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Chapter 1


I've always fantasized about my wife with other men. Jen is no prude but she's always thought I was crazy. I'm certain she's been completely faithful to me for the 10 years of our marriage. Sometimes, though, she humors me by fantasizing about other men while we're making love.


One guy we liked fantasizing about was Ralph, who was married to Lynn. Whenever we'd get together Ralph would flirt with my wife, and she loved the attention. Ralph is handsome and athletic, and I know Jen finds him attractive. It took months before Jen allowed us to add Ralph to our bed-time fantasies. Up to that point we always fantasized about nameless people, and she didn't feel comfortable about fantasizing about someone we knew, especially someone we saw all the time. But fantasizing about someone I knew Jen was attracted to was a big turn on for me. I kept bringing Ralph up, and finally Jen started letting us include him in our fantasy life.


We often hung out with Ralph and Lynn, either as couples or with our families (we each had 2 kids). I encouraged this, because I liked seeing Ralph flirt with Jen. As we became better friends, Jen even started flirting back. It was friendly, harmless flirting, but watching Jen giggle like a school girl at Ralph's jokes, and lightly graze her finger tips along Ralph's back gave me an incredible hard-on. We had great sex that night.


About a year ago Ralph and Lynn started having marital problems, and it ended with Lynn separating from Ralph. Lynn went off to find herself, and Ralph was left at home with their 2 young kids. Jen is a stay-at-home mom so she helped Ralph with his kids when she could. Sometimes she'd pick up groceries for them, or help with driving Ralph's kids to their after school activities. This caused Jen to spend more time with Ralph.


You can imagine how this fueled my fantasies. I loved it that Jen was spending time with Ralph. I encouraged her to dress sexy around Ralph. She thought I was crazy, but after a lot of cajoling she finally agreed. She couldn't go too far without being obvious, but she began wearing tighter jeans and tops. Sometimes she'd even wear short skirts and heels. It was thrilling thinking of Ralph getting hard looking at my sexy wife. At night I'd pepper Jen with questions. She'd always roll her eyes, but eventually she'd tell me if she'd caught Ralph stealing a look at her legs or down her blouse, and we'd have great sex.


It didn't surprise me that Ralph found my wife hot. Jen is a very pretty blonde, her soft hair falling just past her shoulders. Her breasts are small, but they're perfectly formed, and even after 2 kids her stomach is flat and sexy, and her behind is tight. Her legs are her best feature, which are long and shapely. Even before Ralph and his wife broke up I'd often catch Ralph looking at Jen, so it didn't surprise me that Jen often caught him checking her out, especially since they were spending so much time together.


Ralph and his kids often came over for dinner. One night we were sitting around watching TV in the family room. The kids were downstairs playing in the basement. At my urging, Jen wore a turtleneck, short skirt and tights. Everything was black, which really highlighted her natural blonde hair. She looked incredibly hot.


We sat on the sofa while Ralph sat across from us. Jen was snuggled into me, and her skirt had ridden up, exposing her shapely legs. I saw Ralph stealing glances at her legs, which excited me. Trying to kick things up a bit, I playfully tickled Jen. She laughed and tickled back, and soon we were laughing and wrestling on the sofa. In the process, Jen's skirt rode up even higher, to just below the soft swell of her shapely ass. Jen must have realized that she was about to flash herself to Ralph. She tried to pull her skirt down but I held her firm. "Michael, stop," she pleaded, still laughing.


"Why?" I teased. "Your legs are fantastic, all your skirts should be this short." I looked over at Ralph, grinning. "Don't you think so?"


Jen looked over too. Ralph couldn't seem to take his eyes off Jen's skirt, bunched dangerously high, and her long shapely legs. Long moments passed. Without taking his eyes off my wife's exposed legs, Ralph finally said, "Yeah, she has incredible legs." I sensed Jen blush.


I laughed to try to break the awkward moment. "So, you think Jen should wear shorter skirts, too?"


Ralph's eyes traveled along her long legs. I felt Jen almost shudder under his gaze, and my cock throbbed. Finally Ralph grinned. "Definitely."


