't know what to say. She was caught. Had the groom told Carlos what had happened? Did Carlos tell the bride? Had she ruined their wedding?


Carlos seemed to read Jen's mind, and smiled reassuringly. "Don't worry, John and Holly got married the next day, and as we speak they're on their honeymoon." Carlos reached down and placed his hand on Jen's knee. "You really have wonderful legs."


Jen still didn't know what to say. She finished her wine. Carlos motioned to the waiter, and he refilled Jen's glass. The waiter saw Carlos's hand on Jen's knee, and Jen's flushed expression. He couldn't believe how far this black man had gotten with this pretty blonde. He had considered making a pass at her, but decided against it when he saw her wedding ring. Shit, he thought. He should have gone for it, this hot bitch is easy. Before he turned away, he stole a look down the blonde's blouse. Her nipples were hard and he could clearly see the dark of her nipples and areola through the lacy thin fabric. He gave Carlos an envious look, and turned away.


Carlos leaned closer to Jen. "Like I said, I like married woman. Especially those who know how to play." Carlos's words and hot breath in her ear sent a thrilling shutter through Jen's tight body. Carlos felt it, and inwardly smiled. His fingers lightly traced up her bare thigh, and touched the edge of her skirt. "You really do have wonderful legs." His fingers edged under Jen's skirt. "I'd love to see more of them."


Jen's heart was racing. She was soaking wet. She hadn't meant it to go this far. She didn't want to be so easy. But there was something about Carlos that turned her on so. "Okay," she softly said, surrendering.


Carlos smiled. He stood up and threw a few bills on the table. He reached out his hand, and Jen took it. He put his arm around the pretty blonde and led her out the restaurant.


Jen felt everyone looking at her as she let the handsome black man walk her through the restaurant. She felt so naughty, allowing herself to be picked up in such a public setting, in full view of all these interested eyes. And to be picked up so easily, by a guy she had met no more than an hour ago, and a black man no less. She couldn't believe she was about to be fucked by a black man, a first for her. She felt like such a slut, and that made her even wetter. She hoped that no one she knew was in the crowd. At the same time, the risk of getting caught made her dizzy with excitement. Still, she knew she'd never be able to go to this restaurant again.


Carlos walked her out of the restaurant. Then, to her surprise, he lead her down an alley. They were just a short distance from the street, no more than a few feet away, but because the alley angled away, no one on the crowded sidewalk could see them.


Carlos roughly pushed Jen against the wall and kissed her, pushing his tongue down her throat. Jen returned his kisses and twirled her tongue around his. Carlos groped her tits, and then took a moment to unbutton her blouse and push her bra over her tits, exposing the soft flesh. His mouth went to her hard nipples, sending waves of pleasure through Jen's lithe body, and then his hands went under Jen's skirt and fondled the pretty blonde's tight ass. With an easy motion Carlos ripped off Jen's lacy panties, and quickly thrust two large fingers into her wet pussy. Jen pushed against him and ground her pussy against the black man's big hand.


Carlos unzipped his pants and took out his cock. He pushed Jen's hand down. God, he's huge, she thought. She stroked him and he got bigger. His cock felt like granite, it was so hard. Carlos pushed Jen's hand away, and pulled her leg around his waist. The tip of his cock grazed her bare pussy. For a fleeting moment Jen thought of the condoms in her purse. She quickly dismissed the thought. The hell with it, she thought. It did feel better, skin to skin.


Jen dug her heel into Carlos's back, preparing herself to be impaled by his big cock. Carlos positioned his cock at the entrance of Jen's pussy. However, just as he was about to enter the pretty wife, he heard a noise from the back of the alley.


Both Carlos and Jen looked in the direction of the noise. Crouching behind a trash can was a bum, an old, grungy fat man with long greasy hair and foul smelling old clothes. Seeing the man, she tried to pull away, but Carlos held her firmly in his grasp. "You like to play games, don't you?" he hissed.


Quickly, Carlos turned Jen around so she was facing the bum. He pulled her blouse and bra off so her shapely breasts and sexy flat stomach were completely exposed to the old man. Then, in almost the same motion, he entered her from behind. Jen almost cried out. Carlos was big, and he entered her so fast. It hurt! She felt tears forming in her eyes from the pain. But eventually, as she got use to Carlos's size, the pain turned to pleasure. Carlos reached around and roughly played with her tits and nipples, and Jen loved it. She loved being taken so savagely this way. She loved being fucked!


Jen clenched her eyes shut, enjoying the pounding that Carlos was giving her, and trying to stifle her moans. She was mindful of the crowded sideway just a few feet away, and knew that they could be discovered at any moment. Still, being taken in such a public place added to the excitement.


