
        
            
                
            
        

    
    Making It Work


  
    Ch. 01 - Loving Wives - Mike and Jen work to get beyond the video.
  


  (Author's note: My stories are based or inspired from real life things that have happened between me and my wife Jen. So in all my stories the characters are Mike and Jen and you can think of the stories as alternative universes of our life. This particular universe started with "He Fucked My Girl" and then continued with "All in My Head." This is the third story in this series.)


  *


  Mike and Jen took the next week off, talking, hugging, holding hands, working things out. Mid-week they flew to Seattle. They spoke to people at the West High School and really liked them. They looked for houses and found a cute bungalow overlooking the water with a cozy backyard. They took long walks and bike rides. They loved the big hills and the charming restaurants overlooking the water.


  Johnny gave Jen major heartburn about taking so much time off right in the middle of the Google project. "Mike and I went through major drama last week Johnny, I need some time," she told him. "Allie can cover for a while."


  They got back Saturday night. They spent Sunday as they'd spent the rest of the week, talking and reconnecting, holding hands, trying to get over the last week.


  They didn't make love though. Mike seemed reluctant to do that, which worried Jen.


  Monday, Jen woke up with the sun coming up, with Mike spooning her. She sensed he was awake, so she turned around and kissed him. "Hey you," she said softly. He looked tired. She asked "Are you okay?" He'd talked to Eric (his boss) late into last night.


  "Yeah," he said looking unsure. "I don't know about Seattle. I like it ... but it might be hard to turn down the partnership offer. And we love New York."


  "I'm good either way baby," she assured him. "You know that right?"


  "Yeah," he said. "Thanks."


  They hugged and Jen put her leg over his. She ran her foot over his leg. She'd worn white cotton bobby socks to bed, the ones with delicate lace trim, because she knew they turned Mike on. She'd also worn matching white lacy cotton panties, the kind a co-ed would wear. She wanted to be sexy but not slutty for him.


  He hadn't been interested last night, but she was going to try again. She wanted so bad to make love, to reconnect in the most intimate way possible.


  She ran her toes up and down Mike's calf. She made sure the lace trim ran against his skin. She softly ran her nails down Mike's chest and then cupped his crotched. She felt him get hard.


  She put her arms around him and they kissed. Soon they were making out.


  She pulled away from him just long enough to pull off his old frat t-shirt she slept in. She was relieved when his hands and lips went to her breasts and nipples. "That feels so good," she said encouraging him.


  Jen kissed down his body. His erection tented his boxers. She pulled them off and took him into her mouth. When he was ready she moved up his body. She peeled off her school girl cotton panties and squeezed his hand, putting the lacy material into his hand. She rolled onto her back, pulling him with her, on top of her. She reached down and guided him into her.


  "Make love to me baby," she whispered to him. She held him tight and kissed as he moved back and forth inside her. She wasn't going to let him go, she wanted him to cum inside her. Moments later he did.


  Jen had to go to work. So did Mike. She made breakfast for him. Then in the shower she went down on him until he came in her mouth. As she'd done repeatedly that week, she hugged him tight and told him over and over again how much she loved him and how sorry she was about last week.


  Later at work Scott walked into her office, closing the door behind him.


  "Go away Scott," she told him coldly.


  "Sorry again about the video," he said. She'd screamed at him more than once about it over the phone since Vegas.


  "That was a real asshole move," she told him angrily. She gave him a what-the-fuck glare. "Seriously Scott, what were you thinking?"


  He shrugged. "I was pissed you broke it off with me."


  "Deal with it," she said dismissively. "Since you're here, tell me where you are on Google." Scott reluctantly gave her an update on where he was.


  When he finally left Jen scrunched her eyes closed, calming herself. Why did he have to be so gorgeous?


  Later Allie bopped into her office. "So how's bubble boy?" she asked dropping into the chair.


  "He was really upset Allie," Jen said to her best friend. "He was dealing with major drama at work, and then Scott sends him the video."


  "Was that video hot or what?" Allie said giggling gleefully. Scott had sent it to her too.


  "God Allie don't start," Jen said. "Mike was really upset. He almost left me."


  "Again? Like after Ricky?" Allie shook her head. "What's his problem?" she said. "Does he or doesn't he get turned on with you fucking other guys? Come on, that video was a cuckold's dream!"


  "Don't call him that, okay?" Jen snapped.


  Later Jen nervously approached Johnny's office (her boss). "Mike and I are thinking about moving to Seattle," she told him.


  "You're bailing on me?" he said. "What about Kelloggs and Google?"


  "Allie can take over Kelloggs," she suggested. "She and Scott can work together on Google."


  Johnny shook his head. "Allie might be able to handle Kelloggs, but no way can they bag Google without you. You can't do this to me Jen, I put my neck out for you. You've got to finish Google. Listen, you can work remote from Seattle if you need to."


  Jen sighed back in her office. She knew Mike wouldn't be happy if she kept working closely with Scott.


  That night Mike said the partners were going all out to convince him to stay. "Have you decided?" she asked.


  "Not yet," he said. "I feel like we need a change, but the partners are giving me the major hard sell."


  "I'm good either way," she said hugging him. She hoped, though, he decided to stay. She liked the excitement of New York City. Seattle was okay, but nothing like NYC. But she'd go with Mike's decision whatever it was. He was her husband after all.


  "Um ... Johnny is giving me a major guilt trip," Jen said. "He asked me to stay until we do the Google pitch." She quickly added, "But he said it would be okay to work remote from Seattle."


  "Okay," Mike said tentatively. "You're still working with Scott?"


  "Yeah," Jen said hesitantly. "I mean, he's on my team."


  She saw a cloud pass over her husband's face. "I broke it off with him baby," she said hugging him. "You believe me, right?"


  "Yeah," he said. "I guess he's still your bud though?"


  "No, not after he did that video and said those things to you," she told him.


  The next morning on the way to work, Jen stopped at a Starbucks for a skinny latte. A good looking guy flirted with her in line. He leaned close to her and said "You've got great legs."


  She smiled politely. "Thanks, my husband thinks so too," she said using her standard brush off line.


  Later Scott came into her office. He closed the door behind him.


  "Open the door Scott," she said.


  He gave her a grin. "Why Jen? Scared to be alone with me?"


  "Scott, open the door," she insisted glaring at him.


  He moved behind her and put his hands on her shoulders, massaging her. "You're stressed," he said.


  "Go away Scott," she said pushing his hands away.


  "Come on, we're still friends, right?" he said massaging her again.


  "Not since you sent that video to Mike," she said pushing his hands away again. She gave him a WTF look. "And saying those things to him?"


  "I said I'm sorry," he said pouring on the charm. "Look, I understand Mike, I get what he's into. I'm the bull in his fantasy. I was just role playing. Jen, you've got to believe me, I thought he'd get off on the video."


  Scott's hands moved from massaging her shoulders to caressing her neck and behind her ears, really sensitive spots for her. Jen felt her nipples harden. She pulled away from his hands and stood up. "Yeah right Scott," she said sarcastically. "Can you leave please? I've got a lot of work to do."


  Scott saw her hard nipples denting her blouse and smiled a knowing grin, but he left. Jen sat down and gripped the arms of her chair. "Get control of yourself," she scolded herself.


  Mike was hard to figure out sometimes. A big part of what he got out of seeing her with other men was the angst and hurt. He often said jealousy increased his excitement.


  She didn't really understand why Mike felt so threatened by Scott (okay, before the video). To her, Scott was a nice guy, talented at marketing, gorgeous with a great body and freaking amazing in bed. They had stuff in common and she liked hanging with him. She half believed him about the video (but it was still a shit move). She wasn't in love with him. He was a FWB, a fuck buddy she enjoyed hanging with.


  But Mike was too threatened by Scott. That was why she broke it off with him, because her with Scott upset Mike too much, into bad upset territory.


  Later that night at home Mike said, "Baby, I feel like an ass about this Seattle thing. It's not fair to you. You've worked as hard as me in your career."


  "Honey, I'm okay with moving to Seattle," she said reassuringly. "I can get a job anywhere."


  "Yeah, but New York City is the place to be for marketing," Mike said. "So let's forget about Seattle okay?"


  Jen smiled beaming at her husband. "You're such a great guy," she gushed. Despite all she'd done to him he still put her first. "Does that mean you're taking the partner offer?"


  "I'm not sure," he said shrugging. "I'm thinking of getting a teaching gig here in the city. Would you be okay with that?"


  "Absolutely baby, I'm good with whatever you decide," she said affectionately running her hand through his hair.


  Later in bed she was on top, riding him. On top was her favorite position with Mike because she could better control how he rubbed against her. He wasn't that big, but she always liked feeling him inside her.


  Now though it wasn't about love, it was about lust. She needed an orgasm, needed the release, especially after that afternoon with Scott. She pressed against him so his cock rubbed against her clit. She was getting close, if he could just keep from cumming a little while longer.


  Then she felt Mike's cock twitch and she knew he was cumming. No not yet, she whimpered to herself, but she didn't say that. Instead she forced herself to moan and she cried "I'm cumming!"


  A little later she snuggled into him, his arm around her. "That was really good, you're amazing," he gushed.


  "You're freaking amazing too mister," she said back. It wasn't the first time she'd faked an orgasm with Mike, and it wouldn't be the last. All girls faked it sometimes. It was just something you did to make your man feel good.


  A little later Mike's breathing became regular. She looked at her husband's face. Deciding he was asleep, she turned onto her back and reached a hand into her panties. She closed her eyes and rubbed herself. She fantasized about Scott, from that afternoon. In her fantasy, Scott roughly bent her over the desk. He lifted her skirt and then rammed his big thick cock into her pussy, taking her bareback because it felt better that way. He yanked hard on her hair as he rammed her, licking up and down her neck. Just as he came he pulled out, twisted her around and shot his jizz all over her face and into her hair.


  Jen barely suppressed a moan "yeah Scott" as she came, her body arching and her toes curling. After recovering she realized what she'd almost said and closely studied Mike's face. She was relieved to see he was still asleep. She turned to her side and backed into him so their bodies touched. She silently chastised herself. "How stupid can you be!" she scolded herself.


  The next day at work Jen told Johnny they weren't moving to Seattle. He was clearly relieved.


  Allie bopped in and insisted they go to lunch. They went to a trendy restaurant down from their office.


  "I'm glad bubble boy got real about Seattle," Allie said. "I bet you're relieved."


  "I would have gone," Jen said.


  "You would have hated it," Allie insisted.


  Jen shrugged.


  "So you're really cutting Scott off?" Allie asked.


  "Allie, really?" Jen said with a scowl. "After the video? After Mike almost bolted? You're really asking me that?"


  "Jen, admit it, Vegas was so hot!" Allie said gleefully. She added in a delightful whisper, "We haven't shared a guy since college!"


  Jen couldn't help giggling at the memory. She got embarrassed and covered her face with her hands. "I can't believe we did that!"


  "We should do it again," Allie urged her. "We'll tell Scott to lose the camera this time."


  "No Allie," Jen said, shaking her head but still laughing.


  "Come on Jen," Allie insisted. "Invite Mike. He can watch. That's what he's into, right?"


  "Allie just stop," Jen said.


  Allie smiled, an evil mischievous glint in her eye. "How did bubble boy like seeing me in the video? Did he say anything about my big tits? He always looks at them you know."


  "Fuck off okay Allie?" Jen said angrily kicking Allie under the table.


  Allie laughed. Then she teased, "Think about a repeat with me and Scott, Jen ... it'd be so hot. I'll even let Mike fuck me."


  "Fuck you Allie!" Jen hissed angrily.


  "I'm just joking!" Allie said laughing hilariously.


  Later Scott came into her office. He was looking gorgeous and charming as usual.


  "What do you want Scott?" she asked tersely.


  "Jen, come on, I've apologized about the video, and we have to work together on Google. You can't keep giving me this attitude."


  Jen took a deep breath. "Okay, you're right, I'm sorry," she said in a more normal voice. "Let's start over. What's going on?"


  They talked about his tasks on Google. They moved to the sofa to spread out some drawings. As they finished up, he put his hand on her knee. "So you're serious, it's over?" he asked.


  She took his hand off her knee. "Yes Scott it's over," she said, but this time without anger. "I'm married, you know?"


  "I thought Mike was into it," he said. Then he quickly added, "Not counting the video, okay, that was a dumb shit move. But I thought he was into everything else."


  "No, not anymore," she said shaking her head.


  "So he gets to decide when it ends?" Scott said sharply. "It's all up to him?"


  Jen shrugged. "He's my husband," she said.


  "If you weren't married ..."


  "Scott, don't go there okay?" Jen said.


  They paused. Then Scott said, "It's just ... I like hanging with you. Are you saying we can't hang together anymore?"


  Jen shook her head. "That wouldn't be a good idea," she said.


  "That sucks Jen," he said frustrated. "There's a real connection between us. I know you feel it too. You've got to give me something. You can't just cut me off like I never happened."


  "Scott ..."


  "We're so good together!" he said.


  "Stop Scott ..."


  And then Scott's lips were on hers, his tongue in her mouth. Jen pushed against him but he was persistent, and soon she was kissing him back. He kissed along her neck and moved his hand between them, cupping and fondling her breast. When he rubbed her nipple through her blouse and bra she moaned into his mouth. It felt so good.


  Then she felt his hand on her leg, moving under her skirt. She felt his hand moving up her thigh, over her stocking tops. She felt his hand on her bare skin, caressing her there, her ultra-sensitive inner thigh. She found herself parting her legs.


  Then his hand moved up more. She felt his hand cupping her mound. He tugged at her panties, pulling them to her knees. She heard him opening his zipper ...


  "Scott, stop!" she cried, pulling away from him and standing up. They were both panting. "You need to leave, now," she said pulling her panties up.


  "You want me as much as I want you," he insisted.


  "Leave Scott," she said pushing down her skirt.


  "Fuck Jen, you're soaking wet, I felt you!"


  "Leave!" she hissed angrily.


  He shook his head and frowned at her. He pulled up his zipper and left.


  Jen smoothed her blouse and skirt. "Get control of yourself!" she scolded herself.


  The problem was, she was still physically attracted to him. It wasn't too long ago they'd still been fucking. It was hard to turn off her body and desires just like that.


  But it was over now. For her marriage, it had to be over. For Mike, it had to be over. She willed herself to ignore the longing in her pussy.


  A little later her mom called. "Jenny is everything alright with you and Mike?"


  "Yes, everything's fine, why are you asking?" Jen said.


  "Sam's mother told me Mike moved out," she said. Then she added judgmentally, "What did you do to him Jenny?"


  "Shit, this is the last thing I need," Jen thought to herself. To her mother, she was a fuck up and Mike was her knight in shining armor. Which he probably was, but she wished her mom would not always think the worse of her.


  "Mom, everything's fine, okay? Mike and I are perfectly fine. He was just going through some drama at work," Jen said.


  They talked some more, and then Jen said "How's dad mom?"


  "He's the same," she said, sounding sad and resigned.


  "Okay, well ... do you need anything?" Jen said. "Do you want to visit us for a while?"


  "No ... I'll let you know if I need anything."


  Jen loved her dad. He was her dad after all. But he was a real shit. He'd always been a handsome, charming man, and he was even more so now in his fifties. Growing up, her girlfriends always had crushes on him, and everyone liked him. He was charming and outgoing and had a way of making you feel like you were the most important person in the world.


  But he also had a hard time keeping his pants zipped up. He had affairs all the time, even now. Her parents had separated multiple times, but her mom always came back because she couldn't resist him. But now, in her fifties, as he continued to sleep around, she was always sad and hurt, and humiliated because by now everyone knew her husband fucked around behind her back.


  Later that night Mike asked "Does Scott still hit on you?"


  Jen turned off the TV and looked at her husband. "Yeah," she admitted.


  They were silent for a while. Then Mike said "I watched the video again today."


  Jen turned on the sofa to look at him, one leg under her. "You did?" she said.


  He looked sheepish. "Parts of it were hot," he admitted.


  "What, of me and Allie?" she giggled.


  "That was definitely hot!" he said laughing. "Have you ever done that before?"


  "With Allie? Or with any girl?" Jen said with a giggle. "No and no." Then she looked kind of embarrassed. "We've shared guys before though." She quickly added "Before I met you."


  Mike raised an interested eyebrow. "Who were the lucky guys?"


  Jen blushed at the memory. "Once she talked me into a threesome with her boyfriend. Then she talked me into a threesome with a boy I was dating." She giggled. "She had the hots for him."


  "Colin?" Mike asked.


  "No," Jen said immediately. Thank god they'd never done that, Mike would really be upset. There was history there. "This was after Colin but before you."


  "You didn't mind?"


  "He wasn't you," she said smiling.


  Mike smiled back, but his mind was still on the threesomes. "Has Allie ever talked about me?" he asked.


  Jen straddled his lap. "You're bubble boy, remember?" she said. Then she frowned at him. "Why, are you saying you want a threesome with Allie?"


  "No, I'm just curious," Mike quickly said.


  Jen gave him a crooked grin. "That's good, because you know what happens to this," she said squeezing his crotch. He laughed.


  "Would you like to watch me with another girl sometime?" she whispered into his ear, her squeeze turning into a soft stroke of his crotch.


  "You'd do that?" Mike asked excitedly.


  "Maybe," she said. "It wasn't terrible. But not Allie, that would be too weird. And you'd just watch, got that?"


  "Okay," Mike said laughing. "When?"


  "I don't know!" Jen said with a nervous laugh.


  Then she eyed him with a crooked grin. "Did you like seeing Allie's breasts?" she asked. "And if you say no I'll know you're lying."


  "Okay, then yes," Mike said with a laugh.


  "Wrong answer!" she growled, again squeezing Mike's cock, this time harder.


  "Hey!" Mike laughed. Then they kissed and made out.


  When they broke apart Mike ran his fingers over Jen's breasts, over her blouse. He unbuttoned the blouse and Jen pulled it off, shaking out her hair. He ran his fingers again over her breasts, this time over her bra. "Do you really wish your breasts were bigger, so Scott could fuck them?" he asked referring to what she'd said on the video.


  She reached behind herself and unsnapped the bra, and then she took it off and threw it onto the floor. "These are yours baby," she said bringing his hands up to cup her small perfect breasts.


  "Yeah, but I'm saying ... if you had big tits, you'd want Scott to fuck them, not me."


  "No, I'd want you," she said kissing him.


  "But you'd want Scott too."


  "I broke it off with him."


  "But if you hadn't, if you were still hooking up with him ..."


  "Then I guess," she admitted.


  "If you had the choice, you'd want him to fuck your tits, not me."


  She kissed Mike's face, his cheeks, his lips. "Are we playing the game baby?"


  "Yeah."


  She kissed Mike again. "Are you sure?"


  "Yeah."


  "Then yeah, I'd rather Scott fuck my tits," she admitted.


  "Why?"


  "Because his cock is so big, and I'd want to see what that feels like," Jen said. She checked Mike's face. She saw mostly excitement but a little hurt too. She kissed his lips again. "I'm sorry."


  "That's okay."


  "Good upset?"


  "Yeah."


  "Am I terrible?" Jen asked, her head on Mike's shoulder. "Sometimes I think I'm a nympho. I can't control myself."


  "Like how you let Scott fuck you without a condom and cum inside you?"


  Jen stiffened, afraid Mike was getting angry. But he was gently stroking her back, and there'd been no anger or hurt in his voice.


  "I guess so," she admitted.


  "Do you think I'm a jerk?" he asked. "I wanna see you with other guys, then I get upset."


  "No," she said kissing him. "You're entitled."


  "I mean -- even after the video -- I still get excited thinking about you with other guys."


  "I know," Jen said kissing him. "That's okay."


  "Did you get wet when Scott hit on you today?" Mike asked.


  When Jen didn't answer, he said "Did you?"


  "Yeah," she finally admitted.


  A long silence. Then Mike said "I was thinking —"


  "Wait," Jen said interrupting him. She got off him and pulled off her skirt and panties, leaving her in just stockings and heels. Mike stared at her tiny bush that was growing back.


  Jen saw him staring. "What do you think?" she asked softly.


  "Sexy," Mike said.


  She ran her finger through the silky fuzz. "Still blonde," she said with a relieved giggle.


  "What would you have done if it came back darker?" he asked.


  "Probably colored it blonde," she joked.


  "Really?" he said not picking up on her joking tone.


  "My hair's not always gonna be this blonde you know," she said with a laugh.