Jen finally managed to pull away from me. She pulled her skirt down and walked to the kitchen. "You're both crazy," she said as she returned with another bottle of wine.


We had great sex that night. "Ralph was so hot for you," I hissed as I fucked her. "He couldn't take his eyes off you. He's probably masturbating right now, thinking of running his hands over your legs, of fucking you." Jen didn't say anything, but she was definitely more turn-on than usual.


I encouraged Jen to buy shorter skirts, and wear them more often. One day while shopping I pointed out a mini-skirt displayed on a manikin. "Ralph would love to see you in that, don't you think?"


"Just stop," she said laughing.


"Come on, you should buy it for your boyfriend."


Jen jabbed me in the ribs. "You jerk, he's not my boyfriend."


"Okay, then your lover."


"You know he's not my lover."


"Maybe not yet. But you're hot for each other. It's only a matter of time."


Jen shook her head. "Whatever." But she found her size and modeled it in front of a mirror. It fell a few inches above her knees.


"It's short," she said. Most of Jen's skirts were knee length. This one was shorter than any Jen owned.


"You should buy it. Your boyfriend said he wanted to see you in shorter skirts."


Jen scowled at me, but she bought the skirt.


I couldn't help teasing her as we left the store. "I thought you said he's not your boyfriend."


"I bought it to wear for you, not Ralph."


But I hoped otherwise. Ralph really was like her boyfriend. Because of the kids, they spent a lot of time together, often without me. Ralph worked from home and had a flexible schedule, so they often saw each other during the day. They were becoming better and better friends, and enjoyed each other's company. It was clear they were physically attracted to each other. Given the right situation, I was sure they would wind up in bed. At least, that's what I hoped.


Jen wore her new mini-skirt that weekend. We took Ralph to dinner to celebrate his birthday. Along with the mini-skirt she wore a sheer white blouse. Underneath she wore matching lacy white bra and panties, and off-white hose.


Ralph's eyes practically popped out of his head when he saw Jen. It was probably the shortest skirt she had ever worn. With her high heels, her slim legs seemed to go on and on forever.


Ralph was riveted to Jen all night, and she loved the attention. I did everything I could to encourage their flirting. I made sure their drinks were continually re-filled, and made every excuse to leave them alone. Seeing them together got me so hot. As the evening progressed, aided by drinks, they edged closer to each other in the booth, their faces almost touched as they flirted and laughed. Looking at them, you'd think Jen was with Ralph, not me.


As I returned with a new round of drinks Jen broke away from Ralph, looking a little guilty. "Let's dance," she said to me as she grabbed my hand.


"Not me, I'm too tired." I motioned Jen's hand to Ralph. "Ralph, do me a favor and dance with my wife, and let me sit here and enjoy my drink."


Ralph didn't hesitate to jump up and take Jen's hand. As he lead her to the dance floor, Jen looked back at me and playfully stuck her tongue at me.


The DJ was playing fast songs. As soon as I could, I headed over to the DJ and gave him $20 to play a set of slow songs. Jen and Ralph had disappeared in the crowd. I searched through the club and found them just as the first slow song began. The dance floor was crowded enough that I was able to watch without being seen.


Jen didn't seem to know what to do when the slow song began. Ralph whispered something in her ear. Maybe it was a joke, because Jen laughed. That seemed to break the ice, because Jen took Ralph's hands when he offered them to her. At first they were holding hands, dancing and talking. Gradually, Ralph pulled her closer to him, until eventually he had his arms around her.


I was so hard it hurt. Watching Ralph press his body against my wife was incredibly thrilling. As they swayed to the slow music, Ralph began to lightly caress Jen's back, rolling her soft blonde hand in his fingers, then trailing his fingers down her back to just above her behind.


At first they continued to talk as Ralph did this, his movements done almost absentmindedly. But it seemed Jen was having a harder and harder time to continue the conversation. Maybe she had had too much to drink? Maybe she was getting too turned on? (This is what I hoped.) Eventually Jen gave up talking and rested her cheek against Ralph's chest.