Suddenly she felt a tongue on her nipples. She opened her eyes. The bum stood in front of her, cupping her breasts and sucking her nipples. She tried to pull away, but Carlos held her firm. "No, no," Jen cried. Behind her, Carlos continued to pound her. "You know you love it, slut!"


The bum got on his knees, and started licking Jen's clit. "Oh my god," Jen moaned. The pleasure was almost too much, with Carlos's big cock pounding her, and the bum's hot tongue on her clit. The scene was turning Carlos on, too, because his cock was soon ready to explore. "Here it cums!" he hissed, and he came in Jen's pussy.


Carlos looked at the bum. Their eyes met, and an unspoken agreement was reached. Before Jen knew what was happening, Carlos pulled out, but still firmly held her. The bum unzipped his fly, and took out his cock. It was thick and uncircumcised, surrounded by a thick tangle of dark pubic hair. Jen saw what was about to happen, and tried to wiggle free. "No, no," she cried, tears forming in her sweet blue eyes. The bum positioned his cock at Jen's pussy. She realized this was really going to happen. "Please, don't. I'm not on birth control."


Carlos grinned behind Jen. "Yeah, and I bet your husband likes it that way."


Seeing that the huge black man wasn't going to stop him, the bum edged up against the pretty blonde, and pushed his cock into her pussy. Even thought she had just been fucked, the hot bitch was still tight.


Jen grunted as the dirty bum pushed farther and farther into her. He wasn't as long as Carlos, but he was extremely thick.


Soon his cock was completely inside her, and the bum soon found a rhythm. He fondled and kissed her breasts and nipples. Then he moved up to her silky neck, and finally he covered her mouth with his. Her lips were so full and soft.


Jen tried to pull away from the bum's kisses. His breath was fouled, and his teeth were stained, some even rotten and black. He smelt like smoke, alcohol and urine. The bum laced his hands in Jen's silky blonde hair, and again forced his mouth over hers, exploring her sweet mouth with his tongue.


Jen tried to pull away, but the old man was too strong. She almost gagged as the bum's tongue played with hers. Still, the old man's cock was so thick it felt like he was stimulating all of her pussy pleasure spots with every one of his thrusts. She couldn't help herself, it felt so good. Soon she was matching the bum's thrusts. She wrapped her leg around the bum, digging her stiletto heels into the old man's back, coaxing more and more of his cock inside of her. Carlos was still behind Jen, but only to help the two maintain their balance. He no longer had to hold Jen in place.


Jen was in a sexual frenzy. She could felt her orgasm building. The bum again kissed her, but this time she didn't pull away. Instead, lost in lust, she pushed her tongue into the bum's mouth, wrapping her tongue around his, exploring his foul mouth, and even wrapping her arms around the old man, pulling the bum even closer.


The bum started to grunt, and Jen felt his cock pulse and twitch. She knew he was about to cum. But instead of pushing the bum out of her, she dug her heels even harder into the bum's back, keeping the bum's thick cock deep inside her. The bum's body tensed and he lunged one last time into Jen, his cock erupting inside her. As he did, Jen ground her pelvis into the bum, impaling herself on the bum's thick cock, and felt the incredible sensation of the bum's hot cum shooting into her. Jen's orgasm finally came, and her back arched so much that she would have toppled backwards if Carlos hadn't held her from behind.


The bum continued to French kiss Jen, twirling his tongue around hers, and she didn't stop him. His hands remained cupped around her breasts, and he rolled her nipples between his fingers. He continued to rock his cock in and out of her, and Jen's body shuttered as mini-orgasms rippled through her body. Finally, Jen was done, and the bum pulled out. A gush of cum ran down Jen's leg. Carlos helped Jen button her blouse, and he walked her to her car. Before leaving, he gave Jen his card. "Call me when you want to play again."


Chapter 7


Jen couldn't move. Carlos had left her over 30 minutes ago. Sitting in her car, she felt like she was in shock. She couldn't believe what had happened. She was both repulsed and aroused as she re-played the scene in her mind, remembered the old man's thick cock inside of her, his hands on her breasts, his tongue in her mouth, his cum shooting into her.


She abruptly decided that she wouldn't tell her husband about it. If it had been just Carlos — well, she'd tell Michael about that, he'd love it. But with the old man? She was afraid of what Michael might think. Not so much that he'd be mad, but that he'd be thrilled, and then what that might lead to.


Jen pulled her keys from her purse. She was a mess, and had to get home to clean up. Just as she began to start the car, her cell phone rang.


"Hi, it's me." It was Michael. "I was thinking. We're not doing anything tonight. How about a game?"


Jen shook her head. "No, Michael, not tonight. I'm not up for it. Tomorrow, maybe."


"Oh come on, it'll be fun. I have something special planned. Meet me at the Marriot bar, at seven."


The last thing Jen wanted to do was play a game. But she was feeling guilty about her decision to not tell Michael about Carlos and the old man. "Okay, I'll see you there."


