
        
            
                
            
        

    
  Losing My Wife

  Ch. 01 - Loving Wives - Will circumstances and his fantasies cost him his wife


  Things didn't look good. I'd lost my job a few months back due to the economy, and I was having the toughest time finding something else. My wife Jen didn't work (she's a stay at home mom with our two kids, a 6 year old boy and a 2 year old girl), and we'd been living on our savings. But those were about gone.


  About a month back Jen started looking for a job too. She got good grades in college, but she never worked (we got married right after college, and she got pregnant on our honeymoon). With the rough economy, nobody was hiring a 28 year old mom with 2 young kids and without any experience.


  "You should apply where I work," Sophie said as we sat around our kitchen table sipping wine and trying to figure out what to do. Sophie's was Jen's best friend, and she worked in one of the largest advertising firms in the city, Baxter Baxter and Morgan (everyone called it BBM). "Old man Morgan is looking for an executive assistant."


  "Do you think he'd hire me?" Jen said hopefully. She shrugged, looking a little defeated. "I mean, I was hoping for something more than being a secretary, but at this point I'll take anything."


  Sophie put her hand over Jen's. "Honey, you'd be an executive assistant, not a secretary. With Morgan there's a big difference. You'd have a lot of responsibility, and I hear the pay is really good."


  Jen and I both looked at Sophie with interest. This could really help us, tide us over until I got a job. "But do you think he'd hire me?"


  "I think you have a good chance. I mean, you majored in marketing and got good grades in college, and you're smart and a hard worker. But there's one thing ..."


  "What?" both Jen and I asked almost simultaneously.


  "Well, you'd have to work evenings and weekends a lot."


  "That's okay," I said. I saw the look in Jen's face and I held her hand. "I know it'll be hard being away from the kids, but it'll only be temporary until I get a job."


  Sophie held up her hands in warning. "You can't let on to Morgan that it'll only be temporary. He got so mad when his last admin left, because he'd just finished training her. She got pregnant and then quit after having the baby."


  "Okay, well, I just won't say anything about how long I'll be staying," Jen said shrugging.


  "It's more than that," Sophie said. "The rumor is he's only considering single women without kids."


  Jen gave her friend a look. "I'm pretty sure that's illegal."


  Sophie shrugged. "I know, but what can you do? He's too smart to ever get caught. Anyway, if you want a chance at the job, you'll have to pretend you're single and your career is your life. But the pay is unbelievable. I heard his last admin got almost $200,000 last year."


  My eyes bugged out. That was more than I made in my last job. "You're kidding, how does an admin get paid that much?"


  Sophie shrugged again. "Well, like I said, it's a demanding job, you're essentially on call all the time. But you get commissions on the deals old Morgan closes, so the more he makes, the more you make."


  A week later, I waited anxiously for Jen to get home from her interview. If something didn't work out soon, we'd have to sell our house. "How did it go?" I asked jumping up as soon as she got home. Her face was all smiles. "I got it!" she squealed. "I start Monday!"


  We celebrated by taking the kids to their favorite restaurant, McDonalds of course. Fortunately too since that was about the only restaurant that fit in the current state of our finances. Then mom and dad did their own celebrating after putting the kids down. "I think I'm going to like this Mister Mom thing," I said nuzzling Jen's neck as she got into bed.


  "Oh, really? Well, you know, there's more to staying home than watching ESPN all day," she playfully teased. We both were in great moods because our financial disaster seemed to have been averted.


  "I know that," I said with mocked seriousness. "I mean, there's the Golf Channel too. But what I'm really looking forward to is seeing my sexy wife all dressed up for work every day."


  "Hmmm, and why is that?" she asked playing dumb. "I won't be wearing anything special. Just short skirts, hose and high heels." She giggled, and then I attacked her. She knew I loved it when she dressed up, but taking care of the kids she usually just wore t-shirts and baggy sweats, which did a good job of hiding her best features. At 28 and even after 2 kids, my wife still had her youthful good looks. Natural blonde, sweet pretty face, and a petite figure with smallish but perky tits (even after breast feeding our kids). A firm ass and long, shapely legs were her best assets, which suit me just fine because I was a leg man.


  The next day I worked on fixing a leaky sink while Jen and Sophie sorted through her clothes. "Jen, you're going to have to get some new clothes, this is all so last decade," Sophie said holding up one of Jen's dresses with a clear look of disapproval on her face. "You've got to remember, this is advertising, and you've got to look young and energetic. All of your clothes look like mom clothes."


  "What can I tell you, I'm a mom," Jen said shrugging. She hadn't bought any new clothes in a long time, besides maternity clothes. She had even had to borrow an outfit from Sophie for the interview.


  Sophie took Jen's face in her hands. "Sweetie, you've got to get out of that mindset. If old man Morgan suspects you have kids, or you're married, he'll fire you! And I'd be in trouble too for recommending you!"


  "Okay, okay, I get it," Jen said, her hands up in surrender. "But I can't afford to buy new clothes now."


  Sophie reached into her bag and pulled out some clothes. "Here, I brought you some outfits to tide you over until your first check. Luckily we're about the same size."


  Jen looked doubtfully at her friend, who was very busty. "I meant from the waist down," Sophie said laughing. Jen gave Sophie the evil eye, then sorted through what Sophie had brought. They were all short skirts, none longer than mid-thigh and tailored to hug curves, and a few pairs of high heels. She knew the skirts would be tight, but they'd probably work for now. "Well, Michael is going to love seeing me in these things," she giggled.


  "Hey, no funny business while your wife is wearing my clothes," Sophie said my way in a threatening voice, but then gave me a wink. "Or at least, make sure they come back to me dry cleaned." I gave her a "who me?" innocent look, and then laughed.


  Then Sophie gave Jen a $200 gift card to Victoria's Secret. "You can pay me back later. You need to get some thongs. I know, I know, you hate them, but panty lines are a major faux pas. And buy thigh high stockings too." She waved her hand dismissively at my wife's "what the heck?" look. "It'll make you feel sexy, and you'll need that extra self-confidence when you're dealing with all the male jerks at the office. Trust me on this one. "


  I couldn't help smiling. "This is getting better and better." Then I had to dodge quickly as my wife threw one of the stiletto heels at me.


  At first it was rough for Jen. She had to learn a lot at her new job, and she hated being away from the kids. Having me home taking care of them (instead of putting them in daycare) helped a lot. Having to pretend she was single without any kids didn't help, because she couldn't confide in anyone at work except Sophie. But after a couple of months things got better. She started getting the hang of the job, and it was actually interesting and challenging. And the money was great. With Jen's help, old man Morgan closed a couple of big deals, and we were both wide eyed at the size of her commissions. We got current with our mortgage, and even started rebuilding some of our savings, and that was after buying Jen a new work wardrobe.


  I have to admit, that was about my favorite part. Jen learned fast that BBM wasn't one of those business casual places that are so common today. Men and women were expected to dress like they had just stepped out of GQ and Cosmopolitan. Old man Morgan was famous for saying, "If you can't sell yourself, how the fuck are you going to sell our clients?"


  I wasn't complaining about Jen's new wardrobe. She came home every day looking hot in her designer dresses and high heels! I liked watching her get dressed -- especially since she had taken Sophie's advice about the thong panties and thigh high stockings -- and I liked it even better after putting the kids down, when I got my sexy wife into bed. With the stress of our almost financial ruin behind us, we were both less stressed, and our sex life was as good as it'd ever been.


  A crowd of the 20- and 30-something BBMers always went out for drinks Friday night, and after making excuses for a few weeks, Jen finally started going. Even though she hated being away from the kids for even more time, she didn't have a choice, because she had to keep up the appearance she was an unattached single woman. Usually she cut out at the earliest opportunity, but one Friday night she didn't get home until past midnight. She was drunk and incredibly horny. She practically raped me as soon as she got home.