Ralph used this as an opportunity to wrap his arms around Jen. His caresses continued, but now his hand was caressing her side. I'm sure his fingers were running along the side of her breasts, feeling the lace of her demi-bra. At first Jen tensed, but as the music continued she relaxed and let Ralph touch her. Ralph's caresses were so subtle to be non-threatening. Yet, he was almost cupping her breasts. My heart was pounding in my chest. If I watched much more I was going to cum in my pants.


The set ended, causing Jen and Ralph to part and awkwardly look at each other. Jen smiled and kissed Ralph on the cheek — thanking him for the dance? — and headed back to our table. I quickly made my way back to the table, and pretended like I had been there the whole time.


That night we fucked like rabbits. The next morning we took our time, yet our lovemaking was just as exciting.


"I watched him touch you," I said as we slowly fucked. "I watched him fondle you."


"I'm sorry," Jen said alarmed. "I --"


I cut off her apology with a kiss. "I'm not mad. It turned me on."


"It excited you?" Jen hesitantly asked. "To see Ralph touching me?"


"Oh god, yes! I was so hard it hurt."


"I think I was drunk. I think Ralph was too."


I kissed Jen again. "I told you I wasn't mad, so you don't need to make up excuses. I saw how turned on you were. Anyway, I paid the DJ to pay slow songs. I was hoping Ralph would hit on you."


"You're joking?" Jen asked, her tone serious.


"Does that really surprise you?"


"No — I guess not," she said softly.


"I wish it had gone farther."


"Farther?"


"I wish he had taken you to a store room — or the car — and fucked you."


"You're not serious."


"He probably hasn't had any since Lynn left him. He's so horny he's probably going crazy." I smiled, a twinkle in my eye. "If you're really his friend you'd give him a mercy fuck."


Jen tried to scowl, but we were both close to cumming. "You're crazy," she managed to say between heavy breaths. We both came, almost at the same time.


We were silent for long moments, both of us catching our breaths. "If it ever happened, I wouldn't be mad," I said, breaking the silence. "I'd be okay with it if you slept with Ralph."


Jen didn't answer. Instead, she kissed me and fondled my balls, and we began another round of lovemaking.





Chapter 2


It happened about a month later.


I was going on a business trip. "You and the kids should hang out at Ralph's house," I encouraged Jen before leaving. "It'll be easier for you. The kids can play with Ralph's kids, giving you a chance to relax."


It worked better than I hoped. I was gone 4 nights. Jen and Ralph were together 3 nights, twice at his place, and once at ours. I was in a constant state of arousal, wondering and hoping about what might be happening.


I got home late Friday night. The kids were already in bed. I found Jen in the family room. She was dressed simply, with jeans and an untucked button down shirt. Her hair was pulled back, and she didn't have any makeup on. She looked great. With her hair pulled back, and without makeup, she looked like a coed.


She looked nervous, and I could tell she wanted to talk. As soon as I sat down she took my hands in hers. "I need to tell you something," she began hesitantly. "I think you'll like what I'm about to say."


She took a deep breath, and looked like she was building up her courage. I didn't say anything. I started getting hard. Was she going to say what I was hoping to hear?


Finally she said, "I slept with Ralph last night."


My throat dried up, and I felt dizzy. I wasn't able to speak. "Oh my god," I thought. "It's finally happened."


Jen misunderstood my silence. Alarmed, she quickly added, "I mean, we didn't sleep together. But ... we had sex."


She looked at me expectantly, fear in her eyes. "Are you mad?"


I took her in my arms, and kissed her. "I love you so much." We started making out. I unbuttoned her shirt and cupped her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra. I rubbed her nipples the way I knew she liked it. "Tell me what happened. Tell me everything."


Jen told me they were together Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday nights. After eating dinner — usually pizza — the kids went downstairs to play in the basement, while they stayed upstairs. They had a wonderful time talking and laughing. And the sexual tension, already present, grew the more time they spent together.


Last night, they were having so much fun the time flew by. Before they knew it, it was passed midnight. They went downstairs to gather the kids, but they had fallen asleep on the sofas. With the kids asleep, Ralph asked Jen for a nightcap before he headed home with his kids.