"Great, I love you. And wear something especially sexy tonight."


Jen looked at her watch. It was already six. She was a mess, and didn't have time to go home, clean up, and make it back to the Marriot. She decided to get what she needed at the mall, and clean up there.


She entered Victoria's Secret. She was immediately approached by a heavy set, dark haired woman. Her name tag identified her as the manager. She looked like a dyke, and Jen's suspicions were confirmed when the manager caressed her arm and said, "Can I help you with anything?"


"No, thank you. I need a bra and some other things, but I think I'll be fine."


The manager ran her hand down Jen's back. Her fingers lingered on the small of Jen's back. Normally the manager would have been able to feel Jen's bra strap, but she hadn't bothered to put her bra back on in the alley. "Yes, I guess you do need a bra," the manager said with a sly smile on her face.


Jen managed to disengage herself from the manager, and she quickly found a bra and panties that she liked. She picked out two pairs of black thigh high stockings, and picked out a garter belt that matched the bra and panties. Next she found a blouse she liked. It was classy, but would show a little more cleavage than the one she had on. Satisfied with her selections, she made her way to the cashier. As she did, she reached into her purse for her wallet.


Jen stopped dead in her tracks. Her wallet wasn't there. Could the old man have stolen it? Then she remembered. She had left her wallet on her nightstand that morning, and had forgotten to put it back in her purse.


Jen didn't know what to do. All her money and credit cards were in her wallet. She didn't have time to go home to change. What was she going to do?


A voice interrupted her thoughts. "Jen?"


Jen turned. Looking at her was the boy from the shoe store, the salesman.


"Oh -- hi. What are you doing here?"


"I work here. I stock the shelves. A few days here, and the rest of the time at Shoe Candy."


The boy looked at the sexy lingerie Jen was holding, and then his eyes fell to her feet. "The shoes look really good on you."


Jen's cheeks turned red as she realized she was wearing the heels from the other night. Then she got an idea. "Thanks. I -- I was wondering if you could do me a big favor — I'm sorry, you never told me your name."


"David."


"David. Hi David," Jen said smiling, and she reached out and squeezed the boy's hand. "David, I have to be someplace really soon, and I left my wallet at home. I was wondering if — well — if you could help me sneak these things out of the store, and I'll come back and pay for them tomorrow. I promise."


David didn't hesitate. "Sure, I'll help you." He took the lingerie from Jen, and moved to put them into a bag. Before placing them in the bag, though, his hands lingered over the silky material as he imagined the beautiful woman wearing them. After a few moments he came out of his daydream. He was incredibly embarrassed, and blushed. Jen smiled at him, and his embarrassment faded immediately. David stuffed the items into the bag. "Here. Go out through that door over there." Jen beamed. She leaned over and kissed David on the cheek. "Thank you," she said into his ear. "You're really a sweet guy."


Jen quickly left the store. She had one more stop to make. She went into the drug store and bought a douche. She had just enough change in her purse to pay for it. She hurriedly left the drugstore and went to a restroom. She freshened herself with the douche. She also put on the new lingerie and blouse, and fixed her makeup and hair. She looked at her watch and smiled. She had more than enough time to get to the Marriott. She left the bathroom and re-entered the mall, and started walking back to the parking garage.


Then Jen stopped dead in her tracks.


Standing in front of her were the manager, David, and two police officers. David looked scared. He mouthed to Jen, "I'm sorry."


"Wait here," the manager said to David and the police officers, and she pulled Jen a few feet away. "Okay, bitch, I know you stole those things from Victoria's Secret. And you stole those shoes from Foot Candy. You think we don't have security cameras? I also know David helped you steal both."


"No, he didn't," Jen protested.


"Shut up, bitch, I'll tell you when you can talk! Now the cops over there are my friends. If I want, they'll arrest both you and David. But if I say so, they'll let me take care of it privately. So which way do you want it?"


"What do you want?"


"One hour."


"I don't understand."


A wicked smile formed across the dyke's face. She ran her hand down Jen's back. Again her fingers lingered over the small of Jen's back, but this time she could feel the strap of Jen's new bra. "One hour with your body. Right now. And you do whatever I say."


A chill rippled through Jen's body. Fear? Or arousal? Jen wasn't sure.


"And before you answer, think about this. You may not care about being arrested. But if David gets arrested, he gets expelled from college, and it'll go on his permanent record. It'll ruin his life. So what's your decision?"


Jen looked at David. She liked him, and didn't want to get him in trouble. "Okay," she softly said.


The manager took Jen and David to her office. "Sit there and don't move," she ordered David. Then she turned to Jen. "Stand in the middle of the room."