  The next morning she was nursing a hangover, and didn't start feeling like herself again until after lunch. I asked her what happened last night, not that I was complaining sex was great. She hesitantly told me their group started dancing, and some of the guys danced really close to her, so there was some bumping and grinding. She looked worried that I'd be mad, but I told her I understood, it was just some singles going out after a hard day at work and blowing off steam, and anyway I benefitted from it with having an extremely horny wife in bed. She looked relieved and our weekend continued as normal.


  Jen continued going out with her co-workers on Fridays, getting home usually past midnight. She always came home horny and we had great fuck sessions. I could tell she now looked forward to these Friday nights with her co-workers, which kind of bothered me but I didn't say anything because I remembered how I'd often go out with the guys for a drink when I was working. Also, the sex after she got home on Fridays was always great, I was getting it more now than ever before.


  Also, I started looking forward to hearing how her male co-workers took liberties with her during these Friday evenings. Jen always told me everything, she's always been an honesty is the best policy kind of person. It surprised me that I got turned on by her stories, but looking back I'd always enjoyed seeing other men giving her the once over. So usually when she got home we'd rush to bed, her turned on by all the male attention she'd gotten, and me anxious to hear what had happened. We'd get naked (but I always made her keep her stockings and high heels on -- I told you I was a leg man), and then slowly fuck as she gave me the 411.


  Fall turned into winter, and BBM's Christmas party was nearing, and Jen was bringing me as her date so we both could have fun, as BBM had the reputation of throwing over-the-top lavish parties. From the beginning, we had worked out a good cover story. Jen was a recent divorcee. That explained why she hadn't been working since college. I was her cousin, and she was living with me until she got back on her feet. I had 2 kids, and my wife had passed away a couple of years ago.


  I think she worried about me seeing her with her rowdy male friends. It was one thing to tell me about their shenanigans, and another for me to see it in person. I told her not to worry about it. I didn't think anyone would do anything too wild at a company party. But inside, I wouldn't have minded if some of the guys got frisky with her, because (strangely enough) I found the idea of that arousing.


  The evening of the party, I wore my best suit. Jen had bought a new dress, and she looked stunning. It was a designer off-the-shoulder black number that hugged her curves and showed off a lot of her great legs. We arrived and Jen introduced me to her co-workers. I fetched Jen a drink, and then another one. I was pretending to be a conscientious date, but in fact I wanted to loosen her up so she'd have a good time. We agreed people might get suspicious if we stayed together and looked like a couple, so at times we drifted apart, talking to different groups of people.


  A group of about 30 people seemed to be the center of attention. They looked like a clique, like the popular kids in high school. As I found out, they were the elite group of young executives on the fast track in BBM. It surprised me to see my wife in this group. Among her were the people she had introduced me too, so clearly this was the Friday night gang. All of them were very good looking and extremely well dressed, like models and movie stars at a Hollywood bash. My wife fit right in. She looked so beautiful and sexy in her new dress, so confident among all the other beautiful people. I knew I wouldn't fit into that crowd, and it bothered me. But seeing her there, clearly the center of attention of a number of the men, I felt a stirring in my loins. Later that night, as we made love, I fantasized about those men fucking my wife.


  The next week I did a lot of thinking. Seeing Jen at the Christmas party among the populars (as I thought of them) brought back college memories. With her good looks and bubbly personality, Jen was extremely popular back in college. I kind of admired her from afar, because there was no way a girl like her was going to go out with a geeky guy like me. But she almost failed a math class, so her teacher assigned me as her tutor (I was a teaching assistant). I think it surprised her as much as me when she fell in love with me, just like it surprised her friends (including Sophie), and I think her parents too.


  The Christmas party disturbed me because my wife was again hanging around a crowd I thought we had left behind in college. The crowd of beautiful people, the crowd I could never fit into. What disturbed me more were the fantasies growing in my mind, of my wife with these popular men. It was all confusing. I didn't tell Jen any of this, as I wanted to work it out for myself first.


  A couple of weeks later I came into the kitchen where Jen and Sophie were huddled. They were sipping wine and giggling, but when I walked in they abruptly stopped talking. "What's up?" I asked.


  The girls looked at each other, and Sophie gave Jen a "you've got to tell him" look. My wife's eyes shot arrows through her friend, but then she finally said, "Well, one of the guys at work asked me out."


  "That's not true," Sophie quickly corrected. "Guys have been asking you out since you started working at BBM."


  I looked inquiring at my wife. "They have? You didn't tell me."


  "I'm sorry, but I didn't think it was a big thing. I mean, of course I'm not going out with any of them, I'm married for god's sakes."


  "And that's my point," Sophie said. "Jen, people are starting to talk, wondering why you never go out on dates. Pretty soon they're going to suspect you're married, and as soon as that happens old man Morgan is going to can you butt."


  The two friends frowned at each other. Clearly this was a conversation they've been having for a long time. Even before I said it, I knew I shouldn't, something about listening to your big head, not your small head. "Maybe Sophie is right," I said shrugging and pretending to look nonchalant. "I mean, you're making a lot of money at this job, and we don't want to take a chance of people suspecting."


  So that's how my wife started dating other men. At the start it was an extension of her Friday nights out. They'd go out as a group to start the evening, then Jen and her date would go off alone. Instead of getting home around midnight, she started getting home closer to 2am or even later. When she got home, we'd fuck until almost daylight. Thank god her parents lived nearby, as we got into the routine of having the kids sleep over Friday nights so we'd be able to sleep in Saturday morning.


  I made Jen tell me everything she did on her dates. She didn't understand my fascination, but was always open with me, I think partly because she always came home at least a little drunk, and also because I think it helped her deal with the guilt of enjoying her nights out so much. The fact I never got mad or upset also helped her be forthcoming (in fact, it was exactly the opposite, her stories turned me on).


  Jen always came home hot from her dates, even more so than the Friday night happy hours. As you'd expect, men took more liberties with her when they had her alone on dates. She wouldn't let them get too far, but definitely some necking and fondling took place. She never let anyone inside her blouse or up her skirt, but still the increased intimacy always got her soaking wet and me rock hard, and our sex got even more lustful and torrid.


  Sometimes her dates were on Saturday nights, and it was weird when her date picked her up at our house. I was pretending to be her cousin, so of course I had to act like everything was normal, just my pretty popular cousin going out on a date. But it was a strange -- and stimulating -- experience to make small talk with a man who was taking my wife out on a date, and then see my wife walk into the room dressed in one of her sexy clubbing outfits, and see her kiss hello her date on the lips.


  On her date nights, I spent a lot of time thinking about what my wife was doing with her date. It got me terribly excited imagining them holding hands, his arm around her, kissing, his hand running up her thigh. I usually masturbated once or twice while waiting, and my arousal was so great I still had enough in the tank to fuck her when she got home.


  I discovered I wasn't alone in my fantasy to see my wife with other men. I found websites like literotica.com and ourhotwives.org, and the posts and stories helped me better understand myself, although they didn't help with my doubts and insecurity with being complicit with my wife seeing other men.


  After a few months of dating, Jen had progressed to heavy kissing and petting. Her date often invited her up to his apartment, but so far she hadn't done that, so mostly they fooled around in darken corners of a club, or in the guy's car. She was letting guys inside her blouse and bra, and even up her skirt. She said guys went crazy when they discovered she was wearing real stockings, she said her date often audibly moaned when his hand passed from her stocking top to her bare thigh above.


  She told me it was hard to hold off guys to just petting over clothes especially when it was their third or fourth date. Thus, we agreed she'd go on no more than five dates with the same guy. She was okay with this as it wasn't like she was looking for a serious relationship (since of course she had me), and I liked it because it was dangerous enough to make it really exciting.


  We developed some other rules to make sure Jen's dating didn't hurt our marriage. Mouth kissing was okay, as was petting over and under clothes. But undressing wasn't allowed. She could let a guy unbutton her blouse and even unsnap her bra, but she couldn't let him take clothes completely off her. Her date could finger her and even make her cum, but that was it, no oral and certainly no intercourse. Likewise, she could touch him anywhere including giving him a hand job, but no oral.