"He'd been flirting with me all night, and I'd been..." Jen hesitated, uncertain of what to say.


"And you were flirting back," I said, completing her sentence.


Jen nodded, her eyes again uncertain.


I kissed her. "You don't have to worry about me being mad." I brought her hands to my crotch, letting her feel how hard I was. "I love what you did."


Jen kissed me. "I love you so much." She unzipped my pants and began stroking my cock.


"I love you too. Tell me what happened next."


"We were sitting on the sofa, sipping wine. Then we both stopped talking. It was one of those awkward silences. Then Ralph took my wine glass away, and he put his down on the table too, and then he — well — he kissed me."


"Did you try to push him away?"


"Well, I — no, I guess I didn't," she replied honestly. "After the last few months, it felt — well — natural, or inevitable, or something like that."


Things happened really fast after that. Ralph fondled her over her clothes, cupping her tits and rubbing her nipples. His hands explored her body, caressing her long legs. She didn't stop him when he reached under her skirt. She was soaking by that time. He brought her to her first orgasm with his hand. Then he buttoned her blouse and unsnapped her bra. She was soon writhing under him as he sucked and rubbed her nipples. He reached behind her and unzipped her skirt, and in one motion pulled it and her panties and hose off. She was nude, except for her blouse and bra which were open and hanging loosely off her shoulders. She was completely exposed to him.


Ralph unzipped his pants and took out his hard cock. He pulled Jen to the edge of the sofa, putting her slim legs over his shoulders. With his hand he guided his cock to her pussy lips, and then began to slowly push into her.


I felt lightheaded as Jen spoke. "Was he big?" I asked.


"Yeah," Jen said, still stroking me.


"Bigger than me?"


She nodded.


"How much bigger?"


Holding my penis in one hand, she motioned with her other. "About this much longer," she said, holding her other hand about 5 inches past the tip of my cock. "And about this thick." She circled my penis with her hands. The circle was about as wide around as her wrist. My cock twitched as she told me this.


"So, he was twice as big as me?"


Jen nodded.


"Say it. I want to hear you say it."


"Ralph is huge. He's about twice as big as you."


My cock twitched again. I was so close to cumming.


"Did it feel good? Getting fucked by that big cock?"


"Yeah. I mean, it took a while to get use to, but it felt good."


"Did he make you cum? I mean, when he fucked you?"


"Yeah. I think I may have cum twice. Or maybe it was just one long orgasm."


"Where did Ralph cum?"


"What?"


"Where did he cum? Inside you? In your mouth? On your tits?"


Jen grew alarmed. "Oh my god, I didn't think of that!"


"Where did he cum?" I asked again. I had had a vasectomy after our last child, and Jen wasn't on the pill.


"Oh my god. Michael, it all just happened..."


"WHERE?"


"Oh god. I wasn't thinking ... Ralph came inside me."


I couldn't hold off any longer. My cock jerked and I came on Jen's hand.





Chapter 3


The next day Jen cried. Reality set in, and she felt remorse for cheating on me.


"You weren't cheating on me," I assured her. "Don't you understand, this is what I wanted? I wanted you to have sex with Ralph."


After hours of reassurances, I finally convinced Jen that I was okay with it all. That night we made love. She felt different. I'm not big in that department, but usually Jen fits me live a glove. This time she felt loose, even a day after being with Ralph. Even though I didn't feel as much while fucking her, I still came quickly. Her looseness was stark evidence of her being fucked by Ralph's big cock, and it made me so excited.


I wanted Ralph to fuck Jen again. It was like a drug, and I was addicted. But Jen didn't want that. Despite her attraction to Ralph, she wanted a normal, monogamous lifestyle.


But things had changed in our relationship. We saw Ralph just as much, if not more. When we went out as a threesome, Jen often paid as much attention to Ralph as me, if not more. If you saw us together, you'd probably think Jen was with Ralph, not me.


Ralph and I never talked about his relationship with my wife. I think he knew I knew. Maybe Jen told him about my fantasies. We remained friends, if somewhat awkward ones. It was like a don't ask / don't tell relationship.