The manager slowly walked around the pretty blonde, taking in every curve of her shapely body. She couldn't believe her good fortune. She didn't care about the stolen items. But to get inside this girl's pants? Fuck! This bitch was the most beautiful woman she had ever seen.


The manager stood in front of Jen. She took a finger and placed it on Jen's mouth. "Don't move." The manager slowly ran her finger along the soft, perfect skin of Jen's face, and then down her elegant neck. She continued down the V of Jen's new blouse, and then traced her finger over Jen's breasts, pausing to run circles over her nipples. The manager could feel Jen's nipples hardening, even through the blonde's bra and blouse.


The manager kept her eyes on Jen's face. She had a hard time looking anywhere else. The young beauty was so lovely, a pretty wholesome face, sexily framed by her silky blonde hair.


The manager was breathing heavily. She wanted it to last so she stepped away. Leaning on the edge of the desk, she said, "Take off your blouse." As instructed, Jen unbuttoned her blouse, and let it fall to the floor. "Now, your skirt." Jen reached down and unzipped her skirt. She let it fall to the floor, and then stepped out of them.


The manager gazed at the young beauty, now standing in only her bra, panties, garter belt, thigh highs and heels. Her complexion was perfect, her body tight yet soft and sexy.


"Your bra. Take it off. Now your panties, take them off." Jen did as the manager instructed, and soon she was standing in only her garter belt, stockings and heels. The manager's chest was pounding. She had never been so excited. The pretty blonde's breasts were perfect, her tummy softly rounded, and she had incredibly long, shapely legs that led to a tight shapely ass.


She walked over to Jen. She grasped Jen's hands, and brought them to her chest. "Touch me. Unbutton my blouse and play with my tits."


With shaking hands, Jen unbuttoned the dyke's blouse. She didn't wear a bra. Her breasts were large and sagged. Hair was growing from her nipples. "Do it, bitch, such my nipples." Jen tentatively lowered her head and took one of the dyke's large nipples in her mouth. She sucked and twirled her tongue over it, ignoring the strands of hair, trying to do what she liked guys to do to her. It seemed to work, because the dyke's nipple grew hard, and she started to moan. "God, yeah, that's good, suck my nipple."


As Jen sucked the manager's hairy nipple, the dyke fondled Jen's sexy body, running her hands over Jen's back, her tits, and reaching over to squeeze Jen's firm ass. God this bitch is so firm, she thought.


The manager kneeled down, and stuck her tongue into Jen's pussy. She was gratified to see that the pretty blonde was wet. She loved the way Jen tasted. God, she's so sweet, the dyke thought. She expertly licked and sucked on Jen's clit, and Jen couldn't help but moan.


The manager suddenly stood up and roughly pushed Jen onto her knees. She pulled up her skirt and put one of her legs on a chair. With one hand she pulled her panties to the side. With the other she pulled Jen towards her. "Lick my pussy!" she hissed.


Jen tentatively extended her tongue. The dyke's pussy was a hairy mess of tangled black pubic hair. The manager was impatient, and reaching her hand behind Jen's head, roughly forced Jen's mouth onto her pussy. "Lick, damn you!" she growled. Jen's nose was forced into the dyke's thick pussy hair. The dyke's pussy smelt and tasted like rotten fish, but Jen licked as best she could. "Yeah, that's it," she said, as she continued to fondle Jen's tits. "That's it. Harder. Yeah. Right there."


The dyke shifted over Jen's head. Jen's nose was in the dyke's crack, her mouth just under the dyke's asshole. "Lick me, lick me!" The smell was foul, and Jen tried to pull away. But the dyke still held her hair, and she forced Jen's pretty face into her smelly crack. "Lick me, bitch, do it now." Jen decided that her best option was to try to get the dyke off as quickly as possible. So she extended her tongue and licked the dyke's asshole. She had never done this before, and the foul taste and smell almost made her gag.


The dyke thrilled to the sight of the blonde's beautiful face between her hairy crack. "Now stick your fingers into me, do it, do it!" Jen stuck two fingers into the dyke's hairy cunt, and then three. She was so wet and loose. Knowing what she herself liked, Jen rotated her thumb over the dyke's clit as she finger fucked her. She also continued to lick the dyke's asshole, trying to get the large woman off as quickly as possible.


"Oh god, yeah, that's it, like that, like that," the manager moaned. Jen rubbed and licked harder. "Yeah oh yeah, I'm cumming, I'm cumming." Suddenly, the dyke pulled Jen to her feet. Jen continued to finger fuck the manager. "Oh yeah, that's good. You've so good! God! You're so fucking good! And so fucking beautiful!" The dyke covered Jen's mouth with hers, and pushed her tongue down Jen's throat. Jen didn't even try to pull away, she knew it was no use. Instead, she kept rubbing the dyke's clit. Finally, the dyke's body stiffened, and she came. Even after her orgasm, she continued to French kiss Jen, and fondle her body.