  We decided on these rules gradually, usually as we fucked after one of her dates. "Do you think I went too far?" she'd ask huskily after describing something she'd done, or let her date do. I'd respond between gasps with, "No, that was okay," or maybe "Yeah, that was okay, you could even have let him go farther, like ..."


  One Friday night Jen got home with tears streaked down her face. She fell into my arms sobbing, crying "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," over and over again. She had broken (shattered really) our most important rule. She'd let her date fuck her.


  It started with breaking the no oral rule. She'd gotten hot and heavy with Darren, a really tall-dark-and-handsome hunky guy (as she described him) she'd been out with a couple of times before. They were necking pretty heavily, and his hands were inside her blouse and bra. Darren was really good at alternating between softly kneading her breasts, rolling her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, and licking her. Soon she was writhing under his mouth and fingers, so she didn't resist when he moved a hand up her skirt. She gasped when he reached her soaking panties, and he was just as good with fingering her clit as he was with stimulating her tits, so she didn't stop him when he pushed her skirt up around her waist and eased her legs apart. She was in nirvana as he sucked her nipples and fingered her clit, feeling an orgasm build inside her. She knew she was about to break a rule when he got on his knees between her legs and his face moved towards her pussy, but she figured she'd cum with his first lick on her clit, so it wouldn't be too much of a rule violation. She even raised up her hips when he pulled off her thong panties. But she underestimated how good Darren was at eating pussy, and he kept her on the edge of an orgasm for what seemed like an eternity, until she practically begged to let her cum. It was then when she was most vulnerable that he struck. While eating her out, he had pulled his cock from his pants. Before she knew what was happening, he raised up from his knees and pushed his cock into her soaking pussy.


  This wasn't rape. True, she pushed against his chest as soon as he penetrated her, and said no a couple of times, but she was so far gone by that time, and his cock felt so good inside her, that soon she was pushing against his thrusts, urging him to fuck her harder, throwing her arms around his neck and pulling his face to hers so she could kiss him as he fucked her.


  She cried uncontrollably as she told me what had happened. It was more than just breaking the rules and letting another man fuck her. She had gotten so caught up in it that she hadn't made him pull out, so he had cum inside her. This was bad because she wasn't on the pill (she was allergic to the pill), and it was her fertile time of the month.


  I took her into my arms and comforted her. "It's not your fault, this was bound to happen sooner or later," I said softly. Then I laid her on her back and pushed up her skirt. She hadn't bothered to put her panties back on, and her trimmed bush was matted with Darren's cum. I took out my cock and entered my wife. She welcomed me inside her, as confirmation I wasn't mad, that I still loved her. I'd never been as excited in my life, and I fucked her harder than ever before. After just moments I grunted and lurched, and added my jism to Darren's already inside her.


  The next day we went to the doctor and got a morning after pill. She took it and then cried some more, and we made love again. Like before, she welcomed me between her legs, reaffirming our commitment to each other and our marriage. Over the next few days we fucked more than we ever had before. The image of Darren fucking Jen kept me perpetually hard, and after what had happened Jen wasn't denying me anything. A few days after her date with Darren she was finally able to talk more about it, and I littered her with questions, wanting to know every detail. Yes, he had a nice muscular body. Yes, he was bigger, a little longer, and thicker. Yes, he had made her cum.


  For a few weeks after, she didn't go out on any dates. She didn't even go to the Friday night happy hours. Darren called repeatedly. He was worried she was mad at him. He was a nice guy and hadn't done anything wrong, so Jen finally decided to go out with him again. The week leading up to her date was kind of awkward for us. What were the rules now? I decided to make things easy for both of us. As she prepared to go, I handed her a bag from the drug store. Jen looked inquiring at me, then looked in the bag, where she saw a box of condoms. I took her into my arms and looked into her beautiful eyes. "Just don't fall in love with anyone else," I told her. She nodded, understanding. Now we had just one rule. "Of course I won't," she promised. Then she pulled me into the bed and made love, just minutes before Darren was to arrive to pick her up. I came inside her just as the doorbell rang. I went downstairs to greet Darren as she put herself back together for her date. They left holding hands, but then I heard Jen say, "Wait, I forgot something." She came back inside and, with the half open door blocking Darren's view, she hitched up her skirt and pulled my hand to her lacy stocking top. It was moist. "You're running out of me," she whispered with a mischievous smile and twinkle in her eye. Then she ran back out and took Darren's arm.


  Sometimes I met Jen and her friends at their Friday night happy hours. It was a little awkward, because I didn't fit in, but Jen's friends put up with me because I was her cousin. Jen got over her nervousness of having me around, sometimes playfully winking at me or pinching my butt when no one was looking.


  Typically Jen stayed with the group until 9 or so, and then left with her date. It was excruciatingly delicious to watch Jen disappear with her date, holding his hand. Jen usually had sex on her dates. From that first time with Darren, sex went from sometimes, to often, to just about on every date. She didn't need to tell me, I knew as soon as she got home just by looking at her. She'd have that "just fucked" look. Sex with her then was amazing, smelling her date in her hair, seeing his marks on her neck and breasts, feeling her looser than normal pussy. Sometimes we'd be with friends the day after one of her dates, and someone would comment on a hickey on her neck. "Jeez guys, what are you, still newlyweds?" We'd laugh with everyone else, but Jen would nudge me under the table, reminding me another man had put that mark on her, not me. She teased me like that because I loved it, and she knew I loved it.


  Sex was a no-commitment recreation sport among the populars. They were all "career comes first" kind of people, and weren't interested in serious relationships. So Jen's sleeping around didn't hurt her reputation, because everyone was sleeping around. If anything, her popularity increased once it got around how great a body she had and how great a lover she was.


  For the longest time I practically begged Jen to let me watch her have sex with another man. She always found a reason not to, explaining she wasn't ready for that. We were at a party thrown by one of the BBM partners about six months after her first time with Darren. I hadn't seen Jen for about an hour when I felt a hand on my shoulder. "Be in the master bedroom in five minutes," I heard my wife whisper in my ear. My cock immediately got hard. I quickly snuck into the bedroom, and hid in the closet, leaving the door open so I had a clear view of the bed. A few minutes later Jen entered followed closely by a man. To my surprise, it wasn't her date Darren, but the BBM partner who was hosting the party. I had met him earlier, his name was Tony. Maybe early thirties, standing a head taller than my wife's 5'6". Dark Mediterranean complexion, he'd probably be described as ruggedly handsome. He seemed to be an okay guy when I met him.


  "I've heard a lot about you," Tony said pulling my wife into his arms. "They say you've got a tight body."


  "Are they right?" my wife gasped as Tony ran his hands over her body.


  "We'll see," Tony said, unzipping her dress so it fell off her body and fell around her feet. He looked her up and down and smiled. Jen had gone braless, wearing only stockings, a lacy garter belt, thong panties, and high heels. "Nice," he said, cupping her tits. "I've wanted you for a long time."


  Jen's eyes glazed over as Tony expertly rolled her nipples between his thumb and forefinger. "You like that?"


  "Yeah," she breathed huskily. Her breast and nipples had always been extremely sensitive. Then she gasped as one of his hands went down to her pussy.


  "Are you serious with Darren? I see you with him a lot."


  Jen shook her head, her blonde locks swaying side to side. "We're just friends," she said distractedly, her eyes closed as her whole being seemed to be focused on what his fingers were doing. "You've noticed me?"


  "I've admired you from afar," he said kissing her neck, his fingers continuing to work on her nipples and clit.


  "You've got me so hot," he said, moving his hands from her body long enough to take off his clothes. He had a lean muscular body, and the biggest cock I'd ever seen. Jen noticed it too, and her eyes grew wide. "Wow, that's big," she said, and then she giggled as she realized how ridiculous she sounded. "Sorry, blonde moment."