About a month later, we took Ralph to dinner to celebrate his new job. We sat in a booth, with Jen between us, and as it often happened, Jen had edged closer to Ralph during the course of the evening. Seeing Ralph flirt with my wife never failed to get me hard.


"I'm excited about the new job," Ralph said, "but I have to get a date for the company Christmas party. It's considered bad form to go solo. The problem is, I don't know any girls I'd want to take. I need to take a girl who's pretty and charming — I know it's a terrible thing to say, but my company is like that — and I don't know any single girls like that."


Jen and Ralph talked about single girls they knew, but none of them seemed to fit the bill.


"I have an idea," I finally said.


Jen and Ralph looked at me expectantly. I looked at Ralph. "Why don't you take Jen?"


"What?" Jen asked.


"This works," I said smiling. "You're certainly beautiful and charming, so you fit the bill. No one knows you at Ralph's company, so you can pretend you're single."


Jen knew what I was up to, and scowled at me. "You're crazy."


But Ralph took to the idea. "I think it's a great idea. Michael's right, you're perfect. No one knows you at my new company, so no one will know you're married."


Jen shook her head. "You're both crazy."


It took another hour of convincing, but finally Jen agreed.


Two weeks later, I watched Jen get ready for her date with Ralph. I watched her do her make up and hair, and spray on perfume. I watched her put on her strapless bra, and then roll the sheer black stockings up her legs. Then I watched as she attached the stockings to her garter belt. Jen normally wore tights or pantyhose, but I convinced her to wear a garter belt and stockings. We argued about it for a while, but she eventually agreed.


Then she slipped on her high heels. They were new, I bought them as a Christmas present. Jen was thrilled to have them, as she always wanted to own Jimmy Choos, but she was less than thrilled knowing I had bought them for her date with another man. Still, she looked incredible in them, the 4 inch stiletto heels making her already shapely legs even more incredible.


I watched her step into her strapless black dress — I zipped her up -- and put on lip stick. As I watched her I couldn't believe how lucky I was to be married to such a beautiful, desirable woman. Jen turns heads wherever she goes. She is a true beauty, any man would want her. Despite my excitement, I started wondering if I was making a terrible mistake. Why was I giving my wife to another man? Why would I ever allow another man to touch her incredible body?


But it had gone too far to stop. I was so excited, it was hard to keep from shaking.


The doorbell rang. It was Ralph. We both headed to the stairs when I noticed Jen's left hand. I touched her engagement and wedding rings. "You need to take these off. Remember? You're a single girl tonight."


Jen nodded, although not enthusiastically. She took off her rings and put them on the dresser.


I headed down the stairs and greeted Ralph. I shook his hand, and we made some small talk. Then we both got silent as Jen walked down the stairs a few minutes later. She was incredibly beautiful and desirable.


She said hi to Ralph, and then handed him her wrap. "Could you help me with this?" Ralph gently placed the wrap around Jen's bare shoulders. As he did, Jen looked into my eyes. "Are you sure you want me to do this?" she silently asked me. My only response was to hand Jen her purse. "You wouldn't want to forget this." We both knew what was inside. The condoms I had purchased earlier that week.


The rest of the evening was torture. My emotions were so conflicting. Seeing Jen with Ralph was intoxicating. The possibility of Ralph fucking Jen again made my cock throb.


But I was torn with doubts. Jen was incredibly beautiful, and despite the other evening with Ralph, she was still mine. I asked myself again how I could allow another man to touch her. Was I crazy? I knew Jen had had a number of relationships before we met. In fact, I loved hearing about her past lovers. From all that pillow talk, I knew Jen was attracted to tall, athletic, rugged looking guys. She had fallen in love with me even though I didn't fit that picture, but Ralph was cut exactly out of that mold. I also knew that big cocks turned her on. She had always seemed satisfied with me, but from our pillow talk I knew that most of her old boyfriends were bigger, and Ralph was huge. Was I crazy to encourage her to get involved with Ralph?