Finally the dyke pulled away, and collapsed on the couch. Hesitantly, Jen asked, "Can I go now?"


Satiated, the dyke nodded her head yes. Jen quickly dressed and turned to David. "Come on, let's go."


"Wait," the dyke said. She reached down and took a gold anklet from her ankle. "Here, put this on."


Jen took the anklet from the dyke, and hesitantly put it around her right ankle. The dyke's eyes bore into Jen, and the pretty blonde blushed. As Jen turned and walked away, she heard the dyke say, "You liked it as much as me."


David walked Jen to her car. He opened the door for her, and Jen slipped in. As she did, her skirt rose, exposing the bare skin above her stocking tops. David couldn't help himself, he had been so turned on by what he had seen. He reached down and caressed Jen's thigh, running his fingers over the silky nylon, lacy stocking tops, and bare skin.


Jen didn't stop him. Instead, she looked into his face and smiled.


"I'm sorry," David said, still caressing Jen's shapely leg. "I didn't mean for that to happen."


Jen smiled. "I know. You were just trying to help me." Jen saw that David's slacks were tented by his hard-on. She quickly scanned the parking garage. No one was in sight. She quickly reached for David's belt, and pulled out his big hard cock. She took him in her mouth, and sucked and stroked him. She was going to give him an orgasm. And it wasn't out of mercy. She liked David, and he had helped her. And, she had to admit, the episode with the dyke had turned her on. She needed relief.


David's hand was still on her thigh. While still sucking and stroking his cock, Jen slid down in her bucket seat, causing her skirt to bunch around her waist. She took David's hand and guided it to her wet pussy. She pulled her panties to the side, and nudged David's hand to her pussy. David began to finger fuck her. He was enthusiastic, but not experienced. With David's fingers pumping her, Jen guided David's thumb to her clit, and taught him how she liked to be touched. David was a fast study, and soon Jen was writhing under his touch. She was so hot it didn't take long for her to cum. As her orgasm peaked, she clutched her slim thighs tightly together, closing around David's hand.


David was close to cumming too. Jen looked sexily at David. "This time I want to taste you. Next time, I'll let you cum on my face." David groaned and lurched, and shot his hot cum down Jen's throat.


"Can I see you again?" David asked, as Jen was about to go.


Jen held up her left hand. "David, I can't. I'm married."


"But — you said they'd be a next time."


Jen smiled. "Where do you live?"


"In a fraternity — Phi Alpha Beta — we have a big party every Saturday. You could come then."


"We'll see, okay? But now I have to go, I'm really late." Jen kissed David lightly on the lips.


"Can you at least tell me your last name?"


Jen smiled. "Just Jen."


David watched the sexiest woman he knew drive away. Just Jen, he thought.


Chapter 8


"I can't believe you!" Suzanne said after hearing Jen's story. "So what happened at the Marriot?"


Jen couldn't help laughing. "Nothing. We played a little. I teased a few guys. And then we went home."


"Did you tell Michael about David, or the dyke?"


"No. I decided not to. It was like Carlos and the old man in the alley. It was so demented, I was afraid of what he might do."


"You mean he'd be pissed? I thought he was into this."


"Exactly. I was afraid he'd like it too much. Getting practically raped twice in one day was enough for me."


"Oh come on, don't lie. You loved it."


Jen scowled at her friend.


"Jen, it's me, Suz. Tell the truth."


"Okay, okay," Jen surrendered. "You know me too well. I could have lived without the lesbian encounter, though."


Suzanne looked skeptically at her friend.


Jen laughed. "God, you know me way too well!"





Jen lay in bed and rubbed her clit. She brought her other hand to her tits, and played with her nipples. She was so horny, she needed relief. She reached into her nightstand and grabbed the dildo. It was 10 inches and thick. She rubbed the head of the dildo over her pussy lips to get it wet, and then inserted a few inches inside her. She flipped the switch, causing the dildo to vibrate and send waves of pleasure through her body. Her fingers worked furiously over her clit, and she stroked the dildo in and out of her pussy. In moments, she had an orgasm.


Jen threw the covers back over herself, and covered her eyes with her arm. Playing with herself provided some release, but it wasn't satisfying.


They were playing the game constantly now, almost every night. But instead of satisfying her, the game just made her more frustrated. Most nights she'd flirt and tease guys while Michael watched, getting the guys and herself hotter than hell. But then Michael would take her home and make love to her, always cumming quickly, and never satisfying her. Sometimes she'd let herself be picked up, and she'd get a good fucking. But her relief would be short lived, because then Michael would take her home, and his lovemaking increased her sexual frustration, instead of satisfying it.