  "It won't?" he said running his fingers though Jen's long silky blonde locks.


  "My god you don't know anything do you?" she said with another laugh, affectionately pushing against his chest. She straddled his legs and they made out.


  They broke away both panting. Mike's eyes returned to the blonde fuzz above Jen's pussy. He fingered the soft strands. "What were you thinking when you let him shave it off?" he asked.


  Jen didn't answer. Instead she kissed his lips and cheeks.


  "You can tell me, I won't get upset," he said.


  "You won't?" she said still kissing him.


  "I wanna know," he said.


  "I guess I wasn't thinking anything," she admitted. "I guess I just wanted him to fuck me." She looked embarrassed and anxious. "Terrible, huh?"


  "I think you're the best," Mike said. He gave her an assuring, lustful kiss. "I think it's sexy how you love sex so much."


  She smiled at him but still looked embarrassed.


  Mike looked down. He ran his finger through the fuzz again. "This is kinda hot," he admitted.


  She grinned. "Want me to shave it back off?"


  "Maybe."


  "Okay, just let me know," she said.


  Jen undressed Mike. Then he sat back down on the sofa, and she straddled his legs again. He was hard and his cock pressed against her pussy, but he didn't enter her. They hugged each other that way.


  "Are you cold?" Mike asked.


  "A little."


  Mike reached for a throw blanket and put it around her.


  "You were about to say something before," Jen said kissing his cheek.


  "Just ... I wish we could figure out how to make the game work."


  "I don't think we should play the game anymore," she said. "Not with other people."


  "Do you really think that's possible? I don't want things to build up inside you, and then you cheat on me. I'd rather we do it together."


  She pulled away and frowned. "You DO think I'm a slut, don't you?"


  "Jen, no, I don't think you're a slut!" he assured her. "I think you're a goddess!"


  She eyed him for a long moment. "A goddess huh?" she finally said, frowning at him. She got off him and kicked off her heels, then pulled off her stockings. Then she lay on the floor, on her stomach. "Come rub your goddess's back," she said.


  Mike smiled and straddled Jen's butt and rubbed her shoulders and back. He reached for some oil. He poured some in his hands to warm it, then continued to rub her back. After years together he knew where she liked touched, exactly how much pressure to use. She moaned under his touch, and that made him feel good.


  As he rubbed her he said, "I totally understand what it's like to lose control. I'm worse than you. You wouldn't believe what goes through my head."


  "I think I have an idea," she said with a giggle.


  "We're a dangerous combination," Mike said.


  "Yeah," Jen agreed.


  He got off her and lay beside her on the shag rug, on his side so he could caress her. He caressed down her back, along her sides (touching her breasts), and then her ass. He sensed her breathing quickening. He lightly ran his fingers between her ass cheeks and felt her pussy. She was wet.


  "I guess what I'm saying is, it would be okay with me if you hooked up with someone. Just not Scott okay? Not someone you work with and see all the time."


  As he spoke Mike continued to caress between Jen's ass cheeks, his fingertips lightly running from her pussy to her asshole.


  "That feels good," she sighed.


  "What do you think?" he asked.


  "I don't know," she said. "I'm not sure it's a good idea." She turned around and reached for him. He got on top of her. "You don't have to worry about Scott though," she assured him. "He's an ass. It's completely over with him."


  "It WAS over too," Jen said to herself, like a solemn oath. "It was!"


  She gave her husband a teasing smile. "Come here and fuck your goddess," she said reaching between their bodies and guiding him into her.


  "You like me calling you that," he said smiling.


  "I think I do," she agreed smiling back at him. And then they made love.


  The next morning Mike left early for work. Jen got ready for work, putting on jeans and flats. She looked at her calendar as she ate a light breakfast. It reminded her she had an appointment with Tom that morning, a storyboard artist she used to help with video mockups. She thought about it, and then impulsively changed out of the jeans and put on a short skirt, hose and heels.


  She took the subway to Tom's studio. The train was crowded as she entered. A guy looked her up and down and immediately stood up, offering her his seat. Jen smiled thanks and sat down. Then she saw a pregnant woman standing and stood. It looked like the pregnant woman had been standing for a while. "Sorry," Jen said to her.


  "That's okay," the pregnant woman said as she gratefully sat in Jen's seat.


  Seeing the pretty leggy Jen standing, two guys stood and offered their seats. Jen looked around to make sure there wasn't anyone there who needed to sit. Then she sat down, picking the seat next to the pregnant woman. "Sorry again," Jen whispered to the pregnant woman.


  "That's okay," the pregnant woman said. She added with a giggle. "Use it while you got it." They shared a laugh.


  Tom's studio was clean but cluttered. It was actually the top floor of his home that he shared with his wife Adria and toddler son Tom Jr.


  Jen sat next to Tom as he went through a series of storyboards, a mock-up of a Google ad. She made some suggestions and they talked about some changes. Jen had her right leg crossed over her left knee, and with her short skirt she knew she was showing a lot of leg. She sensed Tom glancing at her legs as they worked but pretended not to notice.


  Jen had known Tom for a couple of years, almost since moving to New York City. He was a talented artist and she often hired him for her projects. He was definitely cute and they had a mild flirtation going on.


  Tom Jr. scrambled into the room. Jen laughed and bounced the toddler on her knee, and they played while Tom grinned. Tom Jr. grabbed some of the storyboards and messed them up. No harm was done, and both adults laughed.


  Then Adria ran into the room. She slapped Tom Jr. on the butt and chastised Tom for spoiling the boy. This started an argument. Jen felt awkward being caught in the middle of it.


  Adria apologized to Jen and the two girls shared a few moments of polite conversation. Jen didn't know Adria well. She seemed nice, but it seemed like she and Tom were always arguing.


  "Sorry about that," Tom said.


  "No worries," Jen said, but she still felt awkward. She left soon after that.


  The next day Jen had lunch with Allie. "Mike gave his okay for you to fuck other guys again?" Allie said surprised.


  "Will you keep your voice down!" Jen whispered, nervously looking around the restaurant to see if anyone had heard.


  "Let's do it with Scott again!" Allie said eagerly.


  "Are you crazy?!" Jen cried. "If Mike found out my marriage would be over."


  "So he never finds out," Allie said. "It's not like you haven't cheated before."


  Jen glared at Allie. "That was one time and you know it," she said in hushed tones. After graduation she and Mike moved in together in their apartment in SoHo. They were deliriously happy together, young and in love in an exciting city. She got hit on all the time (so did Allie for that matter). One time she and Allie went for drinks. Mike was out of town, so Jen drank more than she should have. A really cute guy hit on her and was persistent about it, and she ended up going home with him, a one-night stand. She felt terribly guilty afterwards, although she'd be lying if she said she hadn't enjoyed it. The guy had been an Adonis.


  "Calm down," Allie said. "I'm just saying it wouldn't be the first time."


  "I'm not cheating on Mike," Jen said, her tone final. "If you want Scott so much then take him, he's yours."


  "You don't think I haven't already?" Allie said with a Cheshire cat smile.


  "Then why do you want me?" Jen said exasperated.


  Allie shrugged. "Mostly because Scott wants to. And Vegas was fun."


  "It was fun," Jen agreed. "But it's a freaking bad idea, so stop asking okay? Anyway, I think our game playing is over. It was only two weeks ago he almost left me."


  Later Jen guiltily thought about her one-night stand. It'd been the only time she'd cheated on Mike (and not told him about it), but there'd been other times she'd been tempted. She wondered if Mike was right, that she needed the game or she'd eventually cheat again.


  Before Mike she'd been with -- well, more than a few guys. She was blonde, pretty, bubbly and popular so she never had a shortage of suitors. She'd never told Mike exactly how many. Whenever he asked she'd tease and say something like, "more than Emma Watson -- I hope." One reason she liked Allie so much is she was even more "worldy" than her.


  One of her biggest fears was Mike would start thinking she was a slut. She liked the way he treated her like a princess. Like a goddess even. Men like Ricky and Scott certainly didn't treat her that way. They fucked her brains out, but didn't adore her like Mike, didn't see pass her looks to what was inside. She might be the pussy of the moment for them, but eventually they'd move on. She was smart enough to know that. She adored Mike too, he was her soul mate, although she knew sometimes her actions didn't show that.


  Across town, Eric was frustrated with Mike. "Mike, why haven't you accepted the partnership offer yet?"


  Mike shrugged. "Eric, this is a high stress job. Jen's job is high stress. I'm thinking about getting out of the fast track, for the good of my marriage."


  "Mike, you're crazy," Eric jeered. "Jen's a pretty girl. She's sophisticated, a marketing super-star. Do you think she'll be happy with a high school teacher? Sorry to bust your balls but you know I'm right."


  They talked some more. Finally Mike said, "Okay Eric, you're right. Okay, I accept the offer."


  Eric had put his finger on exactly what'd been worrying Mike. Jen was so pretty, so sexy, so smart, so wonderful, a lot of guys would trade places with him in a second. There would be more Rickys and Scotts in the future. They didn't want just her body, they wanted her. He needed this job to compete with them.


  The next week Allie popped into Jen's office. "You're coming to happy hour right?" she said.


  "I don't know," Jen said. "This isn't a good time for me to go out without Mike."


  "So bring him," Allie said. She added with a teasing grin, "We won't go to karaoke if that'll make him feel better."


  "Fuck you Allie," Jen said.


  Allie laughed. "You're going right?"


  "I'll think about it," Jen said. She'd like to go to happy hour. She was a social butterfly and she liked to interact with people, that was how her brain was wired. She called Mike, "Hi baby. There's a happy hour tonight. Wanna go?"


  Mike hesitated only a moment. "Absolutely, that sounds fun," he said. He was lukewarm to the idea, but he knew she liked to socialize, and he'd rather be with her than home alone.


  Jen arrived at happy hour before Mike. She avoided Scott. She still enjoyed his company, but she'd gotten over her infatuation of him. She remained physically attracted to him, but the emotional connection was broken.


  Scott tried a few times to bring her into the circle of people he was holding court for. But she sidestepped him and kept to other people. She didn't want Mike to arrive and see her talking to him.


  She went to Mike as soon as he arrived. She kissed and hugged him. He was naturally reserved and quiet, but she held his hand as she socialized and made sure to include him in conversations.


  To everyone's surprise, Mr. Winters showed up at the happy hour. He was one of the most senior and powerful partners at the marketing firm. Jen rarely saw him, much less talked to him. So she was stunned when he approached her. "Hello Ms. Andrews, congratulations on Kelloggs."


  "Thank you sir," Jen said. Her head spun. She hadn't thought Mr. Winters even knew her name.


  "I understand you're leading our Google effort," he said with an encouraging smile. "Keep up the good work, we're counting on you."


  "Yes sir, I will," she said, shocked at getting a pep talk from him.


  Then Mr. Winters turned his attention to Mike. "You must be Mike Andrews," Mr. Winters said smiling. He offered his hand. "I'm Josh Winters. I've heard amazing things about your Sapphire fund. Very impressive. Any possibility you have room for another investor?"


  Mike shook Mr. Winters' hand. "The fund is closed Mr. Winters, but I'm sure I can get you in."


  Mr. Winters smiled and squeezed Mike's arm. "Mike my boy, call me Josh."


  Mr. Winters left with big smiles and handshakes all around. On her tiptoes, Jen whispered into Mike's ear, "Do you know how hot I am for you right now?"


  Scott fumed seeing Mike get so much attention. He was a self-confirmed bachelor, a ladies man, a player. Still, he liked Jen a lot. A LOT. He didn't get what a knockout like Jen saw in the small-dicked geek.


  Scott smiled inside. He knew Jen still had the hots for him. He'd get into her pants again, and when he did he'd make sure Mike knew about it. If that fucked up their marriage so much the better, then he'd have the pretty blonde all to himself.


  Leaving the bar, Jen hugged Mike. "Do you know how freaking amazing you are?" she gushed. "You're so getting some when we get home."


  Mike pulled Jen into a side alley and kissed her. "I have to wait until we get home?" he said kissing her again.


  "You wanna do me here?" she giggled, running her leg up Mike's calf.


  "Maybe not me," he said lust in his eyes.


  Jen smiled mischievously. "Oh does someone wanna play?" she teased.


  "Yessss!" he said excitedly. He kissed her again.


  "Details please!" Jen said giggling.


  "That bar over there," Mike said, picking out an ultra-trendy club that also had a reputation as a major meat market.


  Jen gave Mike a sly smile. Why not? He'd earned it. She had major concerns about playing the game with other people, but letting him watch her flirt with some guys was harmless.


  "I go in first, and you follow, right?" Jen said. They'd done this before.


  "Yeah, I'll be watching," Mike said excitedly. He rubbed her back over her bra strap. "Take this off."


  "You are SO bad," Jen playfully chastised.


  Jen gave Mike a kiss, then she walked across the street to the bar. There was a long line, but the bouncer saw how good looking she was and waved her in. With both a sigh and a smile, she went into the ladies room and took off her bra. Luckily she'd worn a dark top so it didn't show.


  Mike waited 15 minutes, then he approached the bouncer. At first the bouncer frowned, but then he smiled when Mike handed him a $100 bill. There were jeers and hisses but the bouncer let Mike in.


  Jen sat at the bar. She was in her element. She was young and blonde. She knew she was pretty. And she knew how to flirt and tease. Having Mike there made her a little nervous. It was good and bad. Nervous to be on stage, but comforting he was watching after her.


  A few guys hit on her. They were all good looking, but she picked a guy a little older than her. His name was Darren. He was handsome, tall, and broad shouldered. And very black. He had a British accent, which she found surprising and charming too. She wasn't into black guys really, but she wanted to make tonight extra special for Mike, as in their pillow talk he often fantasized about her and black men.


  She let Darren buy her a drink, and then another. She'd had a couple at the happy hour, so she was definitely getting tipsy. He asked her to dance. She wasn't careful getting off the stool (on purpose) and her skirt hiked up flashing the lace of her stocking tops. She quickly smoothed her skirt, but Darren had gotten a good look.


  She let him hold her hand as they walked to the dance floor. They danced a few fast songs. She loved to dance and he was a good dancer. She was having a good time.


  A slow song started. He gave her an inquisitive smile. She smiled back and moved into his arms. They danced with her arms around his neck and his arms around her back.


  They returned to their stools. She demurely held down her skirt as she sat down, so as to not flash him again. But when he put his hand on her knee she let him keep it there. Emboldened, he caressed her knee, moving up her thigh. She stopped him when he tried to get under her skirt, but still she didn't make him take his hand away.


  She looked into his eyes as he spoke. She laughed at his jokes. She squeezed his hand and arm encouraging him to tell her more.


  "Let's get out of here," he said.


  "Um, wait," Jen said. She looked at her phone pretending to read a text. But really she was calling Mike. This way he could listen. "I'm sorry, what?"


  Darren smiled and caressed her knee. "Let's go to my place," he said.


  She gave him an apologetic smile. "I can't, I'm married," she said holding up her left hand to show him her wedding ring.


  "Where is he?" Darren asked.


  "Traveling for work."


  "He never needs to know," Darren said still caressing her thigh.


  "I don't think that makes it right," Jen said laughing.


  "Why are you here then?"


  "He's traveling," Jen said with another short laugh.


  Darren caressed her back, where her bra strap would've been if she hadn't taken it off. He smiled and she blushed. His message was clear. A married girl doesn't go braless to a meat market if she wasn't looking to be picked up.


  He moved his hand to her thigh again. She stopped his hand as he tried again to get under her skirt. "Don't," she said.


  "Come to my place," Darren insisted. "He'll never know."


  Jen looked down, tempted but unsure.


  "Hey sexy," he said. She looked at him. He leaned in and kissed her.


  "I can't," she said breaking away after a few moments.


  He kissed her again. This time she kissed him back. They made out. When they broke away Jen was panting. So was Darren.


  "God you're beautiful," he gushed looking at her.


  "I can't," Jen insisted.


  Just then her phone buzzed. She read the text from Mike: "Bring him to our place," the text said.


  Jen put the phone into her purse. "That's him, he'll be home soon. I have to go."


  "Give me your number," Darren said.


  Jen shook her head. Then she reconsidered. "Give me your card," she said. She took his card and left.


  "Why didn't you fuck him?" Mike asked at home. They were in bed, still clothed, Mike caressing his wife.


  "Didn't want to make it easy for him," Jen teased, her eyes closed, enjoying her husband's caresses.


  "I didn't know you were into black guys."


  "You know me, I like new experiences," Jen said.


  "It was so hot seeing him kiss you!" Mike said excitedly.


  "He can really kiss too."


  "You'll call him?" Mike asked excitedly.


  "Is that what you want?" Jen teased. "A big black man fucking your pretty white wife?"


  "God Jen," Mike moaned.


  "He felt so big Mike," she said. She unzipped Mike's pants and took out his hard cock, stroking him. "He'd stretch me so much I wouldn't be able to feel you after."


  "Jen ....." Mike moaned his head rolling back.


  "It doesn't matter though," she teased said stroking Mike faster. "You're so small I can't ever feel you inside me. Do you know you've never made me cum? I always fake it with you."


  "Oh god Jen!" Mike cried and he came all over his wife's hand.


  Later as they spooned in bed, Jen said "You know I made all that up."


  "Not all of it," Mike said.


  "Most of it," Jen giggled.


  "But you want to fuck him right? That was true."


  "We'll see," Jen said teasingly.


  The next morning Mike left early for work. Jen masturbated in bed, and then again in the shower. Darren had really turned her on.


  She'd been tempted to fuck Darren -- Mike wanted her to -- but she was unsure about the game. They'd played twice and both times almost broke up. She knew what the problem was. She had a hard time controlling herself once she got involved with a guy she liked. If she was into a guy, like she'd been with Ricky and Scott, she could lose herself in him, become infatuated with him. Mike got excited by that to a point. But she always crossed the line and ended up hurting him.


  Later that week Mike said "Have you thought about calling Darren?"


  "You've got a one track mind," Jen said laughing. She changed the subject, not wanting to talk about Darren or any other man except her husband. She was tempted but scared.


  The next morning Allie popped into her office and closed the door. "God I can barely walk," Allie said. "Scott fucks like a god."


  "Allie, really?" Jen said, not wanting to hear this.


  "Jelly?" Allie said with a mischievous smile.


  "Go away," Jen said. She pretended to go back to work but was definitely distracted.


  In the afternoon Jen took her notes and computer and went to Starbucks. She needed caffeine and a change of scenery.


  She was absorbed in her computer and a skinny caramel latte when Scott sat down next to her. "Surfing porn?" he said grinning.


  "Go away Scott," she said.


  "Go to my Facebook page, I've posted new pictures," he said. "From my buddy's bachelor party."


  She rolled her eyes.


  "Seriously, go to my Facebook page."


  "Really Scott?" Jen derided him. "Facebook is so five minutes ago." She tried to keep a straight face but they broke out laughing.


  "Okay bitch, then go to my Instagram page," he said still laughing. "So what are you working on?"


  Jen showed him the Google spreadsheet she was working on. He had to move close to see her computer screen. He made some suggestions and soon it was like before, laughing and joking around as they worked.


  After working for a while, Scott convinced Jen to go to his Facebook page. They laughed looking at more pictures of his friend's bachelor party weekend in Vegas.


  "I really miss hanging with you," he said.


  "Don't start," she said.


  "Come on give me something. Admit you miss me a little, I'm dying here," he said giving her his most charming boyish smile.


  "Whatever Scott," Jen said with a laugh.


  "Why can't we be friends?" he asked.


  "You know why."


  "Come on, we have so much in common, we like hanging out ..."


  "No Scott."


  He shook his head frustrated. Jen's legs were crossed on the sofa and her skirt had inadvertently hiked up a little as they'd worked. She was showing a lot of leg.


  "God you have the greatest legs," he said admiringly.


  "THAT's why we can't be friends," she said with a laugh, pulling her skirt down.


  He put his hand on her knee. "I'll never feel these beauties wrapped around my waist again?" he asked giving her a lecherous smile.


  "Nope," she said laughing again, pushing his hand away. She looked around. "Can you like keep your voice down?"


  "Why do I need to keep my voice down, do you have something in mind?" he teased, caressing her thigh again.


  "Don't you ever stop?" she said with another laugh, pushing his hand away again.


  "God you're beautiful," he admired, stroking her neck.


  "Stop," she said pulling away.


  He caressed her again, running his fingertips along her neck and behind her ear. "I know where your buttons are," he said with a smile, lustfully watching her nipples getting hard in her blouse.