Jen finally got home after 2am. I heard her say goodbye to Ralph. I couldn't hear much, but I think I heard them kiss, a few last mumbled words, and then the door closed. "Michael?" Jen softly asked. "I'm here," as I turned on the lights and walked into the room. Jen looked as I had always pictured her in my fantasies. Her face looked flush, and her hair was jumbled. Her black dress was winkled. She still had on her stockings, but she held her heels in her hand. She looked freshly fucked, and she knew I knew.


I took her into my arms. "Did Ralph fuck you good?"


This time she didn't hesitate to answer me. "Yeah."


I unzipped her dress and it fell to the floor. Both her bra and panties were gone. I looked at her. "They're in my purse," she said, answering my unspoken question.


I brought her to me, and ran my fingers along her garter belt. "Did Ralph like this?"


"Yeah. Ralph likes stockings and garters as much as you."


"Maybe you should wear them more often."


"Maybe."


I kissed her lightly on the lips, and then her cheek. "Put your heels back on for me."


I watched as Jen leaned over to put on one Jimmy Choo, and then the other, her long blonde hair almost touching the floor as she did so. She looked so hot standing there in just her garter belt, stockings and stiletto heels.


I sat down and pulled her towards me, having her straddle my thighs. I pulled out my hard cock, and lowered her to me.


"No, wait honey," she said. "I'm so sore." She knelt between my legs and stroked me.


"Was Ralph good?" I asked, looking into her eyes.


"Yeah."


"Where did you do it?"


"In the hotel. He rented a room."


"Did he make you cum?"


"Yeah."


"More than once?"


She nodded.


"Did he cum more than once?"


She nodded again.


"Where did he cum?"


Jen leaned over and took me in her mouth. She sucked me until I was on the verge of cumming. But I pull her off me.


"Where did he cum?" I asked again.


She looked down, not able to meet my gaze. "Ralph doesn't like to use condoms, so — so we didn't." She paused, looking up and searching my face for a reaction. "Are you mad?"


"Did he cum in you?"


She nodded hesitantly.


"More than once?"


Jen nodded again. "But it's my safe time of the month." She took me in her mouth again. As she sucked she lightly trailed her manicured fingers over my balls, just as she knew I loved. I soon erupted into her mouth.


We snuggled. After a while, she asked again. "Are you mad?"


I hesitated, then asked, "Did it feel good, to feel Ralph inside you, without a condom?"


"Yeah, it did." She paused, then said, "You're not mad, are you?"


Despite cumming just a moment ago, my cock began to stir. I answered her question by kissing her.





Chapter 4


Ralph's new job required him to travel, so we didn't see him for a few weeks. Then he called in late January and asked for a favor. His boss had invited Ralph to a Super Bowl party, and had invited Jen as well, thinking that Jen was Ralph's girl friend.


"You've got to go, or it'll look bad for your boyfriend," I joked. Jen hit me, but she agreed to go.


Jen wore a black turtleneck that hugged her bra-covered breasts, tight jeans and her Jimmy Choos. The slim jeans and stiletto heels made my leggy wife's legs seem even longer. She looked incredibly hot. I didn't say anything when Jen took off her wedding ring. This time she didn't need me to remind her.


It was another tortuous evening for me, as I imagined what Ralph was doing to my wife. Finally Jen got home around midnight. She immediately went to me, and straddled my legs on the sofa. "I smell Ralph's cologne in your hair," I said.


"Some guys were hitting on me at the party, so Ralph stayed close to me."


"How close?"


Jen smiled and kissed me. She knew what I meant. "Not that close." She kissed me again. "Don't worry, I was a good girl."


"Ralph didn't fuck you?"


She laughed. "You sound like you're disappointed."


"No, I'm not."


"You sound disappointed." She reached between us and cupped my cock, feeling how hard I was. "Were you?" she teased. "Disappointed that Ralph didn't fuck me?"


"Well — yeah."


Jen looked at me, her expression a mixture of surprise and seriousness. "Really? You were hoping I'd sleep with Ralph again?"


I nodded. "You know you have my permission, don't you?"


"Well, I guess I wasn't sure how far you wanted to go with this."


"I told you he was your boyfriend."


"I thought you were joking."


"Well, I was part joking, and part serious."