Jen remembered what Suzanne had said. "It's like an inch. You can scratch it, and it'll go away for awhile. But then, if you tickle it, the inch will be worse than ever. That's what Michael does. He tickles, he doesn't itch."


Jen had been angry at Suzanne when she said that, but she couldn't deny the truth of her friend's words.


Jen decided she had to get out of bed. Walking to the shower, she paused in front of the mirror, and looked at herself. She examined her face. She knew she was pretty, maybe even beautiful, and looked much younger than her 28 years. She touched her breasts, and traced around her nipples. They immediately got hard. Her hands trailed down to her softly rounded, flat tummy. It was a miracle she wasn't pregnant. She wondered what it would be like to be pregnant. She turned so she could see her slim profile. She loved skin against skin. She thanked god none of her one-night stands had gotten her pregnant.


Jen's gaze lingered on her reflection in her mirror. Her body and pretty face were a curse as much as a blessing. She craved sex. It had been that way in high school and college. She had been able to control her urges since getting married. Now, though, her urges had resurfaced with a vengeance.


Michael wanted to play again tonight. She realized it was her most fertile time of the month. She took a few extra condoms from her nightstand and put them in her purse.





Jen walked into the bar. She scanned the crowd, looking for her date. Michael wasn't there. The plan was she'd tell him about it later.


"He's the plan," her husband had said that morning. "A college buddy is going to be in town tonight. He was wild in college, you'll have a great time. He recently got divorced. I told him I had an unmarried friend — you — who was great looking and available. So, you go and meet him at the bar, and see what happens. But remember — he thinks you're not married, so don't wear your wedding ring."


Jen saw Scott at a corner booth. "Scott?" Scott looked up, and a big smile formed on his face. Man, she's even better looking than Mike described, he thought. He got up and kissed Jen on the cheek. "Hi, it's so good to meet you." Scott put his hand on Jen's back and guided her into the booth. As he did, he let his hand wander down her back, to right above her ass. Jen didn't stop him. Instead, she looked at him and smiled. Scott felt like he had hit the jackpot. Mike was right, this bitch was hot for it, so there was no sense in going slow. Scott moved his hand to her leg, resting his hand on her thigh. His cock jumped in his pants when he felt the garter strap under his beautiful date's skirt.


As Scott and Jen petted in the booth, they didn't notice a man looking at them from the bar. It was Keith, and he couldn't believe what he was seeing. Keith had gone to college with both Mike and Scott. Keith and Mike had always been rivals, and they hated each other. When he saw Jen walk into the bar a few minutes ago, he expected that Michael would follow. He was going to leave, he had no interest being in the same place as Mike. Especially when Jen was with him. Mike knew he found Jen to be extremely attractive. Shit, every man who laid eyes on her wanted to get inside her pants. Mike knew he had the prettiest girl in town, probably the state, so whenever he saw Keith he always found some way to gloat.


Now Jen was sitting not 30 feet away from him, and she was acting like a complete slut with a man who wasn't her husband. Keith hadn't seen Scott since college, but they had been good friends. When he saw Scott go to the bar for drinks, he followed him, and pulled him aside.


After a quick hello, Keith got to the point. "Scott, what the fuck are you doing with Mike's wife?"


"Mike's wife? What do you mean? Jen isn't Mike's wife, she's not even married. Mike set me up with her."


Keith thought quickly. Even though he hated Mike, their social circles overlapped, and they often went to the same parties. He often saw Jen flirting with other guys. And he thought he had seen an anklet around Jen's ankle. It didn't prove anything, but — could it be? Were they playing hot wife games?


But who cared? It was clear Jen was looking for some action tonight, and this was his big chance to finally get into her pants. "Listen Scott, you owe me big from school. Remember that time I bailed your ass out of trouble? Well, it's payback time!"


"Okay, okay," Scott said. "What do you want?"


Keith grinned. "Here's what we're going to do."





Scott had his tongue down Jen's throat. Even better, she was returning his kisses, and her tongue was playing with his.


They were on the bed in Scott's hotel room, and his hands were roaming over the hot blonde's tight body. God she was so hot, he thought. Scott quickly pulled off her blouse and unsnapped her bra. Her tits were perfect. He cupped and fondled them, and sucked on her nipples, causing Jen to moan and writhe under his mouth. As he continued to play with her tits, Scott reached down and pulled Jen's skirt up. He wasn't going to waste time taking it off, he just bunched it around her waist. Jen opened her legs and pushed Scott's hand to her pussy. "Touch me," she begged.


She's such a hot slut, Scott thought. He covered her pussy with his hand, and then ripped off her panties. He finger fucked her for a few minutes. He felt Jen's hands move to his belt. He got up and quickly took off his clothes. He kept himself in shape and had a big cock. Right now it was rock hard and pointing at Jen's pretty face. "Is this what you want, slut?" Jen answered by wrapping her hands around his cock, and putting its head in her mouth. Soon Scott was slowly fucking Jen's face. Knowing that his cock was in the mouth of Mike's wife turned him on even more. Scott couldn't believe Mike would share his wife with other men. He had heard about guys who were into this kind of thing, but if he had a wife as good looking as Jen he wouldn't let another guy within ten feet of her.