  Tony laughed, and then laid her on the bed and got on top of her. His kissed her, softly on her lips, then gently extending his tongue into her mouth. "God you're beautiful," he said looking into her eyes and running his fingers through her blonde hair, and then they French kissed again. Tony moved his body so his cock head touched her pussy lips. He saw the worry in Jen's face and kissed her lightly on the lips. "Don't worry, I'll go slow," he said.


  "My purse -- I have condoms." Tony looked disappointed, but he reached into her purse and put a condom around his cock.


  I sat in the closet with my hand around my hard cock. I couldn't believe it, I was about to see another man fuck my wife.


  "Oh god," Jen gasped as Tony entered her. "It's okay, I'll go slow," Tony assured her, kissing her lips and cheeks and stoking her hair. "Just a little bit, now a little more." Jen gritted her teeth as he pushed more inside her, but she didn't tell him to stop. "It's all in," Tony finally said. "Are you okay?"


  "Yeah, I'm fine," Jen assured him. "It feels good."


  Tony smiled, warmed by the compliment, and then he started moving in and out, slowly at first, and then faster. It took a while for Jen to get used to his size, but eventually her body moved with his. Her long shapely legs flexed with each thrust, her garter straps pressing against her firm thighs, her feet arching out of her heels to push up on her tiptoes to meet his thrusts. "Oh god, I'm cumming," Jen cried, her fingers clutching the sheets, and then wrapping around Tony's neck. Tony lowered his head and planted his lips over Jen's, kissing her through her orgasm.


  "Oh god, oh god," Jen panted as her orgasm subsided. Tony, his hard cock still fully inside her, kissed her softly on the lips and cheek. "Are you okay?" he asked.


  "Am I okay?" Jen giggled. "I'm more than okay, that was incredible!" She ran her manicured nails over Tony's muscular chest. "That was wonderful. But you haven't cum yet. Do you want to stay like this, or me on top? Or something else?"


  I grew alarmed. Had my wife just offered her ass to this man? His big cock would tear her apart! But then Jen took Tony's hand and sensually sucked two fingers into her mouth. "Is this what you'd like?" Jen breathed sensually looking into Tony's eyes.


  "That's incredibly tempting," Tony said breathing hard as he watched my wife suck his fingers into her mouth, and felt her soft tongue roll around his fingers. "But this way is good, you feel incredible. I wish I didn't have to wear a condom, though. I hate them. Are you sure I need to wear it? I promise I'm clean."


  "I'm sorry, I can't," Jen said, running her hand across Tony's cheek to soften her refusal. "It's not that I don't trust you, I do. But I'm not on the pill. I've never been able to use it, I'm allergic to it."


  "Oh, okay, I understand then." Tony said, disappointment still clear on his face.


  Jen hesitated, and then seemed to make a decision. "Well, I guess you can take it off, if you promise to pull out."


  "Really?" he said eagerly.


  "Really," Jen said kissing him softly on the lips.


  "Thank you," he said as he pulled out, reached between their bodies to pull off the condom, and then pushed his cock in again. "God, thank you, this feels so much better."


  "It feels better for me too," Jen agreed.


  Tony started fucking Jen again, starting slow and then moving faster. He took long, deep strokes. He put Jen's legs on his shoulders so he could get even deeper, smashing her legs against her tits. Jen grunted and grimaced with this position, as she wasn't used to getting penetrated so deeply, but then got used to it and again began meeting his thrusts.


  Tony had amazing stamina. After fucking Jen missionary for about 10 minutes, he flipped her around onto her stomach and then took her doggy style. As he positioned himself to enter my wife again, I had my first really good look at Tony's cock. It was really an impressive sight, really long and very thick, with wide veins running up either side. He was much bigger than me, but the size difference only heighten my arousal, as my fantasies always involved Jen getting fucked by well hung men.


  Jen gripped the mattress for dear life as Tony's hard thrusts practically slammed her head into the wall. "Oh god, fuck me hard!" Jen gasped. Tony grabbed Jen's hair and pulled her head back hard. "You like getting it hard?" he growled. He had a long tongue, and he slithered it inside Jen's ear. "Oh god, oh god," she whimpered. I saw Jen's body tense, and I knew she was about to cum again, which surprised me since she'd never been multi-orgasmic. Tony sensed it too. He pounded even harder (if that was possible). He again pulled her head back and French kissed her, while with his other hand he roughly squeezed her nipples. Jen's moans were lost in Tony's mouth as her body shuddered in an orgasm. Tony timed it perfectly, because his body tensed. Through some amazing self-control, at the last moment Tony pulled out and shot gobs and gobs of thick creamy cum all over her back. It was a good thing he pulled out, as it would've been little chance Jen wouldn't have gotten pregnant by all by sperm, given it was her most fertile time of the month.


  They collapsed on the bed, Tony rolling to the side so they snuggled face to face. They panted into each other's face, gasping for breath, and then their gasps turned into light kissing. I thought they might go at it again, but then Jen softly said, "We better get back." She went into the bathroom to clean up, and when she returned a few minutes later she wiggled back into her black dress. "Can you zip me?" she said turning her back to him. He kissed her on the neck as he zipped her. "Can I see you again?" he asked.


  She giggled. "You see me every day at work," she said.


  "You know what I mean," he said smiling.


  Tony had gotten dressed too. With a playful eye, Jen reached into his pocket, and was rewarded by a lustful smile from Tony. "Down cowboy, I told you we have to get back," she said playfully, nudging him in the ribs. She pulled out his cell phone from his pocket. "Here, I'll program my number into your phone." Then they moved to leave, but Jen held back. "I forgot my purse," she said. She stepped back into the bedroom, and grabbed her purse. Just before leaving the room, she looked at the closet and said smiling with a twinkle in her eye, "I hope you liked that!"


  Later that night, I lay on top of my wife, her legs around me, my cock hard but not yet inside her. "You mean, you fucked Darren too?" Jen nodded smiling. "He didn't like that, having to settle for sloppy seconds."


  "You told Darren?" I asked surprised. She brushed her fingers across my cheek. "Of course you goose, you know it's just a physical thing with him."


  "With him, and the others?" I asked. She softly brushed my cheek again. "Of course darling, with everyone but you," she said reassuringly.


  "It was incredible tonight, actually watching you have sex with another man. It was so hot. But -- it kind of surprised me too. Sometimes it seemed like you were making love, not just fucking. It seemed so --"


  I hesitated, trying to think of the right word. "So tender," I finally continued. "So tender, and almost loving."


  Jen reached up and pulled my face down, and kissed me softly on my lips. "Don't worry honey. Sometimes it's like that. Mostly it's just fucking, but we're people, so sometimes it's like that. But you're the only man I love."


  "Forever?" I asked, knowing I sounded like an insecure idiot, but needed her reassurance.


  "Forever," she said definitely. She pulled me to her. "Make love to me now. No, don't use a condom, I want to feel you inside me."


  I didn't need to be asked twice. I excitedly entered her bareback, relishing the feeling of skin on skin. "I guess you owe it to me after tonight," I joked, referring to her earlier dalliance with Tony.


  "That's not it at all. I just want to feel you inside me. And -- I don't want you to pull out, I want you to cum inside me."


  That shocked me, given this was her most fertile time of the month. "Honey, that's playing with fire," I warned.


  She wrapped her legs around me, urging me to cum inside her. "Maybe it's time for us to have another baby. We'll let God decide." But I didn't want to have another baby. Part of it was how much effort it would be to have another child. But admittedly, part of me didn't want Jen pregnant because that would surely end the fun we were having with her dating and fucking around. So at the last moment I pulled out, ejaculating on her tummy. She looked disappointed and a hurt, but the moment passed.


  After cumming, we lay snuggled facing each other. "Who is he, Tony? I don't think I've seen him before."


  "He's not part of our group. What do you call us, the populars?" Jen giggled. "Well, he's not part of the populars. He's a partner, so he's what we're trying to be."


  "He seems young to be a partner. That house was amazing."


  "Yeah, they say he has a bigger place in South Beach. He's the youngest person ever to make partner. " I thought about that, and then I heard Jen's heavy breathing. Exhausted, she'd fallen asleep. I softly brushed my wife's silky blonde hair as I watched her innocent, beautiful sleeping face.