"So, I'm your wife, but — you want me to be Ralph's girl friend."


I grinned. "You're into each other. You like each other's company, and you're hot for each other. Right?"


"Right?"


Jen finally nodded. "Yeah, I guess so." She paused, thinking. "So you want me to date Ralph?"


"That's what a girlfriend does with her boyfriend, right?" I said encouragingly. "Besides, you're already dating. You hang out together. You were his date at his Christmas party, and you went with him tonight."


"Why don't you call Ralph? He can pick you up, and you two can finish your date, the way I sure he wanted to finish it."


Jen looked surprised again. "You're kidding, right?"


"Come on, you can't tell me there isn't a part of you that wished you'd gone home with Ralph."


Jen grinned sheepishly. "Well, maybe a little," she admitted.


"Okay," she agreed. She slid between my legs, and took my hard cock in her soft hands. "But first I'll take of this." Then she took me in her mouth.


Jen didn't get home until the next morning, looking freshly fucked. That evening, she was straddling me again, this time on the bed. We were both nude.


With her hand she guided my cock into her pussy. As I expected she felt loose, which turned me on. I began ramming into her.


"Not so fast, honey," she cooed. "I'm still sore from last night."


"Really? I thought you'd be getting use to Ralph."


She giggled. "Well, he's a big boy."


"Yeah, but you don't feel as tight as you used to. So I thought your pussy would be use to him."


Jen looked hurt. "Do you want me to be loose? For Ralph? Don't you want me to stay tight for you?"


"You feel great, honey," I quickly said. "Don't worry about me."


I continued to encourage Jen to see Ralph. Their sex life grew quickly, going from a few times a week to almost every day. I was constantly aroused, thinking about what they might be doing together.


But while the sexual excitement never let up, I became less happy with the arrangement. Jen truly became Ralph's girl friend, spending more and more time with him. I could live with that, if that was the only thing, but there were other changes.


Jen always dressed in revealing blouses and short skirts with Ralph. With me she was more likely to wear sweaters and jeans. On our anniversary we were going out to dinner. She wore a dress, but I was disappointed when she put on pantyhose.


"I was hoping you'd wear stockings and a garter belt."


"I'm sorry, honey, I forgot to buy new stockings — the ones I have all have runs."


"Oh — I through I saw a new pair in your dresser."


She looked in her dresser and pulled out the stockings I had seen. "Oh, these. Ralph bought me these, and they were really expensive, so I didn't think I should wear them."


"You mean with me," I said, hurt. "You didn't think you should wear them with me. You'll wear them with Ralph the next time you see him, right?"


Jen snuggled up to me quickly, trying to reassure me. "It's just that Ralph bought them for me, honey. You should buy me stockings, too, and I'll only wear those with you, okay?" Then she kissed me.


The next day I bought stockings and thigh highs for Jen, but she didn't often wear them for me. But she continued to wear them all the time for Ralph. I think it was because we started having less sex. At least, less intercourse. Jen often was sore after being with Ralph, but even at other times she wasn't in the mood. I didn't seem to arouse her like before. When we kissed and fondled, she didn't respond like before. Her nipples didn't get hard, and she seemed to be faking her orgasms with me. Even though her pussy was definitely looser after fucking Ralph's big cock so much, I had difficulty entering her because she was so dry. We had to just lubricant at times. I'm certain she didn't have this problem with Ralph, because her panties were always soaking when she came home from a date with him, even on those rare occasion when they didn't have sex.


Looking at myself in the mirror, I could see why Jen wasn't as attracted to me like before. I was never an athlete, never lean or muscular. I had gained a few pounds, making me even softer. Ralph, on the other hand, played college ball and continued to be very active. He's not muscle-bound, but his chest, arms and legs are sculpted, and he's got pretty close to a washboard stomach. Also, he's got GQ good looks, and a deep George Clooney type voice.


Why had I let this happen? I had always felt incredibly lucky that Jen had chosen me. She'd been her high school's homecoming queen, and a cheerleader in college. I was a book worm, but for some reason she fell in love with me and was happy with our sex life. Why had I encouraged her to have an affair with an Adonis?