Jen was a good cocksucker. He knew if he let her continue he'd soon cum. That's not what he wanted, so he reluctantly pulled out of the pretty blonde's hot mouth, and moved between her slim legs. He allowed himself a moment to caressed Jen's shapely legs. He ran his fingers along the lacy stocking tops, and up and down her garter straps. "Please," Jen begged.


Scott smiled. He edged up Jen's open legs. Jen reached over to her purse and pulled out a condom. "Oh come on," Scott protested.


"We have to," Jen urged. She quickly put the condom on Scott, and then lay back down on the bed. She reached between her legs and guided Scott's cock to the entrance of her pussy. She moaned when he entered her. Jen was so tight that it took a few moments to get completely inside her, but soon he was roughly pounding the hot blonde. Jen was moaning and writhing under Scott, loving the rough pounding she was receiving.


Scott was fucking Jen in the missionary position, but then he shifted and pulled Jen until they were on their sides. Jen liked the new position, as Scott's cock went in and out at different angles. Jen wrapped her leg around Scott and dug her stiletto heel into his ass, urging Scott to get even deeper inside of her.


Scott looked over Jen's shoulder, to the figure behind them. He nodded. Suddenly, Jen felt hands on her back. She tried to look behind her, but Scott took her head in his hands and French kissed her. Jen felt a big hard cock touch her asshole and tried to pull away. But the hands on her were too strong. She felt a cock being pushed into her. "No, no," she pleaded, although Scott's tongue was still down her throat. It hurt! Tears formed in her blue eyes.


She had taken it from behind before, but never two at one time. As the guy behind her pushed further into her ass, Scott continued to pound her. The guy behind her was so big that he was having a hard time getting inside Jen's tight hole. The two guys seemed to instinctively sense what to do, because in concert they rolled over, so Scott was on his back and Jen was on top of him, Scott's cock still impaled inside her pussy. This gave the guy behind Jen more leverage, and he pushed deeper into Jen's ass. Tears were falling down Jen' face. The guy behind her was too big, she felt like she was being torn apart. Breaking away from Scott's mouth. Jen cried, "Stop, it hurts!"


Scott loved to hear them beg. He was into rough S&M, and that was one of the reasons his ex-wife had divorced him. He grinned and cruelly licked the tears from Jen's pretty face.


The guy behind Jen pushed another few inches into her ass. He then started to pump in and out of her, with each stroke edging his cock further in. Scott continued pounding Jen's pussy, and soon the two guys were in a rhythm, Scott pushing into Jen's pussy when the other guy pulled out of her ass. This allowed the guy behind Jen to get more of his cock into Jen's ass on each of his thrusts, and soon he had his cock completely buried in her.


At some point, the pain turned to pleasure. Jen had never felt so filled. The guys' hands and mouths were all over her, hitting all of her pleasure spots. She started gyrating her pelvis to match the guys' rhythm, pushing down on Scott during his thrust, and up on the guy behind her on his, trying to get as much of their cocks inside her with each stroke. The guy behind her kissed the back of her neck and Scott explored her mouth with his tongue. Jen no longer resisted, and returned Scott's kisses, wrapping her tongue around his.


"I'm cumming," Scott groaned. He gripped Jen in his arms as he repeated pumped into her, cumming in the condom. He relaxed his grip after his orgasm subsided. The other guy pulled Jen off Scott, and then pushed her down on her bed. Jen's head was buried in the pillow. The guy savagely fucked Jen in the ass. This time, though, Jen thought the pounding felt great, and she moaned into the pillow. Abruptly, the guy pulled out of Jen's ass. Jen groaned. She couldn't help feeling disappointed. All of a sudden she felt so empty.


Jen felt herself being twirled around, and then she was looking into the face of the guy who had been fucking her ass. "Keith?" Jen said, bewildered.


"Yeah, that's right," Keith said, an evil grin on his face. "So little Mikey likes you to fuck other guys, huh?" Keith wiped his cock with the sheet, and then positioned himself between Jen's legs. He rubbed his cock against Jen's pussy lips. "You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this."


Jen knew she couldn't stop Keith from fucking her. She didn't want him to stop. She hadn't cum yet and wanted to be fucked more. Jen looked at Keith's cock. It was massive, as big as she had ever seen. She wanted that big cock inside her, pounding her. But she knew she couldn't let Keith fuck her bareback.


"Keith, please, use a condom. In my purse."


Keith continued to grin. "Jen, there's no fucking way!"