  The next day I found Jen and Sophie giggling in our kitchen. Sophie looked up at me. "I can't believe Jen hooked Desirable #1."


  I smiled at the Harry Potter reference. "You mean Tony?" By now, Sophie had adjusted to the fact that I was okay with Jen dating and having sex with other men. In fact, she'd gushed about how lucky Jen was to have such an understanding husband, and maybe she'd actually tie the knot someday if she could find a guy as open minded as me.


  "Yes, I'm talking about Tony! I'd been trying to catch his eye forever! Hunky and rich, what a combination! Everyone's talking about it! God Jen, I can't believe you did Darren after Tony, you're such a slut!"


  Jen kicked her friend under the table. "Shush," she cautioned looking around. "The kids might hear."


  Sophie covered her mouth with an "oops" look, and then the conversation went to other things.


  A few weeks later, Jen plopped on the sofa next to me, looking thoughtful. "I'm thinking about going out with Tony. He's been asking me out. But I wanted to make sure you'd be okay with it. I won't if you don't want me too." Then she smiled impishly. "Honestly, the biggest reason I want to go out with him is to make Sophie and the other populars jealous."


  I felt my cock stir. "It's fine with me," I heard myself saying, then laughed. "After all, he's Desirable #1. What does that mean, anyway?"


  Jen giggled. "It means he's a guy you'd give up your fuck buddies for." Jen straddled my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck, running her fingers through my hair. "Of course, you're so kinky I get to be married to you, AND have my fuck buddies."


  I ran my hands up my wife's shirt and cupped her braless tits (she often went braless at home). "Is that what you're going to do, add Tony to your harem of fuck buddies?"


  "My harem, I like that. Mmmm, yeah, I like that," she cooed as I rubbed her nipples between my fingers. "Yeah, I think I will add him to my harem. He has a really big one, you know."


  "Is that what you are, a slut for big cocks?" I asked as I pulled out my cock, and pushed her skirt up around her waist (thank goodness the kids were already asleep!).


  "Yeah, I'm a slut," Jen breathed hotly into my ear as I entered her. "But you like that, don't you cowboy? You want your wife to be a slut."


  My cock twitched when she called me cowboy, remembering how she'd called Tony the same thing. Jen noticed my excitement, and also remembered when she'd called Tony that. "I called him that because he wore a silly cowboy costume at last year's Halloween party," she explained answering my silent question. Then she looked at me with an inquisitive grin. "You like the idea of me dating Tony, don't you?"


  "Yeah, I do, I'm not sure why," I admitted. "He seems --- dangerous."


  "Dangerous," Jen repeated, as if contemplating the word. Then she leaned closer to me and whispered hotly in my ear. "That's good, because, you know, slutty girls like dangerous boys."


  In the year Jen had been dating and having sex with other men, she typically had her regulars (what I called them), a group of guys she regularly dated and fucked. A few like Darren were always on the list, but others rotated on and off. It was like that with all the populars, everyone had their regular fuck buddies.


  "Who are you going out with tonight?" I asked as Jen pulled on her stockings, getting ready for work. I loved watching her get dressed. She'd shower, rub moisturizer over her entire body, then put on her bra, panties and stockings (and garter belt, when she wore one). Then she'd do her hair and makeup, wiggle into her dress or blouse and skirt, and finally slip into her high heels.


  "Tony," she said matter-of-factly. "Can you zip me?" she asked turning her back to me and holding her long hair to the side.


  "Again? You've been seeing a lot of him."


  She shook out her hair and turned to look at me. "You don't want me to go out with him? If you don't, I won't."


  "No, it's not that, I'm just curious why you don't go out with the populars as much anymore."


  "I don't know. I still go to the happy hours, but ... I don't know, I guess it's nice to go out with someone who actually likes to talk before fucking me. I mean, basically, Darren and the other popular boys see me as just a pretty blonde with nice legs. With Tony, at least he takes me to dinner or a play before trying to get into my pants."


  "Dinner and shows -- definitely sounds like more than fucking," I said feeling chagrined.


  "That's why it's called a date," Jen said giving me a quick kiss on the lips. "I've really got to go, I'm late. Honey, tell me the truth, does it bother you I'm dating Tony? Because if it does I'll stop."


  "No, it doesn't bother me, it's just ... no, it doesn't bother me."


  Jen looked at me, giving me an inquisitive look as if trying to read my mind, then a curious smile. "I've really got to go," she said hurriedly. "See you late tonight." And with another quick kiss she was gone.


  Over the next few months, Jen went from seeing Tony sometimes, to mostly, and then exclusively. She hardly went to the happy hours anymore, instead starting her date with Tony immediately after work on Friday. More and more, she'd go out with him both Friday and Saturday nights, staying out late and getting home very freshly fucked. It was annoying me, and the breaking point was when he texted her on Christmas eve. We were at church when his text came in. "Oh no," she said. "It's Tony, he just found out his mother died."


  We argued on the way home, and then carried our argument into the privacy of our bedroom away from the kids' ears. "So you've leaving, on Christmas eve?"


  "Michael, honey, his mother just died and he's all broken up," she said slipping out of her high heels and taking off her dress. "I have to go."


  "No you don't have to go. You should stay with me and our children. It's Christmas eve."


  "Honey, the kids are already asleep," she said, pulling on skinny jeans. She sat on the bed and slipped into her Jimmy Choo stiletto ankle boots, her long blonde hair almost touching the floor as she leaned over and zipped them. "I won't be gone too long," she continued, taking off her bra and then pulling on a white cashmere sweater. "I'll be back later tonight," she promised, adding with a smile to ease the tension, "even before Santa gets here." She brushed her hair swiftly and fixed her lipstick.


  "If you're just going to see if he's okay, why are you getting all dressed up?" I challenged her.


  I guess my angry tone finally got to her, and she lost her patience. "So, what Michael, are you going to start dressing me now? I'm just trying to be comfortable, that's all."


  "Comfortable? That's a joke. Those jeans are so tight I can see the bumps of your garter belt. And what's up with wearing a garter belt and stockings under jeans? And I noticed you took off your bra. I can see your nipples right through your sweater. My god Jen, you look like a slut!"


  Jen glared at me, and then looked away, hurt coming over her face. "You know, you've called me that before, but this is the first time I think you mean it." A tear came to her eye and she wiped it away. "I left the stockings on because it's cold outside. And I only left the garter belt on because I'm trying to rush. I know it's Christmas eve. I want to be here with you. So I want to just go over there, make sure he's okay, and then get back as fast as I can."


  "Then why did you take your bra off?"


  "I don't know Michael, I wasn't even thinking! I meant to put on a cami, but I forgot okay?" she said frustrated. "If you're worried I'm going over there to fuck him, I'm not. I just want to make sure he's okay."


  "That's what really bothers me," I shot back. "This thing you have with Tony. It's not just physical, it's emotional. Remember your promise? You promised never to fall in love with anyone."


  Jen took my face in her hands. "Let's talk about this later, okay? I promise I won't be gone for long."


  We eyed each other silently for long moments, then I finally nodded my head. She kissed me. "I love you Michael, I really do. I won't be gone long, I promise."


  She didn't get back until after 3am. I lay in bed awake, pretending to read a magazine. One look at her told me immediately he'd fucked her, and the guilt on her face confirmed it. She sat on the bed next to me and started to apologize, but I brushed her away. She looked about to cry, and long silent moments passed between us.


  Then she leaned into me. That's what she usually did after getting back from a date. She'd kissed me so I could taste him in her mouth, smell him in her hair. She did that now. I tried to pull away but she knew me too well. She straddled my stomach and pulled her sweater off, showing the bite marks he'd left on her tits, around her nipples. She pressed her chest against my face, holding my head tight and feeding her nipples into my mouth. She kicked off her ankle boots -- I heard them fall on the floor -- and then wiggled out of her tight jeans. Her panties were gone, but she still wore the garter belt and stockings (although I saw her stockings were heavily laddered, no doubt from the hard fucking he'd given her). She reached between our bodies and guided my cock into her pussy. She felt incredibly loose and wet.