And it was more than an affair. I had pushed her to have a romantic relationship with Ralph. To be his girlfriend. Even as I write these words I've conflicted. My cock is so hard it hurts. But I'm afraid my wife will never be satisfied with just me again, either romantically or in bed.





I heard the door open and close, and I rushed downstairs. I saw Jen sipping a glass of water. I kissed her, and poured myself a glass of wine. "Want one?"


She shook her head, and continued to sip her water.


"We have to talk," she said.


I looked expectantly at my wife. She looked like she had been crying. She seemed to steel herself.


"I'm pregnant," she finally said.


We were silent. We both knew it was Ralph's baby. It couldn't be mine. Even if I hadn't had a vasectomy, we hadn't had intercourse in months.


"It's okay honey," I said hugging her. "I'll treat the baby just like it's mine. I love you."


Jen shook her head, tears flowing down her cheeks. "Ralph wants me to move in with him. He asked me to marry him."


I looked at her, alarmed. "What did you say?"


To answer me, she held up her left hand. She was wearing a new diamond engagement ring. Ralph's ring!


"I'm sorry Michael. But I want to be with him."


I shook my head and held her again. I ran my hands over her. I felt her lacy bra and garter belt under her revealing dress. I wanted her so bad. For some demented reason, the thought of Ralph's baby growing in her flat tummy made me so hot.


"Let's not talk about this now," I said. "Let's go upstairs. I want to make love to you."


Gently, but firmly, Jen pushed my hands away. "No," she said. "I'm with Ralph now."


"No you're not," I said pleadingly. "You're my wife!"


She looked away from me. "Just for a little while longer," she said softly.


"No, no," I sobbed. I fell to the ground, and hugged her legs. I felt her nylons against my cheek. My cock throbbed with need. My tears and heartache were real, but so was my passion. I ran my hands over her legs — her gloriously long shapely legs — and under her skirt, feeling the lacy garter straps and her silky soft skin above her thigh highs.


Jen pushed me away again. Not cruelly. She understood my passions. But she was Ralph's now. She pushed me away with her foot. In doing so the pointy toe of her high heel rubbed against my crotch, and my cock leaped. I held her foot against my crotch, urging her to rub me. Maybe out of mercy, she reluctantly rubbed me with the toe of her high heel. Then she dug the stiletto of her other high heel into my thigh, knowing I loved the pleasure and pain. I grunted and jerked, and came in my pants.


She kissed me and stood up. "Goodbye Michael. I do love you — I really do — but this isn't the life I want, not any more."





Epilogue


I watch the leggy blonde walk to the bar. My head isn't the only one that turns. Every male eye in the bar watches as the pretty blonde crosses her long legs, her skirt rising so high to momentarily flash the black lace of her stocking tops.


I sip my Manhattan and reflect on the last few years. Ralph had done really well in his job. So well that he paid me a large enough sum to retire. Millions of dollars.


Why did he do that? Maybe because he felt guilty for taking Jen away from me. Or maybe because he was paying me back for giving her to him.


We're still friends, sort of. I have joint custody of my 2 kids with Jen, and they are my life.


Jen and Ralph married, and had a baby girl. They're happy together, and Jen is still incredibly beautiful and sexy.


But I've found that there are a lot of beautiful girls in the world. As you might imagine, I prefer blondes with long shapely legs.


Like the leggy blonde at the bar. Already she's surrounded by a bunch of guys, all trying to pick her up. I wonder who she'll go home with tonight. Maybe the black guy who looks like a linebacker.


As she sips her Cosmopolitan, our eyes meet, and she slightly nods, acknowledging me.


You see, she's my new wife, and we both like to play kinky games.


Are we in love? Probably not. But we're happy together.


Just like Jen and Ralph. Are they in love? I'm not sure.


Do I still love Jen? Yes, I do.


Does she still love me? I don't know. Maybe. I hope so.


I have regrets about what I've done. But as I look at my new young wife flirting with those studs, and feel myself getting hard, I don't think I'd trade my new life, for my old.


The thrills are just too intoxicating.


The End
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