"Please Keith," Jen frantically begged. "This isn't a good time of the month for me."


Keith's grin widen as understanding hit him. "You're ovulating, aren't you?" Jen hesitantly nodded. An idea hit Keith. He reached for Jen's purse and pulled out a condom. "Okay, Jen, I'll wear a condom if you answer some questions. Okay?"


Jen didn't see any other choice. She nodded.


"Mike likes to watch you fuck other guys, doesn't he?"


Jen hesitated. She knew Mike hated Keith, and she didn't want to betray her husband's secrets. "Answer me," Keith ordered, pushing an inch of his cock into her unprotected pussy.


"Yes, he does," Jen quickly said, realizing she had no choice.


Keith thought about the hot wife porn he had read on the Internet. What else could he ask her?


"Does Mike have a little dick?"


Jen hesitantly nodded.


"Does he want you to fuck guys with bigger cocks?"


"Yes."


"Do you like getting fucked by big cocks?"


"Yes."


Keith leaned over. "Then you're going to love this," Keith hissed into Jen's ear. In the same moment, Keith plunged his cock into Jen's unprotected pussy. Jen screamed "No!" at the abrupt intrusion, and pushed away from Keith with all her strength. But Keith was too big and strong. He savagely fucked Jen with his cock. Jen tried to scream again, but Keith covered her mouth with his.


Keith roughly fondled Jen's tits and pinched her nipples. Jen's sexy body was already so aroused, so it wasn't long before she began to respond to Keith's fucking. She couldn't help herself. She wrapped her long shapely legs around Keith and dug her heels into his ass, urging him to fuck her even harder.


Jen appealed to Keith one more time. "Keith, please, pull out, don't cum inside me," she begged.


"Fuck that!" Keith thought. He had long wanted to fuck Jen. She was so hot! The fact that he was fucking the wife of a guy he hated made it even more sweet. There was no way he was going to wear a condom, or pull out. He wanted to shoot his load into her and get the bitch pregnant. Having his baby growing inside Jen would be his ultimate "fuck you" to Mike. It would also forever bond him to this sexy blonde, making him part of her life. He relished that thought.


So instead of pulling out, Keith brought Jen's legs over his shoulders. This let him thrust even deeper into the hot blonde. Keith was about to cum. Jen sensed it to, and groaned, "no no no," but she no longer tried to push Keith away. Keith's muscular body tensed, and then he plunged one last time into Jen, shooting his hot cum into Jen's fertile and unprotected womb. Despite herself, Jen thrilled to the feel of the cum shooting into her, and she came along with Keith.


Keith kept Jen impaled on his cock for long moments as his cum continued to shoot inside of her. He finally pulled out, and Jen got up, and on shaky legs she dressed. Keith and Scott watched, but didn't stop her. With one more look at Keith and Scott, Jen left.





Mike sat across from Keith, in Keith's office. He was there to make a deal.


Mike was pissed. Not at his wife. He knew he had put Jen in situations that could easily get out of control. It wasn't her fault. He was angry at Scott, and Keith, and himself. He should never have let Jen go out by herself.


"Okay, Keith, let's dispense with the bullshit. I know you probably videotaped fucking my wife. You always did that in college. You give me the tapes and agree to never tell anyone, and I give you a million dollars. And don't think I'm going to trust your word. This is all going to be in writing, and they'll be major penalties if you breach the contract."


Keith grinned. "Mike, don't believe for a second that you're in control of this situation. Fuck you, I don't need your money. But I've got a counter-offer. First, you're right, I've got it all on tape, including the part your pretty wife tells me you've got a tiny dick, and says she's a slut for big cocks like mine. The part when your sweet wife is digging her heels into my back so I'll fuck her harder is pretty good too. I'll give you the tapes, and not tell anyone, and I'll sign whatever you want me to sign. But here's what I get. If Jen is pregnant, then she has my baby. No abortion. Deal?"


Mike fumed at Keith. But he knew he had no choice. "Alright. Assuming Jen agrees. It is her body, after all."


Keith smiled. "Yes, it is her body. And what a wonderful body it is."





Mike sat in his car, thinking about what had just happened. He hated Keith, despised him. He hated that Keith had even touched his wife, much less fucked her, or gotten her pregnant.


At the same time, it made him so hot. The thought of Jen getting gang banged, and begging for more, of being double penetrated by Scott and Keith. It was all so hot.


Mike had gotten everything he wanted. Jen was the perfect wife, beautiful with a sexy body. She gave him everything, and satisfied all his fantasies.


Of course, he hoped that Jen wasn't pregnant. But if she was, then he would deal with it. He'd still love his wife, and he'd learn to love the baby. As he decided this, Mr. Brightside came on over the radio. Mike couldn't help smiling. How appropriate.


The End
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