  She closed her computer and hugged it against her chest. She got up her expression serious. "It's over Scott," she said curtly. "If you can't deal with that, you need to transfer off my team."


  Jen left the Starbucks. Scott watched her leave. He smiled. He knew he'd get her eventually.


  Instead of going back to work, Jen called her assistant and said she had an outside appointment, then she went home.


  At home she felt flushed. Even though it was only mid-afternoon she poured herself a glass of wine and gulped it down. She kicked off her heels as she walked into the bedroom. She crawled into bed.


  For a moment she put her arm over her eyes. Not able to resist further, she reached down and tugged her skirt up around her waist. With one arm still covering her eyes, she reached her other hand into her panties.


  She was soaking. She ran her fingers up and down her wet pussy lips. Then with her fingertip she ran circles around her clit. "Yeah Scott like that," she whispered, her eyes closed, her fingers teasing her clit.


  Scott had gotten her so hot. She missed his body, his cock, the way he treated her like a slut, the way he took control, the way he fucked her. She loved making love with Mike, but that's what it was with her husband, making love. Sometimes she just needed fucked, raw hard passionate dirty fucking.


  She fingered herself. Mid-way through she impatiently tore off her blouse and bra. She used one hand to fondle her breasts and rub her nipples as she used the other to rub her clit. "Fuck me Scott, fuck me, yeah like that Scott, stick it all the way in, harder Scott harder," she chanted fantasizing about being roughly fucked by Scott's long thick cock.


  Afterward she felt guilty and dirty. She undressed and got in the shower. She sat down in the corner and hugged her legs to her chest, sobbing as the shower rained down on her.


  She pulled herself together and called Mike. "Will you be home regular time?" she asked after telling him she was home.


  "Yeah," he said concern in his voice. "Are you okay?"


  "Just needed a mental health day," she said. "Can we go to the bistro tonight?"


  Jen hugged and kissed him when he got home. "Is everything okay?" he asked.


  "I'll tell you at dinner, okay?" She hugged his arm tight as they walked the short distance from their loft to the bistro.


  "What's new with Sapphire?" she asked after the waiter brought their drinks. Mike got a scotch with one big round ice cube and Jen a glass of the house sparkling wine. He said reporters were calling for interviews. Sapphire was becoming big time national -- even worldwide -- news. "Oh baby I'm so proud of you!" she gushed.


  Mike knew something was bothering her, and he had a good guess what. "So what happened?" he said. "Did Scott hit on you again?"


  She blushed, nodding. She told him what happened.


  "Do you want him?" Mike asked. Jen didn't answer.


  The waiter came to take their order. They ordered things they often got. A mixed plate of meats and cheese, an arugula salad with fresh shaved Parmigianino and drizzled with EVOO, and warm crusty bread with rich French butter. They ordered a cheap bottle of Bordeaux. As they requested, all the food came at once and they shared like a picnic, sipping wine as they took bites here and there.


  "What are you thinking?" she asked nervously.


  "Do you love him?" he responded.


  "God no Mike!" she said immediately, "I don't love him!" But then she hesitantly admitted "But I guess I'm still attracted to him."


  Mike didn't say anything, processing his wife's admission. He poured the rest of the wine into their glasses. The cocktails and wine helped take the edge off. "I still think about you with other guys," he said finally. "I can't help it."


  He paused. "I can't handle seeing you with Scott again," he said finally. "But maybe another guy ..."


  "I don't think we should play the game again," she said. "I don't want to lose control again."


  "It's not just you," Mike assured her. "I lose control too." His urge to see her with other men was as strong -- stronger maybe -- as her urge to be with other men.


  After pausing he said "It'll be better with someone you're not buds with, someone you don't work with." Then he hesitantly asked, "Or is it just Scott you want?"


  She blushed embarrassed. "I shouldn't want anyone but you ..."


  "But you do," Mike said. He quickly added "You know that's okay with me."


  She gave him a crooked smile. "We are SO weird." They shared a laugh.


  She looked down like a shy little girl, embarrassed. "No, it's not just Scott," she said answering his question. She put her head in her hands, laughing nervously. "God Mike I can't believe the conversations we have!"


  Mike laughed too, feeling relieved it wasn't just Scott she wanted. He hugged her. "This is another way we're made for each other," he joked.


  "I guess," she laughed. "Are we always gonna be this demented?"


  He hugged her tighter. "It's okay we're like this baby. We just have to figure out how to make it work."


  Ch. 02 - Loving Wives - Jen hooks up with Darren


  A few nights later after a lot more talking, Jen found Darren's card in her purse and dialed his number. She put her hair behind her ear and brought the phone to her ear. "Hi Darren, it's me, Jen."


  Mike moved closed and Jen tilted her iPhone so he could hear. They talked and laughed for a while. Mike saw a potential connection between them. He felt jealous, but excited too. One of his biggest fantasies was to see Jen with a well hung black man. Also, despite what happened with Ricky and Scott, it was more exciting for him if she had some emotional connection with her lover, but not head over heels like those other two.


  "So ... are ya still up for hooking up?" Jen asked.


  "Yeah babe, you name the time and place," Darren said.


  "I need to tell you something," Jen said. "My husband Mike, he lets me sleep with other men. So he'll be there."


  Darren laughed. "No worries, I know guys like your husband."


  The next Saturday Mike and Jen met Darren at a bar for drinks. Darren shook Mike's hand. Jen let him kiss her on the cheek. Jen sat next to Mike, with Darren across from them. They talked, and it was clear Jen enjoyed Darren's company. But whenever Mike started feeling like a third wheel, Jen hugged his arm and brought him into the conversation. Mike could tell Jen was trying to not repeat the same mistakes of Ricky and Scott.


  Mike and Jen took a cab to their loft apartment, and Darren followed in another cab. Jen snuggled into Mike's arms in the cab.


  In their apartment Mike put on some slow music. He danced with Jen, and then she danced with Darren. They danced close together, and soon they were making out and fondling each other.


  They broke apart, panting. Jen gave Darren a kiss and softly said "I'll meet you in the bedroom."


  Once Darren was gone Jen sat close next to Mike. "Are you okay?" she asked.


  "Yeah," Mike said, although while excited he felt anxious and jealous, but it was a vicious circle as that increased his excitement.


  Jen straddled his legs and kissed him. They made out. They got up and walked to the bedroom, Jen holding Mike's hand.


  Jen's eyes went wide seeing Darren. He'd undressed. His body was muscular and jet black. He had tattoos on his arms and chest. But it was his cock that really drew her attention. It seriously had to be close to a foot long, and thick. "Fuck," Jen said under her breath, dropping Mike's hand and walking to the bed as if mesmerized.


  "Like what you see babe?" Darren said with a confident grin.


  "My god," Jen said awestruck looking at is cock.


  "Not used to something so big?" Darren said grinning at Mike.


  "No freaking way," Jen said, crawling onto the bed and taking his cock in her hands. It took both her hands to hold him.


  "No so fast," Darren said. He pulled her to him and they made out.


  Mike sat in a chair, his cock tenting his pants.


  Darren stopped kissing Jen and said to Mike, "So Mike, tell me where your girl likes to be touched."


  Mike hesitated, then said, "Her neck is really sensitive."


  Darren smiled at Mike. He kissed Jen on the mouth again, and then kissed down her neck. Jen moaned rolling her head back, and Darren kissed down her throat, making her nipples rock hard.


  After a while Darren broke the kiss. "Strip," he ordered Jen. On her knees on the bed, she reached behind her and unzipped her dress, and then pulled it off. She reached behind herself and unsnapped her bra. She took the bra off, leaving her in just her thong panties, stockings and high heel pumps. The panties were pink satin with lace edging. Her stockings were sheer nude, and shiny. The pumps were shiny black patent leather with 4 inch stiletto heels.


  Not taking his eyes off Jen's body, Darren asked Mike, "What else does she like?"


  "The back of her thighs, just below her ass," Mike said. "And her nipples."


  Darren sneered at Mike, as if saying "Are you really going to tell me all your girl's secrets?" Then he caressed Jen just below her ass, making her moan. He cupped her tits and rubbed her nipples with his fingers. She moaned again, her head rolling back. He looked at Mike and chuckled. "Pretty soon I'll know your girl's body better than you."


  Abruptly Darren grabbed Jen's hair and pulled hard, mushing her face against cock. He laughed when Jen yelped. "Let's see what you can do," he said pulling her hair again to move her lips to his cockhead.


  Jen knew she was good at giving head, but she'd never had anyone as big as Darren before. She licked his shaft up and down to get him wet. Then, while holding his shaft with both hands, she took him into her mouth. He was so thick she could only swallow about 3 inches. She bobbed up and down, her head and hands moving in sync.


  "Yeah, that's it slut, suck it," Darren said. "You like black cock, don't you slut?"


  Jen looked up at Darren with heavy lidded bedroom eyes, her lips wet, and said "Yeah."


  She sucked him more, managing to get another inch into her mouth.


  "Not bad," Darren said. "But you can do better than that." With his fingers gripping her silky blonde hair, he pushed her face down, forcing more cock into her mouth and down her throat. He moved her face up and down, stuffing more of his cock into her mouth with each downward thrust, making her gag. Her saliva ran down her chin and neck as he fucked her face.


  After one downward thrust he held her head tight, lodging his thick cock in her mouth and down her throat. Jen flailed her arms as she couldn't breathe. Mike was about to come to her aid when Darren lifted her head up, Jen gasping for air. Her face was covered with spit and his pre-cum.


  Darren pointed Jen's face at a mirror. "What do you see?" he asked her.


  "I look like a slut," Jen said, her face dripping with spit. Darren laughed.


  Then he moved Jen's face so she was looking at Mike. "Look what I've done to your wife's pretty face," he said laughing. "Wait til you see what I do to her pussy."


  Then Darren pushed her head down again, shoving his cock back down her throat.


  He fucked her face more. Then he threw her down on the bed and got between her legs. He threw off her heels and stockings. "Bitch, don't wear this shit, I wanna to see your white skin!" he growled. He ripped off her panties and then he slapped her ass hard, once and then twice. Jen yelped with pain.


  "I know you like it slut!" he yelled, slapping her ass again and again. Jen cried in pain but she had her cum face on.


  Then he got between Jen's open legs. He rubbed his big cockhead between her pussy lips. They were swollen and glistened from excitement. Supporting his weight on an elbow he held his shaft with his other hand, the big bulbous cock head positioned at the entrance of Jen's pussy.


  As he pushed in, Jen said, "Wait Darren -- condom."


  Darren scoffed. "Come on babe, you ain't gonna make me wear a rubber."


  "You have to," Jen said.


  Darren motioned to Mike. "Mike doesn't want me to use a rubber." He smiled smugly seeing the uncontrolled lust in Mike's face. "You want my black cock bareback inside your pretty wife, don't you Mike? You want me to pump my black baby juice into her white pussy, don't you?"


  Mike hesitated, his lust overwhelming his good sense. Darren laughed.


  Jen reached into the nightstand and got a condom. Sitting up, she said to Darren, "I'll put it on for you." He scowled but didn't protest anymore.


  She tore the foil with her teeth. Using both hands she rolled the thin protective sheath over Darren's cock. It barely fit, stretching to capacity, and it only went half way down his shaft. But there was some empty space at the tip to hold his cum.


  Jen put her arms around him. They kissed and made out. She rubbed his chest and whispered into his ear, low enough so Mike couldn't hear, "I don't want to use it either. But we have too." They kissed again.


  Mike watched the tender moment and his jealousy and anxiety spiked.


  Darren got on top of Jen. "You ready for it?" he said to her, and she nodded eagerly, her cum face on. Supporting himself on his elbows, Darren pushed in applying steady pressure. "Ugh god!" Jen groaned as his fat cock head pushed into her. Her nostrils flared. "So fucking big!"


  Jen gritted her teeth as Darren pushed more in. He took his time, steadily pushing more and more into her pussy. Finally he was in balls deep.


  "God you fill me up!" Jen gasped.


  For a while Darren didn't move, letting her get used to his size. Then slowly he stroked back and forth. "Oh god! It feels like you're tearing me apart!" Jen cried. She quickly added, "Don't stop! It feels freaking amazing!"


  Darren marveled at the feel of Jen's pussy. It felt so good! So smooth, tight yet soft. He wondered if she knew how good her pussy felt compared to other girls.


  Darren fucked her faster and harder. He put her legs over his shoulders. He dug his feet into the bed for added leverage and really banged her. Soon Jen's moans were continuous, "Oh god oh god oh god ..."


  "You like that bitch?" he taunted her. "You like fucking a black man?"


  "Yes! God! I love fucking you!" Jen moaned as her orgasm neared.


  Jen's back arched and she cried out as her orgasm hit. Darren didn't stop. He pounded her relentlessly through her climax, and that made her orgasm go on and on. She made sounds Mike had never heard before, not with Ricky or Scott, certainly not with him. She clawed into his back as if imploring him not to stop.


  Then he slowed down, slowly deep stroking her. "God you feel so good inside me," Jen gushed looking into his eyes. "I've never cum like that before."


  "Whiteys can't compare to black boys," he said grinning. "And I'm just getting started."


  "Well I'm ready for more," she giggled, beaming back into his eyes.


  "Yeah? I guess your white pussy likes my black cock, huh?"


  "God yeah you're freaking amazing!" Jen gushed.


  They kissed, his large black hands entwined in her silky blonde hair, her arms around his muscular neck. "Who owns your pussy Jen?" he said between kisses.


  "You so do Darren," she said with a giggle and smiling into his eyes.


  Darren turned to Mike. "Hear that Mike? Her pussy's mine already." he said laughing. Jen looked at Mike too. She didn't laugh, but she had a delighted smile on her face.


  Darren turned Jen around onto her hands and knees, and then their fucking turned torrid again. He fucked Jen so hard and fast the bed was in danger of breaking. As he slammed her he reached under her and fondled and rubbed her nipples. Suddenly Jen's body convulsed on his cock with another orgasm. It was a huge orgasm too, her entire body shaking uncontrollably and she let out a long soulful moan.


  After she recovered Darren turned her onto her back, and they kissed. Darren continued to fuck her with long slow strokes.


  "No man has ever made me cum like that before!" she gushed.


  "You shouldn't have waited so long for black cock," Darren teased.


  "I guess so!" Jen giggled.


  "You're my white bitch now right?" he said smiling.


  "Darren, I am SOOOO your white bitch," she said smiling back. They both laughed, and looked in Mike's direction. There was a delighted twinkle in Jen's eye as she looked at her husband.


  Turning back to each other, they kissed and whispered. At one point Darren whispered something to Jen, and she turned and looked at Mike, a mischievous smile on her face. Mike had his cock out and was stroking himself. His cock was small; it barely extended beyond his hand. Jen giggled and they whispered to each other. With a laugh Jen said "I don't think so!" Darren laughed back, and they kissed and made out again.


  Their fucking picked up again, this time missionary. Jen ran her hands over his ripped chest, his six pack, his muscular arms. With fascination she traced the tats on his arms and chest.


  "You like my black body bitch?" he hissed.


  "You've got an awesome body," Jen purred, continuing to caress him.


  "Say black body!" Darren ordered.


  "Your black body is really hot," Jen said.


  "Better than Mike's?"


  Jen looked at her husband. She looked up and down over his soft body. "I think you probably work out more than him," she said with a giggle.


  Their fucking started up again, and soon reached a fevered pitch. "Who do you belong to bitch?!" he hissed banging her so hard the headboard slammed against the wall.


  "You! I'm your white bitch!" Jen cried as Darren fucked the shit out of her.


  Darren's huge muscular body tensed. "I'm cumming slut!" he growled. "I'm cumming!


  "Yeah yeah, cum in me, cum in me!" Jen urged him.


  Darren lunged over and over into Jen, his body shaking with orgasm. After he was done he lay on top of her, his cock still buried deep inside her.


  After about a minute Jen stroked his back and said, "Um, Darren?"


  He reluctantly pulled out. Jen said "Careful okay?"


  Darren held the condom as he pulled out. There was a ton of cum in the reservoir. To his horror Mike saw milky cream at the base of his cock. Darren had cum so much the condom couldn't hold it all. Mike worried some of Darren's cum was inside his wife.


  Mike had cum while they fucked, and now the post-orgasm depression and anxiety he always felt at times like this hit him like a ton of bricks. Jen snuggled into Darren's arms and they kissed and whispered to each other. She didn't even look his way. That was the part that hurt most. Not able to watch anymore, he got up and left the bedroom. Jen didn't look up as he left.


  Mike sat on the sofa. He knew what would happen now. They'd kiss and whisper sweet nothings, and then they'd fuck again. They'd fuck all night long, and then she'd fall asleep in his arms. Just like Scott, like Ricky. It was starting all over again.


  Why had he agreed to this? No, not agreed – pushed Jen to do this. Whatever happened to his promise to himself never to let another man touch her? He knew how Jen fell for guys, became infatuated with them. Sooner or later she'd meet a guy where the infatuation wouldn't wear off, where she'd fall in love for real.


  To his surprise, about 10 minutes later the bedroom door opened and Jen stepped out. She wore her favorite fluffy cotton robe. She sat on the sofa next to him and leaned into him. His feelings were too raw to put his arm around her, but he didn't push her away. She held his arm, putting her head on his shoulder.


  Darren came out a few minutes later, fully dressed. Jen looked at him but didn't let go Mike's arm.


  "I had a great time," Darren said.


  "Me too," Jen said smiling at him.


  "Let's do this again," Darren said.


  "We'll see," Jen said noncommittally, but she gave him a warm smile. Then he left.


  Jen put her head on Mike's shoulder again. "Are you okay baby?" she asked.


  "That was intense," Mike said after a few moments.


  "Yeah." She paused, then admitted, "I got out of control again."


  "Yeah," Mike said.


  She hugged him. "You know I didn't mean what I said."


  "I know," Mike said. Then after a moment he added, "It's just hard hearing you say it."


  "It got you kinda excited though, didn't it?" she asked after a pause.


  "Yeah ... but ..."


  "What?" Jen asked.


  Mike didn't answer at first. He didn't want to come across even more pathetic. But finally he said, "Seeing you with guys like Ricky and Scott, and now Darren ... I mean, how can you possibly get any pleasure from sex with me?"


  "Mike, I love sex with you" she said reassuringly. Seeing his doubt, she said "You give me love, no one else does that."


  He chuckled wryly, but without any humor. Her answer wasn't satisfying. But what else could she say? He decided not to push it. Instead he said "Do you want to see him again?"


  "We'll see," she said, her head on his shoulder again.


  "I can tell you like him. There's a connection."


  "We'll see," she said again with a shrug. "He's okay I guess. Maybe some time." She snuggled into Mike's arm.


  They spent the rest of the weekend together, just them. Jen gave Mike her exclusive attention and he began feeling better. When they made love Jen definitely felt looser, but by Sunday night her pussy started feeling normal again. Jen never mentioned Darren or getting together with him again.


  On Monday Jen found it hard to concentrate. Darren HAD rocked her world. He treated her like a worthless slut and fucked her rough. She didn't get that from Mike. To be fair, she didn't want him to treat her that way.


  She'd always had a submissive streak. That was part of why she was attracted to confident (borderline arrogant) aggressive men like Ricky and Scott. Darren upped the ante on aggressiveness, and it scared her how turned on he'd gotten her.


  Left to herself she might've been tempted to get together with him again right away. But she was determined to do it differently this time. She didn't want to lose herself again, and she certainly didn't want to hurt Mike. A little hurt was okay – he'd told her jealousy increased his excitement – but too much hurt lead to bad things.


  But she couldn't stop thinking about Darren. She'd never been interested in black guys before. He was a lawyer in London but it looked like he was in New York a lot (he'd gone to Harvard law; she'd Googled him). She liked how he went from sophisticated to ghetto.


  She went to his Facebook page and looked at his pictures. There were a lot of pictures of him with pretty girls, most of them white. She smiled. He was so a player. There were pictures of him at the beach, in a bathing suit. His body was incredible and some of his European bathing suits left little to the imagination. She realized she was stroking her inner thigh as she looked at his pictures, and her pussy throbbed. "Get control of yourself!" she chided herself with a giggle. She exited Facebook, straightened her skirt, and tried to concentrate on work.


  Later that afternoon Sophie, an old high school friend called. "Jen, you're coming to my baby shower right?"


  Shit, she'd forgotten! Sophie was pregnant with her first child. "Definitely, I wouldn't miss it," Jen said. After she got off the phone she rummaged in her purse and found the invitation. The shower was in a couple of weeks.