  "You let him cum inside you, didn't you?" I challenged her.


  She answered my question with a question. "Are you still mad at me?"


  "Answer my question," I demanded.


  "Tell me you're not mad at me anymore, and I'll tell you."


  "Damn it Jen, it doesn't work that way! Did you let him cum in you?" I demanded again.


  "Remember that first time I slept with Tony? When you watched? And then after, that night, I asked you to cum inside me? Remember?"


  I nodded, not understanding where she was going with this.


  "I wanted you to make me pregnant that night. Because I knew if I got pregnant, I'd stop dating and sleeping with other guys. Because if I didn't stop, I might fall in love. Because Tony had been after me, asking me out even before that first night, and I wanted to stop dating and seeing other guys, because I was afraid I might fall in love with him, because he's so handsome and sexy, and so successful, and I knew he'd be good in bed, but most of all, on top of all of that, because he reminded me of you."


  My anger faded from me, replaced by numbness. "Did you fall in love with him?" I heard myself asking. It was one of those questions you didn't want to ask, because you were afraid of the answer. She didn't need to say anything, I saw the answer in her face. "I'm so sorry," she said, tears welling up in her eyes and rolling down her cheeks. "I'm so sorry."


  Ch. 02 - Loving Wives - Michael struggles with Jen's relationship with Tony


  Jen stopped seeing Tony, at least socially (she still saw him at work). It was hard for her. She didn't bring him up, but I could tell she was heartbroken. When she told him – I guess you'd say when she broke up with him – she revealed she was married to me, that I wasn't her cousin, that this ruse wasn't meant to hurt anyone, but just to help her get a job (I had agreed she had to come clean with him). Tony was devastated of course, he loved Jen. He got so emotional he threatened to tell Morgan and get Jen fired. But in the end, he kept Jen's secret. What can I say, he was a decent guy, which was bad in a way, because it was impossible for me to hate him.


  Jen stopped going to the Friday happy hours. Everyone assumed she was heartbroken over her breakup with Tony, and I knew they were right. Her despair over another man, that she had fallen in love with another man, ate away at me, ate away at our relationship, ate away at our marriage. We took care of the kids, but otherwise sleep walked through life. Our sex life became nonexistent. We tried marriage counseling, but that didn't help and we never went back. We both were miserable.


  So I did the only thing I could think of. I told her it would be okay with me if she started seeing Tony again. What else could I do? We were both miserable, and something had to change. Jen looked at me like I was crazy. "That's how we got into his," she protested. And she was right. How do you solve a problem, by repeating the same mistakes? We spent countless nights talking about it. We even made love again. It was impossible for me to talk about Jen being with another man, and not get aroused. I hated myself for this, and during our talks Jen recognized my self-torment, she saw the tears in my eyes while at the same time my cock was hard. She cried too, because of her heartbreak over Tony, her guilt over what she was doing to me, and as we cried and held each other, we made love.


  Finally after weeks of talking, she approached Tony. I don't know everything they said. But the main part was whether Tony could be in a relationship with her, knowing she was married to another man. He resisted at first, of course. I mean, why should a handsome successful man, a Desirable #1, settle for that? But eventually he agreed, not able to resist Jen's pretty face, her bubbly personality, her perky tits, her tight ass and flat stomach, her long wonderful legs. They fucked that night. I knew it as soon as she got home, even before I tasted him in her mouth, smelled him in her hair, saw the bite marks, felt her loose pussy. Just by looking at her face I knew. A little later, as we made love, she looked into my eyes and promised, "I'll always love you." I knew she meant it. But by then she'd broken so many promises to me, I'm not sure I believed her.


  It happened gradually. I think Jen went slow to make sure I was okay with it. But eventually things heated up again between Jen and Tony. Like before, they went out on Fridays and Saturdays, and often they snuck away for a quickie at lunch during the week. It was like watching a train wreck happening, at least a train wreck for me. Their relationship blossomed, even more than before. Sometimes I'd catch Jen giddy while doing normal things like the dishes, or giggling on the phone with Sophie. I knew it was about Tony. Then she'd see me, and get all serious, worried I'd be upset if she showed joy in her relationship with Tony.


  She did as much as she could for me. Our sex was good again. She'd returned home from a date with Tony and come to me as before, letting me smell him on her, guiding me to her legs where his rough fucking had laddered her stockings, inviting me into her pussy so I could see how loose she was. She knew my body and dark desires lusted for this, so she gave it to me, but she also knew my heart hated it, so after we made love she hugged and kissed me and told me how much she loved me.


  A few months after going with Tony again, we sat on the sofa after putting the kids down for the evening. "Can I asked you something?" she began cautiously. "I won't if you don't want me to, but – well, Tony asked me to stay over on Friday."


  "Stay over on Friday," I repeated dumbly. "Stay over at his place, with him?"


  "Yeah, I mean – well, yeah," she said, I guess not understanding why I couldn't grasp this simple concept. "I'd be home Saturday morning before the kids got home from my parents, so they wouldn't even know I'd been gone."


  But I'd know, I thought. I'd be alone, while you let him fuck you all night long, and then you'll sleep with him, and wake up in his arms, and then you'll let him fuck you again before coming home. I thought these things, but didn't say them to her. "I won't if you don't want me to," she repeated seeing my hesitation, but I could tell she wanted to.


  I forced a smile. "Sure, that's okay with me, no problem." Jen smiled back, and then she did what she always did, she sealed the deal with her body, which she knew I couldn't resist. She wasn't being manipulative. For her, it was emotional as much as physical. It was confirmation we were okay. My cock inside her, my orgasm, meant I was okay. Of course, it didn't really work that way. But it eased her guilt at least temporarily, and I'd never pass up a chance to kiss her pretty face, fondle her breasts, feel her long legs around me, be inside her pussy.


  Of course, it wasn't just one Friday night. It became most Friday nights. And then some Saturday nights, and then long weekends. Tony even bought a condo midway between the office and our house, making it easier for their lunch time liaisons, and also for Jen on those long weekends to swing by home for a few hours to be with the kids (and me, I guess). Jen helped Tony pick the new condo (it was a hugely expensive place right off Central Park), and I could only imagine them smiling and holding hands while touring the city with a real estate agent. She kept a lot of her clothes at Tony's place, and my heart dropped whenever I walked into her closet, now half empty.


  She never denied me sex. In fact, we were having more sex now than ever before. I think it helped her deal with the guilt. I never complained about their growing relationship, and always put on a good face, because if I forced her to break up with Tony we'd just be in that bad place again. And I think I mostly fooled her into thinking I was really okay with it, like in the past when she was dating and sleeping with Darrin and other populars. But at some level she knew it was different for me now since it was more than just physical, now she was emotionally involved with another man. So she tried to make it up to me with sex, and despite everything, I loved having sex with her. She had the greatest body. Maybe if I wasn't such a leg man I wouldn't have been so addicted to her, but all it took was hearing the swish swish of her nylons as she walked by, or a heel dangling on her small pretty feet, or even just seeing her sit cross legged with her skirt inching up slightly higher, and my body would fill with lust.


  Jen continued to tell me stories on what they did together. She told me because she knew it aroused me, and because I put on a good face, she didn't realize how much it hurt. But it DID arouse me, and whenever she started with the stories my lust would turn dark and demented, and I'd get hard, and I'd cum when her stories hurt the most, and because I did get so excited and I did came when I did, she'd tell me more, thinking I wanted to hear it, like "God I'm so addicted to his body!" or "His cock is so amazing!" or "God he gives me the best orgasms!"