  Jen worked out after work. Scott was there. He flirted and hit on her. She laughed and talked with him, but didn't flirt back (not too much). Her pussy still tingled from earlier. The memory of Scott fucking her in the alley flashed through her mind. She knew he'd be more than willing to take care of the itch in her pussy, not caring it'd been another man (Darren) who'd gotten her hot.


  But it was a fleeting thought. It was over with Scott, it had to be.


  Mike greeted her at the door when she got home. He'd made dinner and there were wine and candles on the table. "Oops," she thought to herself. She should've known Mike would want to talk about Darren. She should have come home instead of working out first. Here she was in a sweaty sports bra and tights, her hair in a ponytail.


  "Give me a minute," she told him with a kiss. She showered quickly, brushed her hair, and put on a little makeup and lipstick. She put on a tight crop top (no bra) and low rise skinny jeans, showing off a lot of her flat sexy tummy. Underneath she had on a red lacy thong, knowing Mike thought it was super sexy if it peaked above her ass. Under the jeans she also put on black cable knit knee high socks, knowing how Mike loved them.


  They had a quiet dinner and then sat on the sofa. Jen gave him a lot of openings to talk about the weekend but didn't push. She knew he was conflicted about it and needed to go at his own pace.


  She put her feet in his lap. He rubbed her feet and she felt a tingle in her pussy. She liked her feet rubbed and he was good at it.


  "About the other night," he began. "It got pretty insane."


  "Yeah," she agreed.


  "Thanks for making Darren wear a condom."


  "You don't have to thank me baby," she said squeezing his hand. "It's SOP."


  "I meant ... I mean, you said you lost control ... I lost control too," he said, trying to tell her he'd been that close to letting the black man fuck her bareback.


  Jen understood. She squeezed his hand again. "I get that baby."


  "It was so hot," Mike gushed. "Seeing him kissing you, his black skin against yours ..."


  "You liked that?"


  "Yes!" Mike said, the one syllable coming out like a moan. With her feet still in his crotch, she knew he was hard.


  "What else did you like?"


  "How did he feel inside you?" Mike asked.


  "Freaking amazing," Jen said. "He's SOOO big."


  "You came big time on his cock," Mike said.


  She nodded, smiling.


  "How many times?"


  Jen thought about it, and then said "It was kinda like one long orgasm."


  "Wow," Mike said. "You said no one's ever done that to you before?"


  Jen heard excitement in her husband's voice, but anxiety too. She moved closer to him. "Are you okay baby?" she asked rubbing his arm.


  "You said you belonged to him."


  Jen softly rubbed Mike's erection over his pants. "Are we playing the game baby?" she asked.


  "Yeah ... I think so."


  "Only think so?"


  "You said your pussy belonged to him ..."


  She unzipped him and took out his hard cock. "Did you get upset when I said that?"


  "Yeah."


  "Bad upset?" she asked.


  "I'm not sure."


  "Remember, you're the one who told him where to touch me."


  "Yeah," Mike admitted.


  Jen straddled Mike and they kissed and made out. Mike's hands moved to Jen's pants. She got up and together they pulled off her tight jeans and panties. She got back on his lap and they kissed again.


  Then Mike moved her onto her back and got between her legs. Her pussy looked normal again. The lips glistened with excitement, but they were tight instead of gaping like after she'd fucked Darren. Mike went down on her and did his magic.


  "God yes I so need this!" Jen thought to herself. As he ate her out she fantasized about Darren fucking her. When Mike went lower and licked and tongued her asshole, she moaned and imagined it was Darren with his head down there. But Darren was too much of an alpha male to lick a girl's asshole. So in her fantasy she imagined Mike licking her asshole as Darren had his cock deep in her pussy, fucking her. With that thought in mind, her body shuddered with a powerful orgasm.


  "God baby you're so freaking amazing at that," she gushed, pulling him up and kissing him.


  Mike gave his wife a moment to recover, then he asked "Did you fantasize about Darren?"


  "Yeah," she sheepishly admitted. She didn't describe her fantasy; she knew that would be crossing the line. But she saw lust in Mike's face. She took off his shirt and pants.


  She ran her fingers along his chest. "He has a better body than you," she said.


  "Darren?"


  "Yeah. His body is so hard and tight."


  "I'm not?"


  "No," she said kissing Mike's chest. "We're playing the game, right Mike?"


  "Yeah," Mike said.


  Jen slid onto her knees. Mike sat up. Jen opened his legs and she got between them, taking his cock in her hand. "His cock is a lot bigger than yours," she said.


  "Yeah?"


  "Yeah. A lot bigger." She lowered her head and licked Mike's shaft, then bobbed on him for a few moments.


  "Want me to tell you something?" she asked.


  "Yeah."


  "Are you sure?" she said. "It's really bad."


  "Yeah, tell me."


  She licked Mike's shaft. "He wanted me to tell you to sit on the bed next to him. I'd take turns going down on you and him. That way I'd really see how big he is, and how small you are."


  Mike's heart pounded and his head spun. He felt ready to burst. "Why didn't you?"


  "I don't know," she said kissing the tip of his cock. "Would it turn you on if I did that next time?"


  "There's going to be a next time with Darren?"


  "I don't know," she said kissing his cock again. Then she straddled his legs and they kissed and made out.


  "He came a lot," Mike said. "The condom didn't hold it all."


  "I know," Jen said reaching down and guiding him into her. She slowly moved up and down, her arms around Mike's neck, kissing him.


  "Some of his sperm may have gotten into you," Mike said.


  "I think some did," she said, moving up and down on his cock. She pulled Mike close so her lips touched his ear. "You know he was really deep inside me when he came, right?"


  "Yeah?"


  "Yeah. He pushed all the way in. Even with the condom I felt him cum."


  "Okay," Mike panted.


  "So the sperm that leaked out got really deep inside me."


  "Jen ..." Mike groaned.


  "Mike ... the pill doesn't always work," Jen said. "I might be pregnant with his black baby right now."


  "God Jeeeeeeen!" Mike cried as he came.


  Later in bed they were on their sides, looking at each other. "You know I was just playing the game, right?"


  "Yeah," Mike said.


  "All those things I said about him owning me," she said. "It was kinda like stuff in stories, you know, the ones you show me on Literotica?"


  "So you didn't mean it?"


  "Of course not," she said kissing him. "Are you okay?"


  "Yeah."


  Jen rolled over and Mike spooned her. She thought about earlier that day when she stalked Darren's Facebook page, how she desired him. She thought about how she'd been tempted by Scott. She thought about how she'd fantasize about Mike licking her ass while Darren fucked her. Suddenly she started crying. She loved Mike, yet treated him like shit. Why couldn't she control herself?


  Hearing her cry, Mike hugged Jen closer. "What's wrong baby?" he asked.


  Jen didn't answer, still softly sobbing. Mike kissed his wife's neck, trying to comfort her. She eventually cried herself to sleep. Mike couldn't sleep though. He wondered if he was doing the right thing, pushing her to be with other men. Jen had a big sex drive. He couldn't keep her satisfied, he knew that. With the game they did it together, instead of behind his back. And he got off on it too, big time.


  Darren made him nervous. It'd been so intense, and clearly he'd rocked Jen's world.


  The things he'd said. Wanting to own her. Demeaning him in front of her. Had that been just a game, role playing? Or maybe Darren got off stealing away white wives?


  Ironically, Mike had stalked Darren's Facebook page too. He'd see the same pretty white girls Jen had seen. Unlike Jen, Mike hacked Facebook and went to the pages of some of the girls. Most were single.


  But many were married. And of those, more than a few were divorced. Of course, maybe those girls had hooked up with Darren after their divorces. Then again, maybe Darren was the reason for the divorces. Did Darren get off breaking up white marriages?


  Mike decided to avoid mentioning Darren again.


  On Friday Jen's team planned to go to happy hour. "How does happy hour sound?" she said to Mike on the phone.


  "I don't think I can make it, we have a major report on Sapphire to get out tonight," he told her.


  "I probably should make an appearance," she said.


  "That's okay, you go, I'll meet you at home," Mike said.


  "I won't be too late," she assured him. After hanging up with Mike, her iPhone rang. Her pussy started tingling when she saw the caller ID. It was Darren.


  "Hey you," she said into the phone, pushing her blonde hair behind her ear.


  "I had a great time the other night," Darren said.


  "Me too," Jen said.


  "Hope I wasn't too rough."


  "No, I ...," Jen blushed embarrassed. "I kinda like that." She could hear him smile as if he knew.


  "You're gorgeous, you know that?" Darren gushed. "You have an amazing body."


  "Thanks!" Jen said thrilled at his compliment. "You do too."


  "Your pussy is amazing," he gushed. "I've never felt a better one."


  "Um, thanks," she said glancing nervously out her office door. Although she was on her cell, she closed the door. Now that no one could possibly hear, she said "No one's ever filled me like you."


  "Not Mike, that's for sure," Darren said with a chuckle, having seen Mike's small penis.


  "Um ... no," Jen giggled.


  "Let's get together again," Darren said.


  "I'd like to, but I can't," Jen said.


  "Why not?"


  "Darren, remember, I'm married," Jen said.


  Darren shook his head. "I don't get it, what's the deal with you and Mike?"


  "It's complicated," she said with a giggle.


  "I've been with other white couples before," he said.


  "You have?" Jen said playing dumb, but of course she'd seen Darren's Facebook page.


  "Yeah, I've fucked a lot of white wives," he said. "No one as pretty as you," he added.


  "Oh, that's soooo nice to hear," Jen said sarcastically. They shared a laugh.


  "But I've met cucks like Mike before," he said.


  "Please don't call him that," Jen said.


  "Okay, whatever," he said with a shrug. "I'm just saying, I get what's inside his head. I bet he loved watching us, didn't he?"


  "Sorta," Jen said. "I told you, it's complicated."


  "So when can we get together again?"


  "We'll see," Jen said. "Maybe a few weeks."


  "How about lunch? I'm in New York this week. We'll just talk."


  "Yeah right," Jen laughed.


  Darren laughed back. "Seriously, just lunch. I'd like to get to know you better."


  Jen was tempted, but ... "Darren, that's not a good idea," she said.


  "Okay," he said with a shrug. "But tell me something Jen."


  "What?"


  "Who owns your pussy?" he said playful mischief in his voice.


  "Did you really just ask me that?" Jen said with a laugh.


  "I know you Jen," Darren said, his voice now hard and serious. "You're a slut for black cocks. So who owns your pussy?"


  "Darren --."


  He cut her off. "Are you a slut?"


  "Darren, come on --."


  "Shut up bitch and answer me!" he growled. "Or next time I'll whip your ass! Whip your ass good! Now answer me, are you a slut?"


  Jen hesitated, then said "Yes."


  "You're a slut for my black cock. Say it Jen."


  "I'm a slut for your black cock," Jen said as if mesmerized.


  "So who owns your pussy Jen?"


  Breathing hard, her pussy burning, Jen said "You do Darren."


  Jen was distracted at happy hour. She felt guilty about her conversation with Darren. If Mike heard it he'd be terribly upset, and he'd have a right to be. She should've just said "I can't see you again Darren" and hung up. Instead she'd been disloyal to Mike and said terrible things. Again!


  "Why am I like this?" she thought. "Why can't I control myself?" Maybe her mom was right, she was a fuckup.


  To Mike's surprise, the Sapphire report was easy to prepare. It was only 730. He decided to go to the happy hour. Maybe Jen could leave early and they could have dinner together.


  Scott sidled up to Jen. She'd kept her distance from him, but she was distracted and anyway it didn't matter since Mike wasn't there. As usual, Scott was the center of attention, but she was only half listening. She was still thinking about her earlier call with Darren, chiding herself for acting so foolish.


  "Jen did you hear me?" Scott asked.


  "Sorry, what?" she said, distracted by her thoughts.


  He held a lit cigarette. "Want one?" he asked.


  Jen was a social smoker. She didn't often smoke because Mike didn't like it (cancer ran in his family; his brother had cancer but thankfully it was in remission; he had an aunt and uncle who died of lung cancer). But a cigarette sounded really good, it would help with her frazzled nerves. "That sounds good," she said smiling.


  Scott put the cigarette in his mouth and pulled out the pack for another one. It was empty. "Sorry, you're out of luck," he said.


  Jen gave him a WTF grin. "You offer me one and you're out?" she said mischief in her voice.


  "Tough luck babe," Scott said with a chuckle.


  With a crooked smile on her face, Jen swiped the cigarette from Scott's lips. "Your tough luck BABE," Jen said laughing.


  "At least share it," he said laughing.


  "Okay," she said. She took a long drag then gave it back to him. She'd at least mostly comply with Mike's wish that she not smoke.


  The bar was crowded but Mike finally found Jen. She was about 20 feet away. She was with a group of people but she was off to the side, talking to Scott. They were laughing and talking, like they were the only two people in the world. He watched as Jen took Scott's cigarette from his lips and took a long drag. Then she gave it back to him. The way a boyfriend and girlfriend would share a cigarette.


  A flood of emotions filled Mike. Jealousy, anger, hurt, insecurity. Had Jen lied to him about breaking it off with Scott?


  At that moment Jen turned and saw Mike. Her heart leaped at seeing her husband and a big smile came to her face. But then she saw the dark expression on his face. For a moment she feared Darren had recorded their call and emailed it to Mike, like Scott had done with the video. But Darren wouldn't do that, not if he ever wanted to see her again.


  She rushed to Mike and gave him a kiss and hug. "What a surprise baby!" she said. She rubbed his arm looking into his face. "Are you okay?"


  Mike glared passed Jen at Scott. Jen followed his eyes and saw Scott smoking. She played back in her mind what Mike had seen. "Oh shit," she thought.


  "Okay, I know what you saw, but I wasn't flirting with him," she said. She grabbed his arm and moved him towards the exit. She wanted him alone so she could explain. The last she needed is Scott coming over and doing an alpha male move on Mike. "Let's get out of here baby."


  They went to their favorite bistro, down the street from their Soho loft. "It was a dumb thing," she explained. "He offered me a cigarette – I'm sorry honey but I had a rough day – and then he was a jerk and told me he didn't have any. So I took his from him." She squeezed his hand. "I gave it back though, I didn't smoke all of it."


  "Okay," Mike said feeling foolish.


  "Do you believe me?" Jen asked.


  "Yeah," he said, squeezing Jen's hand. Later that night they made love. Mike made sure she came with his tongue, and then they fucked as they kissed and held each other.


  That Saturday Jen had to go to Sophie's baby shower. She got up early and packed. "I'll be home tomorrow night," she said kissing Mike goodbye.


  In their apartment, Mike watched the video again, stroking himself. He paused a moment looking at the naked Allie. She was really hot, her big natural tits so different from Jen's tiny ones, and her legs were almost as shapely as Jen's. But he skipped to where Scott fucked Jen bareback. He came as Scott shot his cum inside her.


  As he recovered, he felt so pathetic and conflicted. He couldn't stand to see Jen talking to Scott, yet he beat off to him fucking his wife bareback. "I'm so fucked up," he thought to himself.


  Jen took the Acela train north to a small town outside Boston, where she grew up. She arrived a little after lunch and her mom picked her up. The dreaded interrogation began immediately.


  Mom: I thought Mike was coming.


  Jen: It's a baby shower, he'd hate it.


  Mom: He could've stayed with me and your father while you went to the shower.


  Jen: Mom, really?


  Mom: You look like you've lost weight. Are you eating?


  Jen: I'm fine mom.


  Mom: You need to take care of yourself to have a healthy baby.


  Jen: I know mom.


  Mom: Are you and Mike trying?


  Jen: I'm only 26 and he's 29. We have a lot of time.


  Mom: There's nothing better than a baby to make sure a man stays with you.


  Jen: I don't need a baby for that mom!


  Mom: Mike's a really sweet boy, he takes good care of you. You better be good to him.


  Jen: I am Mom!


  Sophie picked Jen up on her way to the shower.


  "God I need a drink!" Jen said after spending the last 3 hours with her parents.


  "Wish I could have one," the very pregnant Sophie said.


  "Don't worry I'll drink yours," Jen said.


  The shower passed slowly. Jen looked at her old high school friends (8 years after graduation). Almost everyone was married, many were pregnant or already had children. Everyone looked happy. She wondered if any were fucking other men with her husband's permission (and encouragement), as she was doing. She strongly doubted it. Once again she felt like a slut and wondered what was wrong with her.


  More than a few complimented her on her looks. "God Jen you haven't aged a day," Cathy said.


  "You look younger now than when we graduated," gushed Mary.


  "How do you stay so thin?" Kylie said with more than a little envy.


  After the shower ended Jen helped Sophie pack the presents into the car. "How's Mike?" Sophie asked. "I heard about his Sapphire thing."


  "Really?" Jen said surprised.


  "My dad heard about it," Sophie explained. "You know how he's into investing. He wanted me to ask if he could invest."


  "I'll ask Mike," Jen said flattered. She knew Sophie's dad was stinking rich. In fact, Sophie had always been the richest kid in school, by far.


  "Um ... Colin asked about you," Sophie said hesitantly. "He said he might stop by."


  "Oh Sophie ..." Jen sighed.


  Jen had dated Colin in high school, in fact he'd been her first love. He'd been the star quarterback and she'd been a cheerleader and the homecoming queen. He took her virginity, and with him she discovered how much she loved sex. They both went to Penn State. Everyone assumed they'd marry (except Jen's mom, who didn't like Colin). He got a football scholarship and even got drafted into the NFL (he only lasted a couple of years, but still). But he cheated on her their freshman year at Penn State, and then she found out he'd cheated on her in high school. She broke up with him with a broken heart. Then she met Allie and went kinda boy crazy.


  "I know Jen," Sophie said feeling really bad. "I'm sorry, he sorta tricked me into telling him about the shower and you coming."


  Just then Colin walked him. "Hey Jenny," he said kissing her on the cheek. "How about a drink to catch up?"


  "I really can't Colin," Jen said.


  "Come on, we haven't seen each other in years," Colin insisted. That was true. She hadn't seen Colin since college, although that last meeting had been unpleasant. Still, she reluctantly agreed to have a drink with him.


  "You look amazing!" he gushed.


  "Thanks," she said. He did too, although she didn't say that. He was older but still gorgeous, and the years only enhanced his charm. From the way his clothes fit, he still had his lean muscular football body. Also, she was well aware of the impressive package he had in his pants. He wasn't huge like Darren, Scott or Ricky, but he'd never failed to make her cum (even the first time when he took her virginity).


  They talked and laughed, gossiping about common friends and reliving shared memories. She found herself having a good time and one drink lead to another. Pretty soon she was buzzed.


  "Are you married?" she asked.


  "Divorced twice," he said. He shrugged. "I guess I'm comparing everyone else to you."


  "I'm sorry to hear about your divorces, but I'm sure that's not true," Jen said. "I think the last time I saw you I'd just found out about – what was her name? Mandy?"


  "Mindy," he said. Jen had gotten back together with Colin more than once, and each time he cheated on her again.


  "I'm sorry about those girls Jen," he said. "What can I say? I was the starting Penn State quarterback, girls were always hitting on me. You know what I'm talking about. I'm sure guys hit on you all the time, you're so beautiful."


  "Yeah, well, I'm happily married now," she said, holding up her left hand.


  "Really?" he said looking skeptical. "I've heard you're not happy with Mike."


  "Who told you that?" Jen snapped.


  "Just rumors," he said. "You know this is a small town, people hear things. Something like you left Mike and moved in with a guy. Ricky I think?"


  Jen frowned. "Well it's not true," she said. It bothered her rumors had made it all the way here, and how close the rumors touched on the truth. No wonder her mother had been giving her a hard time earlier.


  Colin drove Jen home. "Wanna come to my place for a night cap?" he asked.


  "I don't think so," Jen said with a laugh.


  He put his hand on Jen's knee. "I've always thought you had the best legs," he said.


  She pushed his hand off. "Mike thinks so too," she said coldly.


  "Jenny--."


  "I go by Jen now," she said coldly.


  "Come on, you'll always be my Jenny," Colin said putting on all his charm.


  Colin parked in front of her house.


  "It was nice seeing you again Colin," she said politely.


  "Wait," Colin said holding her arm. "It's early, let's talk some more."


  "I don't think you want to talk," Jen said scornfully, moving to open the door.


  "Wait, can you just stay a minute?" he said sounding almost desperate. "We were together a lot of years Jenny, can you give me just 5 more minutes?"


  She sat back down and they were silent, both looking out the front window.


  "Remember how we used to drive out of town and park with the top down, looking at the stars?" Colin said. "We used to dream about our future, you and me. Whatever happened to those dreams Jenny?"


  "We grew up Colin," Jen said.


  "Yeah, grew up," he said with a bitter laugh. "I thought I'd be an NFL quarterback. You know Belichick was grooming me to take over after Brady retires? Then I blow out my knee and just like that, NFL dreams over. Now I'm selling used cars. God what a caricature I've become."


  "Come on Colin, you own 5 car dealerships and I've seen your house, it's a freaking mansion, you're doing fine."


  Colin looked at Jen and smiled. "You always made me feel good about myself," he said. He brushed her cheek. "I can't believe I let you get away."


  "I better go Colin ..."


  "Do you ever think about me?" Colin asked.


  "I mean, yeah Colin, sometimes, we were together for a long time."


  "We had some good times huh?" Colin said brushing his hand across Jen's cheek again, this time his fingers trailing down her neck, touching her just as he remembered she liked being touched.


  "Yeah, a lot of good times," Jen said, looking into his eyes.


  "God Jenny you haven't changed," he gushed his fingers caressing her neck, "You're as beautiful as ever, more beautiful even."


  "Colin, I ..."


  Colin pressed his lips against Jen's. She resisted but he held her tight. He was a good kisser and remembered how Jen liked it, just the right amount of pressure, just the right amount of tongue. He caressed Jen's neck as he kissed her. Eventually he felt her kiss him back, meeting his tongue with hers.


  He trailed his hand down Jen's neck, along her shoulder, and then down her side. He caressed small circles on her side, just barely touching the side of her breasts. His lips moved from her lips to her neck, kissing and nuzzling her, just as he remembered she liked it.


  "Colin no we can't do this," Jen moaned, her eyes closed and her head rolling back. Next to Mike, Colin knew her body better than anyone in the world.


  Colin bit and sucked at Jen's neck, right where it met her shoulder, and as he did he moved his hand to her breasts. He cupped her breasts, rubbing her nipples through her blouse and bra. Colin's fingers moved to the buttons of her blouse. He unbuttoned them one by one.


  "No Colin stop," Jen groaned. Then Colin's hand was inside her blouse. He pushed up the lacy bra, and then his hand was on her naked breasts. He fondled her roughly, his thumb rubbing her hard nipple. Then he lowered his head and sucked a nipple into his mouth. "Oh god!" Jen moaned arching her back.


  He moved his hand down her flat stomach to her skirt, moving to the hem. With both hands he tugged her short skirt up around her waist.


  "No Colin we can't do this!" Jen said alarmed trying to wiggle away. But Colin was much stronger and he held her. He kissed her again to shut her up, his hand caressing her breast again, touching all her erogenous zones. He moved his hand to her leg again. He caressed her thigh, and when his fingers trailed to her inner thighs he felt her legs part slightly.


  Inside Colin laughed. This was too easy. All it'd taken was a sob story, and now he was moments away from sinking his cock into Jenny Johnson's married pussy (Johnson was Jen's maiden name). Jenny was the same stupid blonde, the same horny slut she'd always been.


  He thought back to high school and college when they were dating. He had pretty naive Jenny around his finger even as he fucked tons of girls behind her back. She eventually found out, but she always forgave him, always opened her legs for him. In truth he was still attracted to her, she was still stunning and smoking hot. But he had his choice of high quality pussy now. Really, he just wanted to see if he could still get into her married pussy after all these years. So far things were looking good.


  He moved his hand up Jen's leg, caressing her inner thigh. He stopped when he felt her stocking top. "That's something new," he thought to himself, pleased with Jenny's new choice in hosiery. He moved up her thigh, feeling the bare skin above the stockings. Then he reached her panties. She was soaking wet. Again Colin inwardly chuckled. What a slut! This was too easy.


  He curved a finger in Jen's lacy pink panties and tugged it down her long legs.


  "No, no, no," Jen protested squeezing her thighs closed, but Colin laughed and ripped the panties off. She heard him undo his belt buckle and zipper, and then he was on top of her. He moved between her legs, forcing them open, and then she felt his hard cock pressing against her pussy. "THIS CANNOT BE HAPPENING!" she screamed to herself. She felt him pressing into her. "HE'S NOT EVEN WEARING A CONDOM!"


  Suddenly there was a loud bang at the window. "What the hell is going on!" Jen's mom yelled from outside the car.


  "Oh shit!" Jen said. "Colin get off me!" she yelled pushing him off. She hurriedly buttoned her blouse and pulled down her skirt, and then ran from the car into the house. She ran into her bedroom and threw herself onto the bed, curling into a ball and sobbing.


  A few minutes later her mom walked into the room and sat on the edge of the bed. "Please mom, I know I'm a fuckup, just leave me alone okay?" Jen said crying.


  Jen felt her mom tenderly brush her hair with her hand. "My little Jenny ... it's okay, it's okay," she said soothingly, hugging her.


  After a few minutes with her mother's calming, Jen stopped crying. "Don't feel so bad," her mom said. "Colin's a predator."


  "I have to tell Mike what happened," Jen sobbed.


  "Yes you will. Colin likes to talk. Mike's bound to hear eventually." Her mom touched her neck. "Especially ..."


  Jen looked in the mirror. Colin had marked her with a hickey. "Fuck," she said under her breath.


  Her mom brushed her hair again and she smiled, but without humor. "I always said you were too pretty for your own good." She paused, and then tentatively asked "Jenny, I've heard rumors about you and a boy – Ricky?"


  Jen looked down, shamefaced. "Another Colin ..." she said. "It's over though."


  "Mike forgave you?"


  "Yeah but ..." Jen said. She thought passed Ricky, to Scott and Darren. She thought of the game. "It's complicated."


  "Men like Colin and this Ricky – they might look nice, but they don't stay around. They won't take care of you," her mom said. Her eyes looked sad. She had personal experience of this.


  "I know," Jen said. She looked down. "It's just ..."


  "I know," her mom said, understanding in her eyes. "I'm the same way. I'm attracted to men like that." She smiled, but there was only sadness. "Why do you think I'm still with your father?"


  "Oh mom ..." Jen said, her words almost a sob. She loved her father, but he was such a shit!


  "Don't worry about me," her mom said wiping away a tear. "I just want you to be happy. Mike's a good boy. You have to hold onto him, even if you don't love him."


  "I do love him!" Jen insisted.


  Her mom looked puzzled. "Then why do you do this?"


  Jen put her head in her hands and cried. "I don't know!" she sobbed.


  The next day Jen called Mike after boarding the train home. "You'll be at the train station?" she said. She had a desperate need to be in his arms, to confess everything and hear him forgive her.


  Her anxiety increased the closer they got to NYC. Mike hated Colin. There was history there. In college after she got serious with Mike, Colin tried to take her back. They'd been a terrible confrontation. Even now, years later, Jen couldn't bare thinking about it.


  Colin had been THE worst person to hook up with. Well, maybe second worse, after Scott. Jen put her face in her hands. "I am such a fuckup" she scolded herself.


  Mike and Jen hugged and kissed in the train station, and again when they got home. Mike was clearly horny (having watched the video more than once). "I really missed you," he said.


  Mike had made a light dinner. They ate and then went to the sofa, kissing and making out again. Jen decided to tell him right then, to get it over with. She straddled his legs and hugged him. She wanted to be touching him when she told him.


  "I need to tell you something," she said kissing him.


  "Okay," he said his arms around her.


  "You're not going to like it," she said trying to prepare him.


  "Is it about Scott?" he said his eyes narrowing.


  "No, that's totally over," she said quickly. Then she added hesitantly "But you might think this is just as bad. Even worse."


  "Okay," he said warily.


  She wanted to hide somewhere. But she'd already started, she couldn't stop now. "I saw Colin last night," she said.


  Mike's back stiffened and he glared at Jen. "What happened?"


  Jen told him the story, about Colin showing up at the shower, her getting a drink with him, and then the drive home.


  "What happened then?" Mike said glaring at her.


  She looked away, not able to stand the glare of his eyes. She hugged him. "Please don't get mad. You have a right to be mad, but please --."


  "WHAT HAPPENED JEN?" Mike practically yelled.


  Jen's eyes watered and a tear fell down her cheek. She'd worn a turtle neck to hide the hickey. Now she took it off. Mike's eyes went right to the hickey on her neck.


  Then Jen reached back and unsnapped her bra. She took it off, shamefaced. Colin had left a hickey on her breast too.


  "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Jen said sobbing, hugging him tight.


  "Did he fuck you?" Mike asked angrily, pushing her away.


  "No!" she said, and through her tears she told Mike the rest of the story. She said Colin forced himself on her. She admitted though he'd gotten her wet.


  Mike was angry and hurt, but he was also aroused. He pulled Jen to him and kissed her, even as tears fell down her cheeks. He pushed her onto her back and pushed up her skirt, and then he tugged down her tights and panties.


  He got between her legs and took out his cock and then he rammed balls deep in one thrust. Jen wasn't wet and it hurt, but she didn't care, she wanted it to hurt, she deserved whatever punishment Mike wanted to give.


  "You wanted to fuck him didn't you?" Mike hissed pounding his wife.


  "No, no!" Jen cried.


  "Yes you did! You just told me! He got you wet!" Mike growled fucking Jen hard.


  "But I didn't want him!" Jen insisted.


  "Yes you did! At least tell me the truth! You wanted him to fuck you! You wanted to feel him inside you! GOD JEN AT LEAST TELL ME THE TRUTH!" Mike screamed. Now tears were falling down his face too.


  "Okay, you're right, I did want him to fuck me, I wanted him!" Jen confessed.


  Mike lurched and came. They lay intertwined, both of them crying.


  Eventually they moved to the bed. They spooned as darkness fell.


  "I'm such a slut," Jen said with a sob. "I can't control myself. I don't know what's wrong with me."


  "Just tell me this," Mike said. "Do you still love him?"


  "God no Mike!" Jen said immediately, turning around and pleading into Mike's face. "I can't stand him! What's wrong with me? I let a guy I can't stand almost fuck me!" She started crying again.


  Mike let her cry herself out. He kissed the back of her neck and shoulders. They were quiet for a long time, 30 minutes, just hugging each other.


  Then Mike said, "Remember the other day, when I told you how I stalked you after meeting you in the record store?"


  "Yeah."


  "I learned about your on-again off-again relationship with Colin. And I heard about how you went out with a lot of guys."


  "You mean how I was an easy lay and fucked around a lot," she said belittling herself.


  "That's not how I saw it," Mike said firmly, kissing her again. "I saw a bubbly girl, full of life. A girl who knew what she wanted and took it. You intimidated the hell out of me. I mean, you had everything. Beautiful, smart, great personality. Believe it or not, it actually made me feel better you slept with a lot guys, but didn't' really date any of them. It meant you saw through them and didn't like what you saw. It gave me hope. Because I thought maybe you'd see the real me and, you know, you'd like what you saw."


  Jen looked into Mike's face. "How is it freaking possible you can make me feel good about being a slut?" she said amazed. She giggled, and they shared a laugh. They kissed and hugged.


  "You wanna know something else?" Mike said.


  "What?"


  "It actually turns me on you slept around," Mike admitted.


  "It doesn't bother you I'm a skanky slut?" Jen said with a self-reproachful laugh.


  "I don't think you're a slut," Mike said reassuringly. "You have a big sex drive," he said with a laugh, "But you're too sweet and wholesome to be anything close to a slut."


  "God Mike you put me on this pedestal ..."


  "Sorry --."


  Jen interrupted him, "That's okay, I like being up there." They shared another laugh.


  She snuggled into Mike's arms. "Will you always think I'm your goddess?"


  "Always," he said truthfully, kissing her.


  "Even when I do stupid stuff like this weekend?" she asked.


  "Yes," he repeated. "Just tell me about it okay?" He kissed her. "Like you did."


  "All I have to do is tell you?" she asked. "You'll always forgive me? You promise?"


  Mike nodded. "Just don't fall in love with anyone else, okay?"


  "Okay," Jen agreed kissing him. "That seriously won't be a problem."


  "Okay."


  "Hold me tonight okay?" Jen said.


  "I will."


  "Don't let go," Jen said.


  "I won't," Mike assured her.


  They held each other and fell asleep.


  
Ch. 03 - Loving Wives - Jen meets Keri O'Reilly


  "Just got a call from Google," Johnny said a few weeks later. "You need to get out to Vegas this weekend. Another big trade show. Bring Allie and Scott, you need to impress."


  "Our pitch isn't ready," Jen objected.


  "This isn't about the pitch," Johnny said. "They want to meet the team. You need to impress, or we don't get a chance to make the pitch."


  "Okay," Jen said. She didn't want to go to Vegas with Scott. She knew she wouldn't do anything, but she didn't want to upset Mike. "Johnny, I've been thinking Scott might not be the best person for my team."


  Johnny raised an eyebrow. "Is this about the rumors?"


  "Rumors?" Jen said blank faced, playing dumb.


  Johnny laughed. "Jen, don't worry about it. This is advertising, not Washington DC. No one cares if you screw around. Hell, with your looks, people would think something's wrong with you if you didn't screw around. Listen, you can dump Scott later if you want. Frankly I think he got too much credit for Kelloggs, you did all the heavy lifting. But he makes a good impression with women and Keri O'Reilly is leading the Google side."


  "Keri O'Reilly?" Jen said awestruck. Keri was a legend in advertising. She was credited with inventing many of Google's most profitable online advertising techniques. She was a VP at Google and a lot of people said she'd be CEO someday, and she wasn't even 40 yet.


  "Yes, Keri fucking O'Reilly," Johnny said, "So organize your team and get your cute fanny out to Vegas."


  "Okay," Jen said. She decided it was the right time to talk to Johnny about something. "I need someone to help with online video."


  "I thought you use that storyboard artist, what's his name, Tom?" Johnny said.


  "Yeah, but he's a contractor, I need someone here," Jen said. "I'm thinking of hiring Calvin."


  Johnny raised an eyebrow. "You just fired him -- now you want to give him a promotion? Come on Jen, he fucked up, we almost lost Kelloggs over it."


  "He was on my team, I'm the boss, I'm the one who fucked up," Jen insisted.


  "Fine, whatever, do what you want," Johnny said, but he gave his prodigy an approving look, as if saying "good call, nice to see you're growing up."


  That night Jen told Mike about Keri O'Reilly and Vegas. "She's a legend Mike. We studied her in college. I can't believe I'm going to meet her," Jen said excitedly.


  "Scott will be in Vegas too?" Mike asked, excited for Jen but anxious too.


  "Yeah but ... you trust me right?" Jen said hugging him. "I'm so over him."


  That night they made love, but she could tell Mike was bothered. She swore to herself she wouldn't lose control in Vegas. She would not fall under Scott's spell. She -- would -- not.


  "Nervous?" Allie said the next Thursday as they waited in a conference room of the Wynn in Vegas. A series of meetings with Keri were planned for that weekend, and they were waiting for her to arrive for this kickoff meeting.


  "I can't believe we're about to meet Keri O'Reilly," Jen said butterflies in her stomach.


  "Me too," Allie said. She was just as excited and nervous as Jen. Scott was excited too but he didn't show it, trying to look cool.


  Allie got close to Jen. "I'm hooking up with Scott tonight," she whispered in Jen's ear. "Wanna join us?"


  "No," Jen said firmly.


  "Okay, your loss," Allie said with a laugh.


  Then the door opened and a group of people walked in, Keri O'Reilly and her main staff. Her staff was in their late 20s/early 30s. At 26, Jen was the youngest person in the room (Allie was older by a few months, and Scott was 29).


  Keri O'Reilly was gorgeous at 39. She had a thick luxurious mane of long brown hair with just the right amount of red highlights. She was taller than Jen by a few inches and had a large bust, flat stomach and long shapely legs. She had 2 adopted children but had never given birth, keeping her body tight.


  She always dressed to the 9s. Today she wore an elegant yet sexy (and very expensive) dress, shiny black hose and black high heel sandals. The dress had a scoop top that showed the soft swell of her large breasts. She looked tanned, confident, so together. Jen felt incredibly intimidated.


  Jen nervously approached and started to introduce herself when Keri held up her hand. "You're the team leader?" she asked coldly.


  "Um ... yes," Jen said unsure where Keri was going with this.


  "Wait here," Keri said. She left the room and called Johnny. She and Johnny went way back.


  "Johnny, why are you wasting my time?" Keri said angrily. "You sent me a little girl? She's your team leader?"


  "Keri, hold on, you started young too," Johnny said.


  "Fuck Johnny is she even out of college yet?" Keri snapped.


  "Keri she led our Kelloggs team," Johnny said. "You told me you were impressed by that."


  "Wait," Keri said, startled. "That young girl is Jennifer Andrews?"


  "Yes, Jennifer Andrews, our team lead."


  Keri considered. Yes, she'd been impressed by Kelloggs, so impressed she assumed the team leader would be much older. "Okay Johnny, I'll call you later," she said.


  Keri went into the conference room. She sat down and without introductions said "Tell me about your Kelloggs campaign."


  Jen and her team described what they'd done for Kelloggs. Keri let her team do the grilling. She listened and watched.


  Keri was impressed by Jennifer Andrews. She knew when to let her team speak, and when to take control. It was clear immediately Jen was more polished and talented than either Allie or Scott.


  Keri took a dislike to Scott, even despite his obvious charms; it seemed he took credit for ideas that were clearly Jen's. Interestingly, Jen let Scott get away with it but it was a good move as it helped build confidence in her entire team, and it was the team she was selling, not just her.


  Allie was impressive in her own way, but unfocused. But Jen managed to turn Allie's shortcomings into advantages.


  Keri was very impressed. Jen did an excellent job selling her team, which was critical to prove her ability to put together an effective advertising campaign for Google.


  "That's enough," Keri said after 30 minutes. She stood and everyone else did too. Jen, Allie and Scott anxiously looked at her. She could tell them to go home right now if she wanted, and they'd know they'd missed the cut. But instead she said "Good meeting, we'll see you tomorrow." Jen, Allie and Scott wore big relieved smiles as they left.


  Jen, Allie and Scott had a drink to celebrate their successful first day. "Joining us for dinner?" Scott said with a lecherous grin. Under the table he squeezed Jen's knee. Allie had a mischievous delighted smile on her face.


  Jen pushed his hand away. "You two go ahead, I need to prep for tomorrow," she said, getting up and leaving.


  She went up to her room. She stepped out of her high heels and undressed, taking off her dress, bra and thigh high stockings. She took off her thong too and put on comfy VS pink cotton panties with lace trim. She put on black leggings and Mike's old fraternity t-shirt. Then she took out her contacts as they were bothering her.


  Feeling comfortable now, she called Mike and told him about her great day. He told her how proud he was of her and that made her feel good.


  After hanging up, she spread the papers on the bed. Sitting cross-legged and putting on her glasses, she studied everything to get ready for tomorrow's meeting with Keri and her staff.


  After a couple hours she heard activity in the room next door. By bad luck, Allie had gotten the room next door. Jen heard laughing and horsing around, and then she heard the unmistakable sounds of raw passionate sex. She heard Allie and Scott's grunts and moans through the paper thin walls, and then she heard slam-slam-slam as Scott fucked Allie so hard the bed rammed the wall with each thrust.


  She covered her head with the pillow but it was no use, she still heard them. She felt flushed and a tingling in her pussy. "I've gotta get out of here," she told herself. She decided to go to the casino. She put her bra back on -- a white lacy silk bra with unlined cups that snapped in the back -- and a cute pink v-neck top that buttoned up the front.


  She decided to leave the leggings on, but she didn't like how the panties underneath looked (she hated panty lines). She took off the leggings, then the cotton panties, then put the black leggings back on. She noticed the panties were moist. "God I'm such a nympho," she silently chastised herself.


  The black lycra leggings ended a little above her ankles. She put on black flats that had thin ankle straps. The flats were thin and she liked them because it almost felt like she was walking barefoot, which she loved. They showed off the beginnings of her toes (Mike called it toe cleavage).


  She brushed her hair and put it in a high pony tail, then she put on a little lipstick. She wasn't planning to meet or talk to anyone, but she was the kind of person who couldn't be around people without looking a little presentable. She kept her glasses on, not bothering to put her contacts back in.