  She wasn't being cruel, she told me because she knew I loved hearing it. But it was my dark side that loved it, and after my lust was sated, I'd feel sick inside. But then after, maybe an hour or two, I'd think about what she'd told me – and I just knew she was telling me the truth, not making things up, I could tell after so many years with her – and I'd get hard again, and sometimes I'd find her and fuck her again, or sometimes I 'd just go into the bathroom, sit on the toilet with the seat down, and beat off thinking of Tony with his big cock buried in my wife, and my wife saying things like "God Tony you're the best lover I've ever had!"


  I knew I was pathetic, but I couldn't help myself. I began to understand what people mean when they said it's hard being married to a beautiful woman. Men pursue those women, even after they're married. And if you're like me, and you have a desire to see your wife with another man, then eventually she's going to fall in love with a man who's more handsome, has a better body, is a better lover, and has more money.


  Jen continued to do well at her job, reaching the highest performance level. As a perk, everyone who reached that level got an all-expense paid trip to Aruba. Jen talked me into going with her. She knew we needed some time together, and even though a lot of the populars would be there (they still knew me as her cousin), and she had go to a few BBM team-building seminars, she thought we'd be able to spend most of our time together, away from everyone else.


  The first three days were great. Jen had managed to get an isolated bungalow off the beaten path, so we were alone together, eating room service, sunning and swimming, but mostly making love and holding each other. It was really good. I had her all to myself, and I felt better than I had in a long time.


  Then on the fourth morning Sophie showed up at our door, out of breath. Eyeing me warily, she pulled Jen outside to talk. A few minutes later Jen came back in, and I couldn't read her face. "Tony just got here," she announced.


  I felt shocked. "You told me he wasn't going to be here!" I snapped.


  "He wasn't, he's a partner, this getaway was for non-partners only," she said hurriedly, sensing my rising anger. "I don't know why he's here."


  "I've got a good idea why he's here," I said angrily. "So what are you going to do now?" It came out like a challenge. I knew what her answer would be, what her choice would be, so I just wanted her to tell me, just say it to my face.


  "Well, I mean, first I'm going to see what he's doing here. But if he's staying ..."


  "You're going to stay with him!" I finished her sentence angrily, turning away from her.


  She grabbed my hand. "No Michael I didn't say that!" she said pleadingly. "But we still need this job, and remember people still think you're my cousin. It would look weird if I didn't see him at all."


  "Yeah, you're right," I said bitterly. "They'd think it was strange if you didn't spend all your time with your boyfriend. I'm just your cousin, and he's the man you love."


  "Michael, please, let's not get into this now," she begged. "We've had such a good time, it's been good for us. I promise I'll still be with you most of the time. I'll be with Tony just enough for appearances, I promise."


  We looked at each other for long moments, and then I finally gave her a reluctant nod. She gave me an encouraging smile. "Let me go see what he's doing here, and I'll be right back," she said. She kissed me, pressed my hand in hers, and then left.


  I suspected she wouldn't return soon, and she didn't. A couple of hours later, Sophie stopped by again to pick up Jen's bathing suit (she'd been wearing a top and shorts). "She said it was a pink one – oh, here it is," Sophie said rummaging through Jen's luggage.


  "Why'd she send you, is she too busy fucking Tony to come get it herself?"


  Sophie must not have noticed the anger and bitterness in my voice, because she laughed. "I guess so. Tony wasn't supposed to be here, but I guess a week away from your wife's cute butt was too much for him." Then she looked at me and saw the hurt in my face. "Michael, are you okay?" she asked concerned. "You're not okay, are you?" she said as I turned away.


  "I thought you liked this --- lifestyle," she said to my back. "I mean, it surprised me because you always seemed so uptight – no offense – but I thought you liked it. In fact, I thought you were really into it."


  "Maybe I did like it, until she fell in love with him," I blurted out angrily.


  Sophie looked startled, and confused. "Michael, I don't think –"


  I held out my hand to stop her from saying anything more. I didn't want her sympathy. I didn't want to hear her say "Sure she loves Tony, but she still loves you too." After all, she was the one who called him Desirable #1. She was probably happy that Jen was finally with someone she deserved, with someone worthy of a fellow popular. "Please, just leave," I said.


  "Okay, well, then, I guess I'll bring this to Jen," she said hesitantly holding the bikini. I gave her a "whatever" shrug, and opened the mini-bar to start drinking.


  The next morning I was awakened by a soft hand on my cheek. "Hi sleepyhead," Jen said. She kissed my lips. "I'm sorry I didn't get back yesterday. It got complicated."


  "Yeah, I guess love is like that," I said sarcastically, noticing she wore the pink bikini.


  "We need to talk, but not now," she said, and then quickly put a finger on my lips to stop me from replying. "Shhhhhh," she said kissing my lips. She pulled the covers off and took me in her mouth. I'd already been half hard, and I got rigid as soon as I felt her soft tongue on my shaft. She sucked me for a few moments, kneeling on the bed between my legs. She stopped, took off her bottoms – it was no more effort than pulling the strings at each hip – and then straddled me, using her hand to guide me inside her. She felt loose and wet, making it clear Tony had just fucked her, and she'd obviously let him cum inside her. Did she always let him cum inside her now? It surprised me he hadn't knocked her up yet.


  "Go ahead, tell me what you did with him!" I growled, my lust growing despite my hurt and bitterness. "Tell me how much you loved fucking him, how much you loved his big cock stretching your pussy! Go ahead and tell me!"


  "Not this time," Jen said softly, shaking her head, her long blonde hair swaying from side to side. "Just you and me this time, no one else."


  "Why?" I shouted angrily, tearing off her top. "Are you going to deny those are Tony's bite marks on your tits? Are you going to deny those are his hickeys on your neck?" I rolled her over onto her back and pounded her hard. Despite everything, despite my self-loathing, talking about them together got me more excited, and I slammed into her again and again, getting close to my orgasm. "Tell me how he loves kissing you! Tell me how he loves your tits, and how he loves your legs! Tell me! Tell me, damn it, tell me!"


  Jen didn't respond to my rants, but she also knew I was close. "Go ahead and cum inside me," she urged, wrapping her long legs around me.


  "Oh, I get it, you let your boyfriend cum in you, so what the heck, you'll let me do it too," I thought bitterly to myself. "Well forget it, I don't need your sympathy." Just as my orgasm hit, I pulled out, and came on her stomach.


  She looked confused and hurt, and a tear welled in her eye. But I didn't care. "So are you going back to him now?"


  "No, I'm not," she said, wiping away a tear. "But Michael, remember today I've got to go to one of the BBM seminars."


  Yeah, right, how convenient. "Okay, whatever," I said dismissively. Jen hesitated, looking distressed. I was hurting and I didn't care if she saw it.


  She got into the shower and dressed. She looked incredible of course, her hair up with a pretty bow, lipstick making her lips gleam, a thin sundress that ended way above her knees, and Jimmy Choo high heels with two thin straps (one over her pedicured toes and another around her slim ankles) that really showed off her small pretty feet. She saw the scowl on my face, and answered my unspoken suspicion. "Michael, I'm not wearing this for Tony. Remember, the seminar ends at lunch and you and I are going out after to that restaurant in town we saw the other day, I'm wearing this for you.


  I almost believed her until I saw her stuff a bikini in a bag. She saw my look and sighed in frustration. "I have to go to a pool lunch after the seminar, but I'm not going to eat there, and I'll be back right after that, I promise."


  I turned back to the TV, pretending to watch ESPN. "I promise," Jen repeated kissing my cheek, but I didn't bother to respond, having been on the receiving end of too many broken promises from her. I heard her sigh again, and then I heard the click click of her high heels as she walked across the room and left.


  I knew she wouldn't be back, but for some reason I wanted to see for myself. So at lunch I walked over to the main resort building. From one of the restaurants I was able to look over the pool. All the populars were there, and I quickly found Jen. She was easy to spot. Despite everything, I couldn't help noticing how incredible she looked. She'd changed out of the sundress and put on a white bikini that really set off the tan she'd gotten the last few days. The bikini was tiny. The material could have fit in a child's hand. It covered everything, but just barely, giving the impression that at any moment some private part of her would be revealed, which of course meant she attracted the attention of every male eye (and more than a few envious female eyes). I remembered how she had bought it special for this trip, for me, and thought bitterly how she was now wearing it for Tony.