  She took the elevator down to the Wynn casino. It was 11pm and just getting crowded. She wasn't a gambler so it took a few moments to figure out how things worked. Soon though she had a plastic card with $20 credit on it. Then she sat down at a quarter slot machine away from the crowds.


  She played and frowned at first. Why were the machines so complicated, what happened to just hearts and cherries?


  "Trying to figure out how it works?" said a voice behind her.


  Jen turned and saw a good looking guy, smiling at her. "I'm Dylan," he said, "let me explain." Dylan explained the different symbols and combinations of the slot machine. As he spoke he moved closer to Jen until his shoulder touched hers.


  "Thanks," Jen said, politely moving away. She couldn't help noticing how good looking and fit he looked.


  "Want one?" he said offering a cigarette.


  Jen had the urge for one, and Mike would never know. "Sure, thanks," she said and he gave her one and lit it.


  They chatted and laughed as they smoked and played the slots. She couldn't help flirting, it came natural. Dylan invited her for a drink but she begged off, and he reluctantly left.


  A waitressed approached as Dylan walked away. "He's a cutie," the waitress said smiling.


  "Yeah, but ..." Jen said, smiling and holding up her left hand.


  "Me too," the waitress said, holding up her left hand. "Doesn't mean we can't look, right?"


  "Yeah," Jen said and they shared a laugh.


  "Can I see your ring? It's beautiful," the waitress gushed.


  "Thanks," Jen said smiling. The 3 carat diamond ring was actually her "second engagement" ring. Her original had a sapphire, her favorite stone (also her birthstone). Mike always felt bad the sapphire was small (he didn't have much money at the time), so when he got his first big bonus check after their wedding he bought her the much more expensive diamond ring. Jen loved her original engagement ring, but of course no girl says no to a diamond ring.


  Nowadays she switched between wearing her first and second engagement rings (always wearing her wedding ring too of course). She probably wore the diamond more, not because it cost more, but because she was afraid the soft sapphire of her original engagement ring would chip. She always kept both rings with her though. The sapphire ring was in her suitcase upstairs.


  Thinking about her original engagement ring, she thought about Mike's sapphire project. She wondered why he called it "sapphire," even though the project was jokingly named after making money. "Emerald" would have been a more apt name. Mike joking said the project was named "sapphire" because it was about "red hot money." But she wondered if Mike had named the project for her. She smiled thinking that.


  "I'm Jen," she said with a smile.


  "Emily," the waitress said smiling back.


  "My husband would love your outfit," Jen said with a grin, looking Emily up and down.


  "I know, right?" Emily laughed. She lowered her voice conspiratorially. "Sometimes my husband does me in it!" They laughed.


  Emily wore a brownish form fitting halter dress that barely covered her ass and had slits up the sides. The dress was backless. There was no way Emily could be wearing a bra, although the dress had beads running from Emily's neck to below her breasts that hid her nipples. The dress was slinky and practically see-through. Underneath Emily wore shiny nude opaque pantyhose and ankle strap high heels. (Author's note: For an idea of Emily's outfit, see my Photobucket album: http://s876.photobucket.com/user/xleglover2/library/Wynn%20cocktail%20waitress%20outfit?sort=3&page=1)


  "Don't tell anyone I told you that!" Emily giggled, and they shared another laugh. "You know, they sell a dress like this at Fendi at Ceasar's Forum shoppes." She touched Jen's ring and added with a giggle "It's ungodly expensive but you can probably afford it."


  Jen laughed, looking down embarrassed. She looked at Emily's outfit again. Kinda like the Chanel dress, but only half the material -- which was scary. Mike would definitely love it.


  Emily left and Jen turned back to the slot machine. After a few minutes a cute guy sat at the slot machine right next to her, even though the entire row was empty. "Hey I'm Kenley," he said after a few minutes.


  Jen smiled politely and said "Jen."


  "Any luck so far?" Kenley asked.


  "Um ... I don't think so," Jen laugh, looking at the display and seeing she was down to seven dollars.


  "Let me show you a trick," Kenley said reaching over and pressing a few buttons.


  Jen tried it and immediately won 2 out of 3, pushing her credit back to $10. "I'm rolling now," she said laughing.


  "Almost enough to buy a drink," Kenley said laughing back. "Speaking of a drink, wanna get one? You look like a wine aficionado. They have a great wine bar here."


  "I do like wine," Jen said with a smile. She held up her left hand. "So does my husband."


  Undeterred, Kenley asked, "He's here?"


  "Nope. But --."


  "What's the harm in a glass of wine?" Kenley said, giving her a charming boyish smile.


  "I'm happy just hanging here," she said.


  Kenley gave her a playful hurt look. "This is a brush off, right?"


  "Sorry," Jen said with a polite smile and shrug.


  Just then Emily returned, giving Kenley a serious up and down look as he walked away. "You do attract the cuties huh?" she teased. She handed Jen a glass of red wine. "On the house."


  "Thanks!" Jen said.


  Emily had a glass too and they toasted, then both took a sip.


  "Here on pleasure?" Emily asked.


  "Business," Jen said.


  "Well hey," Emily said, "I'm getting off and my girlfriends and I are going out. Wanna come with us?"


  "Me?" Jen said flattered and surprised.


  "Sure, you're nice," Emily grinned. "And it's always more fun going clubbing with a boy magnet like you."


  "I don't know about that!" Jen laughed. "What about your husband?"


  "He doesn't mind," Emily said. "This is Vegas, right?" They shared another laugh.


  "I kinda have to get up early tomorrow," Jen said begging off.


  "Okay, no worries," Emily said cheerfully. "I work most nights so maybe I'll see you again."


  A little later Jen got hit on again. She went up to her room feeling as flushed as before. Getting hit on by three cute guys hadn't exactly made the longing in her pussy go away.


  Worse, Allie and Scott were still going at it in the room next door. She kicked off her flats and gulped down another glass of wine. She took off her blouse and bra and got into bed. Then she peeled off her tights. The crotch was moist.


  She gave into it and rubbed herself. She fantasized about being taken by Dylan, Kenley and Brad, all at the same time. They were all really cute. She rubbed her clit and squeezed her breasts thinking about Dylan in her pussy, Kenley in her ass and Brad in her mouth, all of them treating her rough and dirty and calling her nasty names. Scott drifted into her fantasy, so did Ricky, even Colin. They had their hard cocks out, slowly stroking themselves as they waited their turn with her, calling her nasty names, egging the other guys to fuck her harder and finish so they could have their turn.


  Then her mind drifted to Darren. At first her fantasy involved all the men, but then the white boys drifted away, intimidated by Darren's powerful jet black body and glorious cock.


  She imagined Darren at the casino, forcing her down on her knees to blow him while Emily watched. "God Jen you're such a slut" Emily said watching Darren fuck her face, the saliva and Darren's pre-cum spilling from her mouth over her chin and down her neck.


  Mike drifted into her fantasy. He was naked like Darren and playing with himself. His dick was so much smaller than the black man's.


  Darren laughed seeing Mike's small penis. "Do something useful cuck, lick my ass as your pretty wife blows me," he ordered.


  Mike hesitated.


  "Do it Mike," Jen insisted with an intrigued delighted smile.


  Looking defeated, Mike got on his knees and stuck his nose in Darren's black crack. Darren growled feeling Mike's tongue rubbing back and forth over his puckered asshole. "Yeah white boy that feels good," he said.


  He yanked Jen's hair, pulling her off his cock and making her look at Mike with his nose pressed deep in his black crack. "What do you think of your husband now Jenny girl?" he said laughing.


  "God Mike ...," Jen said with a disbelieving smile.


  Darren grabbed Mike and roughly forced him around, so he was staring right at his big black cock. "What do you want your husband to do Jenny?" the black man asked with an evil grin.


  Jen grinned back with a wicked excited smile. "Go down on him Mike," she urged her husband.


  Her eyes squeezed closed, Jen moaned and arched her back as she came. "God you're so perverted," she thought to herself as she caught her breath. She shivered. Where had THAT fantasy come from? She gulped down another glass of wine.


  Scott and Allie were still going at it. But with the release of her orgasm and the glasses of wine, she was able to fall asleep.


  She woke up early the next morning -- she was on east coast time -- and called Mike. She told him about the night before and getting hit on by three cute guys (she didn't mention her fantasy). As expected, he got really excited.


  "What were you wearing?" he asked excitedly.


  "Just tights and flats," she said feigning innocence.


  "So they saw your ass and legs!" he said laughing.


  A little later he asked, "What are you up to this morning?"


  "Probably gonna work out," she said. "My meeting doesn't start until 2."


  "Maybe the guys will be there," Mike said mischievously. "Don't wear a bra to the gym."


  "Mike-you-are-crazy!" she said, exasperated and playful at the same time.


  Later she hesitantly said "Allie and Scott are in the next room."


  "Oh," he said his voice suddenly wary.


  "They're doing their thing, I'm doing mine," she assured him.


  "Okay," Mike said.


  After hanging up she got ready for the gym. She put on a thong and the black tights from last night. She was about to put on a sports bar but then thought of Mike. Feeling weird about the fantasy, she tossed the bra back into her suitcase and put on a crop top that exposed a few inches of her flat tummy.


  She put on sneakers and then brushed her hair, putting it into a ponytail.


  Then she took a selfie and emailed the picture to Mike. Her nipples were clearly outlined in the stretchy material of the crop top. She teasingly typed in "Think Kenley will like?" She'd told him Kenley was the cutest of the three, and the most charming.


  There was a mirror in the elevator and she looked at her chest, turning this way and that. Not only did her nipples dent the material, you could just make out the dark of her nipples and areola through the material. God Mike ....


  Fortunately the gym was mostly empty. She put in her buds and got on an elliptical machine, working out to her latest favorite mix.


  She was 30 minutes into her workout when Dylan walked up. Great, she thought. With the sweat of working out, her top was like a wet t-shirt, molded around her braless tits. They talked about 5 minutes. The entire time he couldn't keep his eyes off her chest.


  She went another 30 minutes. Then Kenley walked up, having finished a run. He invited her to join their group that night at Tao, at the Venetian. She begged off, saying she'd probably have to work. They chatted some more, his eyes alternating between her mouth and breasts.


  "You don't always wear glasses?" Kenley said.


  "Contacts," Jen said.


  Kenley gave her a charming smile. "You look really cute in glasses."


  "Oh, um, thanks," Jen said feeling awkward.


  Later in her room she called Mike and told him what happened, playfully chastising him. He laughed.


  After hanging up, she put on her old Penn State sweat shirt and walked over to the Ceasar Palace Forum Shoppes. At Fendi she found the dress Emily described. If anything the skirt was shorter and even more backless than Emily's! And it was ungodly expensive! She bought it anyway, knowing Mike would love it.


  At Victoria Secrets she bought two pairs of shiny, almost opaque nude pantyhose, like Emily's.


  Then she went to Christian Louboutin. She bought black 4 inch stiletto heels to go with the outfit. She already had more than a few black pumps, but she loved shoes, and she especially loved the sexy Louboutin red bottoms.


  The total bill was outrageously expensive. With a crooked smile and a glint in her eye, she decided to make Mike pay. He deserved it after making her go braless working out. Anyway she knew he'd love the new outfit, and with his new partner salary and all the Sapphire bonuses he wouldn't mind.


  In his office, Mike was beside himself with lust thinking of Jen getting hit on last night and at the gym. He felt so lucky to have such a stunning wife. She got hit on all the time and it never failed to excite him. Having Scott there fueled his desires more.


  He despised Scott and felt incredibly threatened by him, but Scott pushed a lot of cuck buttons for him. He locked his office door, then went to his computer and opened up the video.


  There were so many hot scenes. Jen and Allie kissing. Undressing each other. Seeing Allie's incredible body, her big beautiful natural tits, tight ass and long shapely legs. Jen and Allie sharing Scott's cock. Scott fucking Allie and making her cum. Jen and Allie going down on each other.


  But those weren't Mike's favorite parts. He had those bookmarked. As he watched them his cuckold fantasies took over, the scenes morphing in his head.


  1: Scott: "Would you do this for Mike?"


  Jen laughing derisively: "Mike? Are you kidding? No freaking way!"


  2: Jen fondling Allie's big tits: "Someday I want to feel a big cock fucking my tits."


  Scott: "Mike's?"


  Jen wrapping her arms around his neck: "No, he's way too small. I'd want your beautiful cock Scott."


  3: Scott: "Would you put on this show for Mike?"


  Jen: "No -- I don't want to think about him okay?"


  4: Jen opening her lips and letting Scott spit into her mouth. After swallowing, she says looking into his eyes, "I'll do anything for you."


  5: Scott stroking Jen's tiny blonde bush. "I'm gonna shave it off, okay Jen?"


  Jen: "Yeah yeah, go ahead, shave it off, make me bare like Allie."


  Scott: "What about Mike?"


  Jen: "Stop talking about him! Do anything you want to me!"


  6: Scott penetrating Jen bareback, fucking her. "You know I'm not wearing a condom, right?"


  Jen: "Yeah I know! God it feels SOOOOO fucking good!"


  Scott: "You've wanted it this way, huh?"


  Jen: "Yes! I've ALWAYS wanted you to fuck me this way!"


  Scott: "What about Mike!"


  Jen: "Forget about him! I'll never make you wear a condom again, ever!"


  7: Scott caressing Jen's new tramp stamp as he fucked her: "Your new bullseye is so fucking sexy!"


  Jen giggling: "You better like it, YOU picked it out!"


  Scott: "You got it for me right?"


  Jen beaming into his eyes: "You know I did!"


  Scott: "Next time I'll tattoo my name into your back."


  Jen laughing: "God you're so bad!"


  8: Jen: "Scott cum inside me baby! I want to feel you shoot your cum inside me!"


  Scott: "You're on the pill right?"


  Jen: "No but I don't care, just cum inside me!"


  Scott: "You want my baby?"


  Jen as Scott cums inside her: "Yeah Scott, I love you! I want your baby!"


  9: Jen wrapping her arms around Scott's neck, bliss on her face. "God Scott you've freaking amazing, the best lover ever!"


  Scott: "Just lover?"


  Jen (giggling): "Okay, the best everything!"


  Scott: "You love me right?"


  Jen wrapping her arms around him and beaming into his eyes: "You know it!"


  As always, Mike came quickly after only watching two of his favorite scenes. Afterwards he felt sick, a pathetic loser, worried about Scott making moves on Jen.


  He tried to concentrate on work. He opened a new email from Eric. He frowned seeing it included an intense schedule of interviews with the media.


  He called Eric. "I don't have time for these interviews," Mike said.


  Eric shook his head. He'd known Mike would object. Anyone else would jump at all the public attention, but he hated it. "How many are you willing to do?" Eric asked.


  "I don't know," Mike said. "Two or three."


  "Three?" Eric said frustrated. "There must be 30 on the list, and more reporters are calling every day. Come on Mike, publicity makes a lot of money."


  "You know I'm working on version 2 of Sapphire," Mike said. "That'll make us a lot more money."


  Whatever, Eric thought after hanging up. He pulled up the interview list and started crossing off names.


  Back in Vegas, Keri sat in her room, thinking about yesterday's meeting and the meeting planned for that afternoon. Making a decision she called Byron, one of her younger aides. He was also an occasional lover. He arrived a few minutes later.


  Keri stood up and walked to him. She dropped her robe. She wore only high heeled sandals.


  "God Keri," the 27 year old Byron gushed, feasting on his boss's still very sexy 39 year old body.


  "Like what you see?" Keri said. She looked at the rapidly forming tent in Byron's pants and smiled. She moved closer and cupped his crotch.


  Byron moaned. "I thought Jim was here," he said.


  "Playing golf," Keri said. She got on her knees and unzipped his pants. "Besides, you know he doesn't mind." She took Byron into her mouth.


  Later in bed, they smoked as they watched CNN. To the side was a room service cart with their half-eaten lunch. Both were naked, although Keri still wore the high heels.


  "I've got to get ready for the meeting," Keri said getting up.


  "Want company in the shower?" Byron said patting Keri's shapely ass.


  "You've got to get ready too," Keri said laughing. "I need you to do something for me."


  "What?"


  "Look into this Jennifer Andrews," Keri said. "Make some calls and get others on this. I want to know everything there is to know about her."


  Ch. 04 - Loving Wives - Keri learns more about Jen


  Jen met Allie and Scott for lunch, to prep for their second meeting with Keri O'Reilly and her team.


  Smiling gleefully, Allie whispered "Sorry we were so loud last night."


  "I didn't notice," Jen deadpanned.


  "Yeah right," Allie said laughing.


  The meeting began at 2. After an hour Keri ended the meeting, even more impressed with Jennifer Andrews than yesterday.


  Yesterday Jen sold her team. Today she outlined her ideas for the Google ad campaigned. From Kelloggs, Keri knew Jen was gifted with oodles of out-of-the-box creativity, and she displayed that today. Keri announced they would reconvene tomorrow for a working lunch.


  Later in the early evening, Byron came to Keri's room and handed her a thick file. It was labeled "Jennifer Andrews." Keri thanked Byron, poured herself a glass of wine and started to read.


  The file was comprehensive. It covered Jen's academic background -- average -- and her work since graduating from college -- very impressive.


  It described Jen's childhood. Difficult, with a barely-there womanizing father who constantly cheated, a sad and bitter mother, and an older sister (Emma), a pretty girl who partied and fucked around and eventually got pregnant. Emma dropped out of college and married the father. Now their marriage was on the rocks and divorce looked inevitable. With no college degree, a small child and a no-good husband, Emma's prospects looked bleak.


  The file described Jen, always the prettiest girl in the room, well liked and popular. She'd been class president and a cheerleader. She competed in gymnastics making States her sophomore, junior and senior years (balance beam was her best event), and took dance classes outside school winning a number of awards. She struggled academically thought and got only middling SAT scores, but she worked hard going to summer school to get her grades up to a solid B. With her extracurricular activities she made it into Penn State, her dream school (because she loved their football team).


  The file described her relationship with Colin, her first real romance. Their relationship started in high school and continued into college. Keri looked at a picture of Colin. Very handsome and charming. He was the star high school quarterback and got a full boat scholarship from Penn State. Colin red-shirted his freshman year and then started the next four years. He was a 3 year All-American and was in the running for the Heisman his senior year. He was drafted in the second round by the Patriots.


  But Colin was a womanizer, seemingly cut from the same cloth as Jen's father. He cheated on Jen throughout their relationship.


  Jen finally broke it off with Colin. Then she had a series of meaningless one-night stands. Her grades suffered and she'd been seriously close to academic suspension.


  It seemed Jen was going the same direction as her mother and sister. Certain to get pregnant, drop out of college, end up in a loveless unfaithful marriage. All her promise and potential destroyed.


  But then she met Mike, and her life changed.


  The file had a picture of Mike. Cute but nothing special to look at, Keri thought. The file described Mike. Shy, reserved, dry sense of humor, smart, ultra loyal to Jen. The file described Sapphire. "He's THAT Mike Andrews?" Keri thought to herself, a little awed.


  Mike and Jen quickly became inseparable. He seemed a good influence on her. Her grades soared, going from a C/D student to A/B.


  After graduation, they moved to New York City and moved in together. They found a converted warehouse loft apartment in trendy Soho and eventually bought it. They married after a few years of living together.


  Mike did well, becoming the youngest partner ever at his prestigious Wall Street firm. Although given his stellar academic record, Mike's success was never really in doubt, more "when" rather than "if."


  It was Jen who was a surprise. She blossomed in NYC, one impressive success after another. Already she was considered one of the brightest marketing stars on the east coast, and her growing reputation was quickly spreading to the west.


  An interesting side nugget was her loyalty to her best friend Allie. While talented, Allie wasn't in Jen's class. Still, Jen always positioned Allie for success, and the two rose together lock-step on the corporate ladder.


  Then the file got really interesting. It described Jen's affairs with Ricky and Scott. The file included pictures of both. She'd already seen Scott -- gorgeous! -- and Ricky was just as good looking.


  The file included profiles on both Ricky and Scott. They were just like Colin, very good looking and extremely attractive to women, charming and charismatic. But all were unfaithful men who took what they wanted from pretty girls while giving nothing in return, other than good sex. Just like Jen's father.


  Keri wasn't a psychologist, but she suspected Jen's tendency towards hunky yet no-good men stemmed from her relationship with her father. After all, Colin, Ricky and Scott were just like Jen's father. She shook her head, amazed at how a father could screw up a daughter's head.


  Keri wasn't surprised by Jen's affairs. Extramarital flings were common in the high pressure, dress to impress world of advertising. But her relationships with other men seemed to go beyond mere fuck-buddies. Keri wondered how committed Jen was to her marriage.


  The file had two DVDs. A sticky note said "From Mike's computer." She smiled. Leave it to Byron to hack Mike's computer. They were Google after all.


  She picked the DVD with the more recent timestamp. It began with Scott saying "Hey bro, you're gonna love what Jen's giving me for my birthday." Then Jen and Allie walked into the picture. Keri's eyes went wide as she watched.


  Keri took a big gulp of wine as the action developed. Then she couldn't stand it anymore, she pulled up her skirt and rubbed herself, her eyes locked on the screen. She came twice before the end of the video, where Scott said, "Hey asshole -- so you don't want me fucking her bareback, huh? Well, guess what? Your pretty wife took my load and loved it! Think she'll ever make me use a condom again? Maybe I even knocked her up tonight. She'll get fat with my baby. What do you think of that shit head?"


  She played the second DVD. Her eyes went even wider seeing Jen in her wedding dress. Keri heard Jen say "Oh my god, I can't believe we're really going to do this!"


  On the screen, there was a knock on the door and Jen grabbed Mike's hand (he was wearing a tuxedo). "Are you sure you want to do this?" she asked.


  Mike said excitedly "Yes, and I know you want to do it too!"


  Keri watched as Mike opened the door and Ricky walked in. "I get it," Keri thought to herself. "Mike likes to see Jen with other men." Keri wasn't shocked, not given her own experiences.


  Keri played with herself as the action developed. Within the first five minutes she came again. Three times! She couldn't remember the last time she'd cum so much in so short a time. And her lust quickly returned as the action continued.


  In the midst of her fourth orgasm her husband Jim walked in. "What's this?" he said with a smile, seeing his beautiful wife with her dress up around her waist, fingering herself.


  Keri got up and smiled. "You've got to see this," she said excitedly. She put the first DVD back in. She sat Jim down, poured him a big glass of scotch, and then got on her knees between his legs. "There are 2 videos, this one happened a couple months ago." She took out his cock and hit play. "You're going to love this," she said with a sexy grin. She played with her husband as he sipped his scotch and watched the video.


  "Who's the pretty blonde girl?" Jim said his eyes going wide. "She's adorable!"


  "Her name's Jennifer Andrews," Keri said her husband's cock half in her mouth. She excitedly added, "She's only 26." With one eye on the video and Jim's cock in her mouth, Keri also reached down and rubbed her clit.


  Even with the beautiful and busty Allie there, Jen was the star of the show. With her long blonde hair, blue eyes, sweet face and almost flat chest, she looked much younger than her 26 years. Having such an innocent, pretty young girl involved in the threesome made the wickedness on the screen that much more naughty and exciting.


  After just a few minutes Jim came in his wife's mouth. Keri came too moments later.


  "She's fantastic!" Jim gushed. "You said her name's Jennifer?"


  "Yes," Keri said. Then she added with a delighted giggle, "Would you like to meet her?"


  In her room Jen smashed the pillow against her face, but it didn't drown out the sounds of sex coming from the other side of the wall. Allie and Scott had been going at it non-stop for over 2 hours. Allie repeatedly texted her to come over and join the fun.


  Jen called Mike. "Do you want to join them?" he asked anxiously.


  "No Mike I don't," she said frustrated. "It's just ..."


  Mike knew his wife was wearing her cum face. Bad things happened when she got that horny. "You could change rooms."


  "I've tried that, the hotel's booked, all of Vegas is booked because of this Google trade show."


  Thinking about it, Mike said "You could hook up with someone. One of the guys from last night. Kenley."


  "Mike ...."


  "You're not a slut baby," Mike assured her. "Not if I want you to, and I do." He smiled. "Besides this way you'll have a great story to tell me when you get home."


  "I don't know ...."


  "I packed something for you," Mike said.


  "What?"


  "Look in your suitcase and call me back."


  Puzzled, Jen looked in her suitcase. Her suitcase had two compartments, and she usually only used one. She opened the other one and found a big manila envelope. On the outside in magic marker she recognized Mike's handwriting: "Open in case of emergency"


  Smiling, she opened the envelope. Inside was her daring Chanel dress, a garter belt, black stockings, and black stiletto high heels. There were also a half dozen XL Magnum condoms.


  "You're so bad," she told him on the phone. "Are you really okay with this?"


  "Yeah, I want you to," Mike assured her.


  Jen decided to do it. She was horny and desperately needed laid! Black or white, young or old, she didn't care as long as he had a big hard cock. She knew she was being slutty but the fact Mike was okay with it made all the difference.


  She got ready and took the elevator to the lobby. She watched people go into Tryst, including a lot of hunky guys. But Kenley said he'd be at Tao at the Venetian. She walked to the bell desk to get a cab.


  Just then her cell rang. She looked at the caller ID. It was Keri.


  "Hello Jennifer," Keri said. "Sorry to bother you, but could you meet me in Surrender?" Surrender was another night club in the Wynn.


  So much for her plans, Jen thought.


  "Um, sure, can you give me 30 minutes?" Jen said. She wanted to change into a more conservative outfit.


  "No, I need to talk to you now, please come immediately," Keri said and she hung up.


  Jen sighed. Oh well it was Vegas, people dressed to impress here.


  Jen found Keri at the bar. To her surprise, Keri's dress was just as daring as hers. While Jen's dress plunged in the back, Keri's plunged in the front revealing a lot of shapely breasts. Keri wore her hair up, showing off her elegant neck.


  "That's a beautiful dress," Keri said with a smile. "Chanel?"


  "Um, yes," Jen said, impressed Keri could tell with just a brief look.


  "Mine is Chanel too, do you like?" Keri asked. Jen looked. She noticed how Keri's nipples dented the dress. Clearly she wasn't wearing a bra. Jen wasn't either, but Keri's breasts were so much larger.


  "It's beautiful," Jen said.


  "Where are Scott and Allie?" Keri asked.


  "Out partying I guess," Jen said with a laugh.


  "You don't party with them?" Keri asked with a knowing smile.


  "Um, no," Jen said awkwardly. "You know, they're single and I'm married."


  "Ah okay," Keri said, still smiling.


  Just then a tall distinguish man walked up. "Jennifer this is my husband Jim."


  Jen knew all about Jim of course, her team had researched the couple to prepare for the meeting. Jim was mid-40s (a few years older than Keri), a self-made billionaire. He was a minority owner of the 49ers and the famous Manchester United soccer team in England. He wasn't a hunk and probably never had been, but he was tall and distinguished, had kind eyes, and was attractive in a college professor sort of way.


  "Pleased to meet you Mr. O'Reilly," Jen said.


  "The pleasure's mine, but call me Jim or you'll make me feel older than I am," Jim said with a kind smile.


  "Okay Jim," Jen said joining him in a laugh.


  "Jennifer -- by the way, do you go by Jennifer, Jen, Jenny?" Keri asked.


  "Most people call me Jen," Jen said.


  "Okay," Keri said. "Well Jen, I wanted to tell you I'm very impressed. We haven't decided who we're going to hire, but you're definitely on our short list."


  "Keri that's such good news, thank you!" Jen gushed.


  "Don't thank me, you've earned it," Keri said smiling. "So you know, I think Allie is rough but has potential. Scott's the same. My point being, you're the reason your firm is on the short list. I've called Johnny and told him this."


  "Keri I don't know what to say," Jen said taken aback and flattered.


  "Now that business is out of the way, can I talk to you about something personal?" Keri asked.


  "Of course."


  "I think I'll take my leave," Jim said with a smile to both Keri and Jen. "It was lovely meeting you Jen," he said and gave her a quick peek on the cheek. "See you in the room later love?" he said to Keri, and they kissed on the lips.


  They ordered drinks. "At work I have to be dragon lady," Keri said. "I hope outside work we can be ourselves."


  "I'd like that," Jen said and they clinked martini glasses.


  "Can I tell you a personal story?" Keri asked.


  "Of course," Jen said.


  "Jim's my second husband. I met him about a year after my divorce. When Jim and I got serious, my friends asked why I was going with him," Keri said. "He was poor then, barely able to make his rent. It wasn't until later he became successful. He's cute but not like the really handsome guys I dated after my divorce. But I saw something in him. Can you relate to what I'm saying Jen?"


  "Yes," Jen said, thinking about her and Mike.


  "We got married and it was rough at first, money-wise. But we were in love and happy, and then he became really successful. I don't have to work now. I do this Google thing just to have something interesting to do."


  "Okay," Jen said, not knowing where Keri was going.


  Keri shrugged. "When you have a lot of money the challenges go away. Jim got bored, I got bored. Our marriage was in trouble. It was ironic. We still loved each other, but we were this close to getting a divorce."


  "I'm sorry," Jen said.


  "That's okay, it worked out," Keri said with a smile. "I need to tell you something so don't be alarmed, okay?"


  "Okay."


  "I'm bi," Keri said. "Are you okay with that?"


  "Yeah, I mean, I have some bi and gay friends," Jen said.


  "Good," Keri said with a smile. "Jim and I were going through a particularly bad time. We both were traveling a lot. Well, I met a girl in a bar and we had sex. It was just a one night stand. I don't even remember her name."


  "Oh," Jen said.


  "I confessed to Jim. He got mad of course. I mean, he knew I'm bi but I'd cheated on him. About a week later, I came home and found him in bed with his secretary Alice."


  "Wow," Jen said.


  "The funny thing was, I was really good friends with Alice, I still am," Keri said. "She started crying when I caught them. So here I was, after catching my husband cheating, with my arm around the woman he cheated with. Looking back it's funny."


  "Yeah, I guess."


  "You probably know where this is going, right?" Keri said. "Somehow Alice and I started kissing, and then Jim joined us. That was our first threesome." Keri paused as if in self-reflection. Then she continued, "So we started swinging. I'm not sure if it saved our marriage. I'd like to think we would have made it in any case. But our marriage became exciting again. Even though we had sex with other people, it made us closer."


  We finished our drinks and ordered another round. We clinked glasses again when they arrived.


  "Usually it's another girl," Keri went on. "Sometimes we play with a couple, but we both prefer just a girl." Keri hesitated, and then said "I need to tell you something else."


  "Okay," Jen said, more than a little wary by this point.


  "We ran a report on you. It's SOP on a major project like this, you being the project leader. You probably ran a report on me, right?"


  "Yes," Jen admitted.


  "Our research is pretty extensive. We're Google right?" They shared a laughed. "We found out a lot. About Ricky and Scott. We even found the video Scott emailed to Mike, and your wedding video with Ricky."


  Jen's eyes narrowed. "Who's seen this report?" she said coldly.


  "Just me and Jim, no one else will see it," Keri assured her.


  "I want to see it," Jen demanded.


  "I'll give it to you tomorrow," Keri promised.


  Jen took a long sip, finishing her Cosmo. "Okay," she said, calming herself down. "So why are you telling me all this?"


  "You know why, don't you Jen?" Keri said with a smile. "Jim and I want you to join us in bed."


  Jen laughed, but it was out of nervousness and to buy time, not humor. "You should ask Allie, she's wilder than me," Jen joked, but was half serious.


  "Jim likes tall brunettes with big boobs, like me and Allie. I'm not letting her get within a mile of him," she said with a laugh. "Besides, I like being friends with girls I share Jim with. I like you Jen. You're interesting and really talented. And I'm not just saying that to get into your pants." Keri laughed again.


  "I don't know," Jen said. "When were you thinking of doing this?"


  "How does tonight sound?" Keri said smiling.


  "Tonight?"


  "Come on Jen," Keri said with a knowing smile. "You're not dressed like that to see Barry Manilow."


  "I'm not bi," Jen said as if apologizing.


  "That's okay, I know," Keri said. "But I saw the video. You enjoyed yourself with Allie, I could tell. You like to experiment, don't you?"


  Jen's cheeks reddened with embarrassment. She said "I need to call Mike."


  "Of course you do," Keri said. She pressed a key into Jen's hand. "We're in the penthouse suite. It has a private elevator. Use that if you decide to join us. I hope you do. So does Jim."


  Jen left Surrender and found a quiet corner off the Wynn lobby. She called Mike and told him Keri's story.


  "Do you want to do it?" Mike said. He was obviously excited about the idea.


  "I don't know," Jen said. "It's kind of weird. They're older, and if we get the Google gig she'd be my boss."


  "That's kinda hot," Mike said.


  "Yeah it is," Jen agreed with a giggle.


  "I think you should do it," Mike said.


  "Really?"


  "Yeah. You have to call me right after it's over. And make him use a condom, okay?"


  "I will," Jen promised.


  Jen nervously rode the elevator up to the penthouse. She was awestruck when the doors opened. The penthouse looked like a palace.


  "I'm glad you decided to join us," Jim said handing a glass of Dom Perignon to Jen. He gave her a peek on the cheek.


  "Hi honey," Keri said, giving Jen a hug. Jen couldn't help noticing how big Keri's breasts felt. "Come on," she said leading Jen into the bedroom.


  Keri showed Jen a bottle of pills. Ecstasy. "Want one?" she asked.


  "Um, I don't think so," Jen said unsure.


  "Okay, just let me know," Keri said. She took one and so did Jim.


  "Jim's going to watch at first, okay?" Keri said. Jim sat in a chair next to the bed.


  "Okay," Jen said nervously, gulping down the expensive champagne and handing the glass to Jim.


  "You look like a sweet princess, an Alice in Wonderland, you know that?" Keri said stroking Jen's face. "Come here," she said guiding Jen to the bed. They sat on the edge, facing Jim.


  Keri lightly kissed Jen's lips. "You like that?" Keri softly said.


  "Yeah," Jen said nervously.


  Keri kissed Jen again, still soft but longer this time. "How was that, okay?" Keri said.


  "Yeah," Jen said still nervous. Sex with Allie had been easier since they were so close. It was harder with Keri, who she knew hardly at all.


  They kissed again, and this time Keri slipped her tongue into Jen's mouth.


  Jen broke away still looking unsure. But she was excited enough to want to continue. "Um, can I have one now?" she asked nervously.


  Keri smiled and gave Jen an Ecstasy, and Jim gave her a full glass of Dom. Jen swallowed the pill by gulping down the champagne. As she did, Keri and Jim shared a delighted excited smile.


  Almost immediately Jen felt more relaxed. Keri approached and kissed the younger girl again. This time Jen kissed back and they made out. When they stopped both were panting.


  Keri ran her hand gently down Jen's cheek and neck. "Can I take off your dress?" she asked.


  "Okay," Jen said feeling relaxed, almost like floating on air.


  Keri whispered into Jen's ear, "Stand up okay? This will drive Jim crazy."


  Jen stood up and Keri turned her to face Jim. "Are you ready to see our new princess darling?" Keri said to her husband. Jim nodded, he was panting too. Keri unzipped Jen's dress and slowly pushed it off her shoulders. It fell into a bundle around her high heeled feet.


  Keri looked at Jen in the mirror behind her husband. She reached around and put her hands under Jen's breasts, lifting them slightly. "Darling, you like our princess's tiny tits?"


  "She's adorable!" Jim gushed.


  Keri reached back and unzipped her own dress. Now both girls were just in their stockings and heels (Jen had a garter belt on too, Keri didn't). Keri turned Jen to face her, so they were sideways to Jim. She pushed her large natural 40DDs against Jen's small 32Bs. "Do you like what you see?" Keri asked her husband.


  "Incredible!" he panted.


  Keri took Jen's hand and led her back to the bed. "Did that bother you?" Keri whispered into Jen's ear. "He likes that."


  "No. I wish mine were as large as yours," Jen said.


  "Yours are perfect," Keri said.


  "Really?"


  "Yes," Keri said, and she kissed Jen. Again Jen was tentative first, but soon she was kissing back. They made out, their tongues dancing in their mouths.


  Keri instinctively knew Jen's sensitive parts, caressing her neck, just below her ass, the side of her breasts. Soon Jen was moaning and rolling her head back.


  Keri broke away, leaving Jen panting and feeling disappointed. "Wait here honey," she said, and then went to her husband.


  Keri straddled Jim's legs, kissing him. "I like her," Keri said.


  "I like her too," Jim agreed. They kissed some more, and then Keri undressed Jim.


  Jim didn't have a "beach body." He was thin and pale. He had the start of a beer gut (or maybe a foie gras and champagne gut), and his arms and chest had little muscular definition. But Keri treated him like he was the sexiest man alive.


  Keri returned to the bed, and she and Jen were on their knees on the bed, facing each other. Jim was to their side, inches from them. Keri kissed Jen. "Jim likes you," Keri said.


  Jen looked at Jim and smiled. "I like him."


  Keri said "I like you too," and the two girls kissed.


  Keri broke away from Jen long enough to say "Play with her breasts darling," then she kissed Jen again. Jen moaned into Keri's mouth as her husband joined them on the bed and eagerly fondled Jen's small breasts and sucked her nipples.


  Jen kissed Keri's neck. "I like your hair like this," Jen said.


  "Jim likes it when I wear it up," Keri said, and they kissed again. Then she turned to her husband. "Lay down honey," she said gently pressing her husband down onto his back.


  Keri gave Jen an excited smile. "Go down on him Jen."


  Jen looked into Jim's eyes. Then she pulled her long blonde hair to the side, lowered her head, and took Jim's cock into her mouth.


  Jim's head rolled back as he felt Jen's tongue twirl around his cock. "She's really good," he gasped to his wife.


  Jen had no problem swallowing all of Jim. He was only a little bigger than Mike, nothing like Scott or Ricky and certainly not Darren. She knew she gave good head, and Jim's moans confirmed it.


  She felt Keri pull her hair, and she wasn't gentle about it either. "That's enough," she said with a thin smile. She pushed Jen onto her back. "Now it's your turn."


  Keri went down on Jen. Mike was good at eating her out, but Keri was better. Or maybe just different, how a girl would do it instead of a guy. She brought her close to an orgasm multiple times but never let her go over the edge. Jen writhed under the sexy woman's tongue, Keri was driving her crazy.


  Abruptly she stopped. "Jim's gonna fuck you now," Keri said.


  "Okay," Jen said eagerly, wanting Jim's cock -- any cock -- inside her.


  Jim positioned himself. Jen said "Do you have a condom?"


  "You're on the pill, right?" Keri asked.


  "Yeah but ... I promised Mike."


  "I get it," Keri said. She got a condom and rolled it on her husband's cock.


  Jim positioned his cock at Jen's pussy and then pushed hard, penetrating her balls deep. He stroked back and forth. "God she's so tight," he groaned. "And her pussy feels so good, smooth like silk."


  Keri pressed her body against Jen's, and they kissed as Jim fucked her. Keri pushed Jen's hand down, and Jen fingered her as they kissed. Keri moaned into Jen's mouth.


  Keri kissed down Jen's body, her breasts, over her flat stomach, and then she licked Jen's clit as her husband fucked her. Jen arched her back and moaned, not used to so much stimulation and pleasure. In moments she came. "Oh fuck!" she cried her feet arching out of her high heels.


  Keri and Jim gave Jen a moment to recover. Then Jim pulled out of Jen. He took off the condom. Then Jim mounted his wife in the missionary position.


  Instinctively Jen kissed Keri and fondled her breasts as her husband fucked her. As Keri got close to orgasm, Jen moved her mouth to Keri's hard nipples, sucking and twirling her tongue over them.


  "Oh god I'm cumming!" Keri cried pulling Jen tight against her bosom. They stayed that way for long moments, Keri hugging Jen as she came down from her orgasm.


  Jim hadn't cum yet. He wanted to be inside Jen's young tight pussy again.


  He rolled Jen onto her back and got between her legs. Jen had her cum face on, this threesome had her so turned on. But she retained enough of her good sense to push again Jim's chest as his cockhead pressed between her pussy lips. "Jim, condom ..."


  "Come on Jen," he urged her, pushing harder, his face covered in lust.


  Jen grunted as Jim's unsheathed cockhead popped into her pussy. "Jim ..." she protested.


  Just then Keri rolled Jen's hard nipple between her thumb and finger and flicked her tongue in her ear. "It's okay honey, he's clean I swear."


  Jim pushed more of his cock into her. Skin on skin felt sooo good! It was sooo much better that way! Fuck it, Jen thought, her promise to Mike a distant memory. She opened her legs wider and raised her pelvis to meet his thrust, inviting his bare cock into her.