  Of course, Jen and Tony were together, like the happy couple they were. She laid down on a lounge chaise on her stomach, and Tony said something to her. She replied and he laughed, making the people around them laugh. Then he picked up the suntan lotion and squirted some on her back. He rubbed it in, at one point stopping to untie the bottom strap of her top. Jen said something to him, and he laughed again and gave her a slap on her butt. Then Tony rubbed lotion on her legs, and then he moved to her butt, and as he did he bunched the material of her bottoms into her butt crack, so it looked like she was wearing a thong bikini, and he rubbed lotion on her practically naked ass. Jen playfully pushed his hands away and impishly nudged him in the ribs, then got up (taking care to re-tie her top and fix her bottoms), and then walked quickly away, followed closely by Tony. No doubt, they were going back to his room to fuck some more. Jen stopped to talk to Sophie. They probably were giggling over the hard fucking Jen was about to get. Then Jen left, with her boyfriend following close behind. No doubt they'd be fucking within the next 5 minutes, assuming they could wait that long to get back to Tony's room.


  I went back to my room and packed. There was no reason for me to stay. But when I called I found out the next flight wasn't until the morning, so I was stuck here for the evening. Then I remembered Jen talking to Sophie, and realized what they had talked about. Jen had told Sophie to come see me and give me some excuse why she'd be late. Well, fuck that, I didn't need to hear her lies, I'd seen it myself. I took my suitcase and left.


  I went into town and walked around, killing time. Then I went to a bar. It had a view of the ocean, and I stared into it, feeling numb. The sun went down, and the view was so incredible it brought me out of my stupor, if only for a few moments. You know how it is, when something strikes you like that, and you forget where you are, and what's going on in your life? Well, at that moment, I thought how great it would be if Jen was there next to me, because we always liked watching sunsets together, holding hands, sipping wine, just being next to each other, not talking, just comfortable and feeling good in each other's company. Then I snapped out of it, remembered where I was, where Jen was and who she was with, and realized there wouldn't be any more sunsets for us.


  The bartender came by and I guess he saw the tear running down my cheek, and he offered to buy me a free one. He poured it, and I drank, and then I told him the story, everything, from Jen getting the job at BBM and me pretending to be her cousin, all the way to right now, me sitting here in his bar. He was a nice guy, and he let me get it all out, and he patted my shoulder when the tears came, and finally he let me crash for a few hours on the couch in his office. The next morning when I woke up, this kind bartender was there with a cup of coffee, and he drove me to the airport and wished me good luck. I don't know, you meet people sometimes, they're in and out of your life, but he was a friend when I really needed a friend.


  I got to the airport and checked in, and then walked over to the gate. I sat down and closed my eyes, still numb, not wanting to think about what I'd lost, what I was going to do next.


  "You were going to leave without me?" I hear a quivering voice say, and I opened my eyes.


  It was Jen. She was dressed in the sundress from yesterday. "I went back to the room after lunch, just like I promised. But you were gone, and your suitcase was gone. I've been waiting for you here all night."


  "Jen, no more lies, okay?" I said. I was still shocked to see her here, but it was too little, too late. I wasn't going to let her use her charms on me anymore. Sex couldn't cure every problem, life wasn't like that. "Before I left I saw you at the pool, fooling around with Tony. Maybe you did go back to the room, but it was after you fucked him."


  She shook her head. "If you were at the pool, you must have seen me yell at him and walk away from him."


  "No, I saw you let him practically undress you in front of everyone, that's what I saw!" I said angrily.


  "Michael, that's not what happened," she protested, grabbing my arm as I turned away. "Yes, he did do that, and I got so mad at him I punched him. Didn't you see that?"


  "No, I – " I started. But then I replayed the scene at the pool in my mind, and realized that might have been what had happened. "Yeah, well, what about the night before? You spent the night with him, you can't deny that."


  "Michael, I was furious at Tony yesterday for showing up!"


  "Yeah right," I said bitterly. "So furious you let him fuck your brains out. Don't deny it! And you let him cum in you! Then you tried to make yourself feel better by offering me the same thing! How do you think that made me feel?"


  Jen pressed her palms against her eyes in frustration. "Okay, I admit it, we did fuck, and then I was so tired I fell asleep there. But that doesn't mean I wasn't mad at him! If you really want me to say it, I will. I like sex, Michael, it scares me sometimes how much I like it. I can't help myself sometimes. You must realize this by now. Sometimes I think I'm a nymphomaniac, something comes over me, and I can't control myself. So even though I was mad at Tony, I still fucked him."


  I stared at my wife, dumbfounded. I'd been focusing so much on myself, on my own uncontrollable urges, I hadn't realized she might have some of her own. Sure, I knew she liked sex, that was obvious, but I'd never considered she might be an addict for sex, just like I was an addict for seeing her with other men. "You let him cum in you – "


  "I didn't!" she protested, grabbing my hands again. "I didn't let him cum inside me! The only time I let him do that was that very first time, when you watched, and honestly, mostly the reason I let him do it was because you were watching. I admit we did it again right before I woke you up yesterday." Her eyes cast downward, ashamed. "Sometimes I can't stand myself, I'm so ashamed, I can't stand to look in the mirror. I feel like there's something wrong with me. How can I be a mother, and have these urges? I'm scared to death our kids will find out." She looked up at me, tears rolling down her cheeks, and for the first time I noticed her eyes were red. Had she been crying all night? "But you accept me the way I am. You listen to what I do, and you tell me it's okay, and you even like it, so I feel like what I do isn't so terrible, so demented. Yesterday morning, I knew you'd be mad, and I needed you to forgive me, so I wanted you to cum inside me. But then I saw you'd left, your clothes were gone, and I panicked, I had the shakes so bad Sophie had to take me here and stay with me." I looked up and noticed Sophie standing across the room, looking concerned. "Michael, I don't know what I'd do if you left me," she pleaded, crying openly now. "With you I'm a good wife and a good mother, I feel good about myself. Without you I'm not anything, I'm just a slut."


  God, I wanted to believe her. I wanted to wrap her in my arms and comfort her, and make her stop crying, and tell her she was the most wonderful woman in the whole world. But ...


  "You fell in love with him," I whispered, my voice cracking with heartache.


  "I'm so sorry," she sobbed. "I'm so sorry for putting you through all this. But I was confused. In college I was like this, I had these urges. You didn't know, but I was. And then we got married and had kids right away, and the urges went away. I was so happy they were gone, I thought maybe I finally was a normal person. But then they came back, when I started working, going to the happy hours. Remember Darrin? I felt the same way about him, for a little while. Tony was just like Darrin, the feelings just lasted longer. But I'm over him now. Sophie reminded me I was just like this in college. I'd fall head over heels over some guy, but get over it. It's not love, more like how you feel when you go out with someone new and he's the only thing you can think about. But I always get over them, Darrin and Tony and all the other guys. Michael, you're the only man I've never been able to get over. "


  I felt confused. This was a lot to process all at once. "I don't understand, what are you saying?"


  She pressed my hand to her tear-stained cheek. "I'm saying Tony is over. And so is Darrin, and all the other men. I'm not going to hurt you any more, you and the kids are the most important things in my life, I'm not going to risk that anymore."


  "But – these urges you have ..."


  "I can control them," she said defiantly. "I'm not a girl anymore, I'm a 30 year old woman, I can control my body."


  I guess I looked skeptical, because I knew how impossible it was for me to control my own urges.


  "I swear Michael!" she said quickly, seeing the skepticism in my face. "I can control myself! I will!" She pressed my hand against her cheek again. "I just want us to be together, I want it the way it was," she sobbed.


  "To watch sunsets together," I whispered under my breath.


  "What?" she said looking up.


  But I didn't reply. Instead, I took her into my arms, and held tight, not intending to ever let go again.

cover.jpeg
Losing My Wife

Pete Andrews