  Jim groaned as he sunk his cock balls deep into her. Her pussy felt so good, so tight and smooth, and bareback felt even better. He fucked her hard and fast. They kissed as they fucked, and Keri continued to fondle her breasts and rub her nipples. Jen arched her back and came again.


  "God I'm cumming!" Jim shouted.


  Jen didn't even consider telling Jim to pull out. With her own orgasm peaking, Jen hugged him tight and cried, "Don't stop Jim! Fuck me hard! Cum inside me!"


  Jim cried out as he came, shooting this cum into Jen's pussy. Jen was surprised at the force of his ejaculation, feeling the streams of his fertile sperm hitting against her walls.


  Jen called Mike as soon as she got to her room. "How was it?" he asked excitedly.


  "Freaking amazing!" Jen gushed. Mike came twice as she told him the story. He got particularly excited (and a little jealous) when Jen told him she'd cum on Jim's cock -- twice! -- even though he wasn't much larger than Mike.


  Jen decided not to tell Mike about letting Jim fuck her bareback, not wanting to ruin the mood. She felt guilty about breaking her promise, but deep down she thought his rule was a little silly. She was on the pill after all and Jim was safe, she trusted him and Keri. And bareback felt so much better. She'd tell Mike later.


  "You'll see them again tomorrow?" Mike asked.


  "I'll see Keri, we have a meeting," Jen said. "I'm not sure about Jim."


  "It's okay with me if you want to see them again, or just Keri," Mike said. "I guess I'd rather you not see Jim alone."


  Jen heard the anxiety in her husband's voice. She was glad she hadn't told him Jim had fucked her bareback, and cum inside her.


  The next morning Jen got a call from Byron. "No need for a group meeting today, you guys are on the short list, congrats," Byron said. "Keri would like you to join her for lunch at Botero to discuss next steps."


  Allie and Scott were thrilled to hear they'd made the short list! AND they had a free day in Vegas! They'd been fucking when Jen called.


  "He's ruining my pussy for other men," Allie whispered with a giggle. "Sure you don't want to join us?"


  "No thanks," Jen laughed on the phone. "Anyway I have a 1-on-1 with Keri to talk about next steps."


  "Too bad boss-lady," Allie teased. She hung up the phone and then went back to sucking Scott's cock.


  Jen frowned as she hung up the phone. She hated to admit it, but she was a little envious of Allie. Scott was a jerk, but he had a great body and was a great fuck. Last night with Keri and Jim had been good, but she knew the excitement was mostly due to her pent up horniness and naughtiness of the threesome, rather than physical attraction to Jim.


  Keri gave Jen a kiss on the cheek in the restaurant. "We had a lot of fun last night," she said.


  "I did too," Jen said, although she felt a little awkward. A waiter arrived and poured champagne for the 2 girls.


  Keri handed Jen a large file. "Here it is," she said.


  Jen read the file, her cheeks going red at times. She sipped the champagne as she read, the waiter twice refilling her glass. Jen noticed the 2 DVDs. "Who watched these?" she asked.


  "Just me and Jim," Keri assured her. Then she admitted, "Maybe Byron. He's very discreet."


  Jen frowned thinking of Byron watching her on the videos. She'd noticed him. It'd been impossible not to, he was really good looking.


  She handed the thick file back to Keri.


  "You can keep it," Keri said. "There aren't any copies."


  "Okay," Jen said. "Thanks." She put the file in her large Gucci bag.


  They talked business for a while. They finished the champagne and the waiter brought another bottle. Then Keri said "Did you tell Mike about last night? Is he alright?"


  Jen nodded. "It got him so excited. I think he's a little jealous of Jim though since he made me cum. He's kinda sensitive about that."


  "Well, you can tell Mike Jim had some help," Keri laughed.


  "That's true!" Jen said laughing back. She felt tipsy, the champagne definitely hitting her.


  "Does Mike make you cum?" Keri asked.


  Jen hesitated. Her sex life was private, and she didn't know Keri that well. But she was tipsy from the champagne, and they'd obviously shared a lot the night before. "Not always," she finally said. "That's what bothers him."


  "Let me guess, Ricky and Scott always make you cum?"


  "Pretty much, but it's over with both of them," Jen said.


  Keri nodded. "It got too intense for Mike?"


  Jen nodded. "I guess I got attached to them and Mike got hurt."


  Keri nodded back, understanding.


  Jen added, "Mike's hard to understand sometimes, because a little hurt is part of his fantasy."


  "How did the two of you get into this?" Keri asked.


  After yesterday, Jen found it easy to talk to Keri. "It started in college, with Ricky," she began. They shared more expensive champagne as Jen told Keri the whole story.


  Keri was silent for a long time after Jen finished. Despite the wine, she was stone cold sober, so entranced had she been by the story. "Jen, I'm sorry for all the hurt you both went through," she said, "But that's the hottest story I've ever heard." She giggled. "Can I tell Jim?"


  "I guess," Jen giggled embarrassed, brushing her hair behind her ear.


  "You're really lucky. Mike must love you a lot to let you have sex with men like Ricky and Scott," Keri said. "I mean, he gets off on it too, but still."


  "I've met a new guy too, he's freaking amazing," Jen gushed. She told Keri about Darren.


  "Are you going to see him again?" Keri asked her eyes sparkling with delighted interest.


  "I don't know," Jen said. "Mike wants me to."


  Keri raised an eyebrow. "What are you waiting for then?"


  "I'm taking it slow," Jen explained. "I don't want to hurt Mike again."


  Keri nodded, although didn't quite understand. She said, "I've been with black men before."


  "Do you only play when Jim's there?" Jen asked.


  "No, I play whenever I want," Keri said. She joked, "I have my harem of hunky men and sexy girls all over the country. Sometimes a girl just needs laid, you know?" She laughed.


  "I SOOO know what you're saying!" Jen said and they shared another laugh.


  "Pretty girls like us, we deserve it!" Keri said.


  "I guess!" Jen said with another laugh.


  "I mean it," Keri said. She was smiling, but serious too. "We're beautiful, sexy, successful, we deserve hot men like your Scott and Darren."


  "They're not mine!" Jen laughed shaking her head.


  "You know what I mean," Keri said with a smile.


  "Jim doesn't mind?"


  "I keep him happy," Keri said giving Jen a knowing smile. "Like last night."


  "Yeah," Jen agreed with a nervous giggle, her cheeks going red with awkward embarrassment. "Does he play too?"


  Keri shrugged. "He can if he wants," she said unconcerned. "I know he can't find anyone more exciting than me."


  Looking at the beautiful successful woman sitting across from her, Jen knew she was right. At best, Jim was ordinary looking. He was a good man and rich, but he'd have a hard time finding another woman as beautiful, exciting and sexy as Keri.


  Keri smiled and asked, "Are you wearing a garter belt like last night?"


  Jen was about to answer but then she smiled mischievously. She pulled Keri's hand to her thigh. "What do you think?" Jen asked with a sly grin.


  "God you are SUCH a tease!" Keri said laughing. She caressed Jen's thigh under the table. "Interested in another threesome?"


  "Jim's waiting in your penthouse?" Jen asked. To be honest she wasn't interested in being with them again, at least not so soon after last night. She wasn't bi, and she wasn't attracted to Jim. But she didn't want to offend.


  "Not Jim," Keri said. She giggled. "He's with his true mistress, his golf clubs."


  Jen tilted her head inquiringly, not understanding.


  "I invited Byron to join us," Keri said with a wicked grin. "Believe me. He's as -- gifted -- as your Scott and Ricky."


  Jen's eyes grew wide with surprise, and she was instantly intrigued. She suspected Byron was indeed hard and well-endowed. Her inner slut was tempted. But her head told her to take things slow. This trip had already been too exciting. "I better not," she told Keri, who gave her a "your loss" smile and shrug. A little later they hugged goodbye, and Jen returned to her room to pack.


  Making It Work -- Part 5


  Mike met Jen at the airport. He practically raped her in the terminal.


  "Wait until we get home," she giggled.


  "I can't wait that long!" Mike said.


  They necked in the taxi home but managed to control themselves otherwise. Mike had made dinner and it was warming in the oven, but Jen said "I'm not hungry."


  "Neither am I!" and he pulled her giggling into bed.


  "Does Keri eat you out better than me?" Mike asked as he slowly fucked his wife in the missionary position.


  "No," Jen said having thought about it. "She's good but you're the best." Mike couldn't hide his smile, feeling pleased.


  "Did Jim feel good inside you?"


  "He felt okay."


  "Better than me?"


  "No," she said.


  "He's bigger than me?"


  "Maybe a little longer," Jen said.


  "Thicker?"


  "About the same," Jen said. "You feel better than him."


  "But he made you cum on his cock?"


  "Yeah."


  "Twice?"


  "Yeah."


  "Was Keri licking your clit the second time too?"


  "No, we were kissing."


  "So Jim made you cum on his cock just by himself?"


  "I guess ..." Jen said. "You do too you know."


  "But he did it both times he fucked you."


  "He's just new that's all," Jen said reassuringly.


  "Are you attracted to him?"


  "Not really."


  "You wouldn't date him?"


  "No."


  "If he asked you wouldn't go out with him?"


  "I guess I might. He's nice. But I'm not attracted to him."


  After Mike came, they snuggled. "Are you okay baby?" she asked.


  "Yeah," Mike said. The idea of Jen with Keri and Jim was thrilling, but the fact Jen wasn't attracted to Jim dulled the excitement. Mike felt secure, but disappointed too. To be honest, he wished she'd hooked up with one of the alpha guys who'd hit on her, like Kenley.


  Later that week Darren called. "Hey sexy white bitch," he said in a playful ghetto voice.


  "Hi Darren," she said with a laugh.


  "Been thinking about me?" he asked.


  "Been kinda busy," Jen said with another laugh.


  "Let's get together this weekend."


  "Mike and I are busy," she said immediately, not remembering whether they had plans or not. "Maybe some other time."


  "You're not just stringing me along are you?"


  "No," Jen said with another laugh.


  "So I should keep calling?" he asked.


  Jen knew she could end it right then with Darren, probably should end it. All she had to do was say "no." But Darren pushed buttons that excited and frightened her. The threesome with Keri and Jim hadn't diminished those urges. Jen found herself saying, "Absolutely."


  A week later Jen and Allie were taking a caffeine break when a guy in a motorcycle parked at their building. "Nice," Allie said admiring the biker. He wore a leather jack over a t-shirt that showed off his well-defined chest. His worn jeans fit really nice too, and he wore cool biker boots.


  Jen was surprised when he took off his helmet. It was Tom, her storyboard artist.


  "Hi there," she said to him giving him a hello hug. "You remember Allie, right?"


  "Yeah, hey Allie," Tom said giving her a peck on the cheek.


  "What are you up to?" Jen asked.


  "Showing the latest Google mock-up to Calvin," Tom answered motioning to the portfolio under his arm. "Maybe we can catch up later."


  "Sounds good," Jen said smiling.


  "Is there something going on with you and Tom?" Allie asked later at the Starbucks. She gave Jen a wicked smile. "Playing your game with him?"


  "No! God Allie, he has a wife and baby!" Jen said laughing.


  "I've seen you making eyes at each other," Allie teased with an inquisitive tilt of her head.


  "It's just harmless flirting," Jen said.


  Later Tom popped his head into Jen's office. "How about you buy me lunch?" he said with a grin.


  "It's nice to see chivalry isn't dead," Jen teased.


  "You're the one with the expense account," Tom said, and they shared a laugh.


  At the restaurant Tom walked Jen through his latest mock-up, and they talked business for a while. Jen felt Tom looking down her blouse as she studied the storyboards. She was glad she'd worn a filmy unlined bra with lace trimming. As she studied one of the pages, she leaned over giving him a better view of her cleavage.


  With work done, they chatted as the waiter served their entrees. They'd always gotten along, that was a big reason Jen liked working with him. As they talked and laughed, Jen casually crossed and re-crossed her legs. Each time her skirt inched a little higher. She pretended not to notice as Tom sneaked glances at her legs.


  About a week later Allie bopped into Jen's office and fell into a chair. "How's bubble boy these days?" she asked stealing M&Ms from a bowl on Jen's desk.


  "He's really good," Jen said brightly. And he WAS good. THEY were good. They were really close, really really close. Their sex life was awesome. They had sex almost every day. And of course they had the excitement of occasionally playing with other people.


  Her pussy tingled thinking of Darren and Keri/Jim (she thought of them as one person). But since she had both of them to think about, she didn't feel herself losing control with either. Mike was excited all the time and staying well within good hurt territory. It seemed like they'd found a way to make the game work.


  Two Fridays later, Jen's office decided to go to happy hour. As a social butterfly she wanted to go, but only if Mike did too. She called him and he enthusiastically agreed to go.


  She doubted he was really that much into going. She knew he didn't feel comfortable around her friends, they were too much the "populars" while he was kinda the geeky shy math guy. Of course, things were changing now because of Sapphire. His geekiness was definitely becoming cool.


  Jen's heart sank as they walked into the club. "Fuck," she thought. It was a karaoke club.


  She saw Scott looking at her and smiling. "Shit move Scott," she said scowling at him.


  "Why Jen? We had so much fun last time," he said acting innocent. He whispered into her ear. "Feel like a Vampire shot?" he said. He put his hand on her ass and squeezed.


  She sneered at him and dug her high heel into his ankle. He yelled "ouch" and pulled his hand away, but he was laughing.


  Mike arrived and Jen sat next to him. "Sorry about this, I know it's not your thing," she said.


  "It's okay, I'm fine," Mike said, but he looked nervous. "I'll get us a drink," he said and went to the bar.


  "Look over there, it's Jasmine Kelly," Lenny said. They all turned and saw a gorgeous young blonde sitting a few tables away.


  "Who's she?" Jen asked.


  "She took over at ESPN when Erin Andrews left," Lenny said. "She's what, 23? Erin's like 35. Erin saw the writing on the wall and bolted for Fox. Funny thing, Jasmine left ESPN too, she's at CNN now."


  "Speaking of Erin Andrews, have you seen the video of her, what a body!" Scott gushed.


  Jen gave him a WTF look. "A stalker took that video!"


  "So what? I'm not supposed to look?" Scott said laughing.


  Jen scowled at him. "You could at least feel guilty about it."


  "Yeah right," Scott said dismissively with another laugh. He reached under the table and caressed Jen's knee. "I'd take you over Erin any day," he whispered into her ear.


  "Fuck you," Jen hissed pushing his hand away.


  "Fine with me," he said laughing.


  Mike came back with a Cosmo for Jen and a scotch for himself. Jen motioned across the room. "Do you know who that is?" Jen whispered.


  Mike looked. "Oh yeah, Jasmine something, she's at ESPN."


  "She's at CNN now," Jen said.


  "Oh, okay," Mike said.


  Everyone began putting their names on the karaoke list. To her surprise, Mike moved to get up. Jen held his arm. "You don't have to do this," she whispered to him.


  "I want to," Mike said. He got up and put his name on the list.


  Jen sang Love Story by Taylor Swift. It was so beautiful everyone gave her a standing ovation.


  Scott got up and did a rousing version of Hot Legs by Rod Stewart. Jen tried to be aloof, but in the end she ended up laughing and clapping with everyone else, and got up with everyone else to give him a standing ovation. She hugged Mike's arm afterwards. "He's an ass, but he can sing," she said almost apologetically.


  Through bad luck, the two people ahead of Mike canceled, so he had to go on right after Scott. He got up feeling nervous. "Hey dude what song do ya want?" the DJ said.


  "I'm thinking something different," Mike said, and he explained the idea. "Do you think it's stupid?"


  "It's your song dude," the DJ said with a shrug.


  Mike nervously went to the microphone. He hated being in front of people. But even if he bombed he'd get some participation credit, and all he wanted was to show Jen he wasn't a party pooper.


  Jen and everyone else watched, waiting for the music to start. But then, without any music, Mike started reciting the lyrics to Thunder Road. At first Jen and everyone else thought he was singing it a cappella, but then realized he was reciting it like a poem.


  People listened politely, and there was scattered applause when he finished.


  As he sat down, Jen gave him an encouraging smile. She gave him a hug and kiss.


  As the next song started, Mike went to the bar to get more drinks. "Really? A poetry reading?" Scott said derisively, laughing after Mike had gone. Others around the table laughed too, but most held back laughter out of respect for Jen.


  "Shut up Scott okay?" Jen said, crossing her arms defensively. She felt kinda embarrassed, and felt guilty for feeling embarrassed.


  Seeing Jen's obvious embarrassment only made Scott laugh louder. Coming to the rescue, Allie chided, "Give Mike a break, okay Scott? It was original."


  During a break in the karaoke Jasmine Kelly approached their table. She went up to Mike. "I'm Jasmine Kelly of CNN," she said offering her hand to Mike. "You're Mike Andrews right? We had an interview scheduled for next week and your office canceled."


  "Oh, yeah, sorry about that," Mike said shaking her hand. He'd seen her countless times on ESPN. She was even more gorgeous in person. He realized he was staring and motioned to Jen. "This is my wife Jen."


  Jen and Jasmine looked the other up and down the way girls do.


  Jasmine turned back to Mike. "Mike, I just got this gig at CNN and to be honest it's not going too well," she explained with disarming candor. She stepped closer so they almost touched. "It's hard going from sports to real news. You'd be doing me a major favor with an interview."


  Mike flushed. Jasmine was so close her ample chest almost touched his arm, and her blue eyes looked so large and beautiful. "I guess so ..." he stammered.


  "Thanks!" Jasmine gushed giving Mike a brief hug. "I so owe you one!"


  Jen frowned as Jasmine walked away, not liking the way she practically threw herself at Mike. But she was proud the press was so interested in her husband. She gave Mike a hug, and enjoyed seeing the scowl on Scott's face.


  The next week Jasmine Kelley and her crew arrived at Mike's office for the interview. Mike had done a few interviews by that point but he still felt nervous. He didn't like being on stage, and with the reporter and cameras bearing down on him he definitely felt like he was on stage.


  On the other hand, Jasmine was confident and charming. Seeing him nervous, she chatted and laughed with Mike as her crew set up, to help relax him for the interview.


  The interview lasted about15 minutes. Mike came across as modest, self-reflective, trustworthy and brilliant. Jasmine couldn't help liking him.


  "Do you have time for coffee?" Jasmine asked. She motioned to her crew. "They'll take a while to pack up."


  They went to Starbucks down from his office. Jasmine got a skinny latte and Mike a double expresso. Jasmine crossed her legs as she sat down, and Mike couldn't help stealing a glance at her. She had wonderful legs, long and shapely, and she wore silk stockings with a seam running down the back, and fuck-me pumps. In fact, everything about Jasmine was sexy and beautiful, her long blonde hair, gorgeous face, large bust and slim waist. Mike had to make a conscious effort to avoid staring at her.


  Jasmine smiled inside, pretending not to notice Mike checking her out. She was used to men ogling her of course. At least Mike wasn't one of those guys who constantly stared at her breasts or lips (instead of her face) while talking to her.


  She found herself drawn to Mike. She liked geeky shy guys, and Mike certainly fit that bill. He wasn't the best looking guy and she could tell he didn't have a "beach body," but he was cute and his modesty and kindness made him borderline adorable. Also, he was brilliant, the youngest ever to make partner in his prestigious Wall Street firm, and on the way to being a kazillionaire. All those things certainly didn't hurt his appeal. She wouldn't mind being on the arm of a guy like him.


  They parted after the coffee. Mike didn't make a move on her. It disappointed her, but made her respect him more.


  Ch. 05 - Loving Wives - Jen thinks about dating again


  Mike went down on Jen. She panted and clutched at the sheets as he brought her to orgasm.


  Jen got on top of Mike and put him inside her. They made love and he came inside her.


  They showered together, then Mike packed. He had meetings in London about Sapphire, starting with a dinner meeting that night. Jen saw him off, still in her fluffy cotton robe.


  Jen got back into bed, hugging her robe around her. She felt something was missing. Her body ached to be filled with a big cock and fucked really hard, fucked and treated like a cheap slut. She felt ashamed of these desires but couldn't help it.


  The threesome in Vegas with Keri and Jim had been two weeks ago. That had been exciting, but Jim couldn't give her what she needed. If anything, Jim was a lot like Mike. And her sex with Mike was, well ....


  Sex with Mike was always gentle and caring and she loved that. But sometimes she didn't want to make love, she wanted fucked really hard and treated like a whore. It didn't help Allie gave her almost daily reports about how Scott and his big cock were rocking her world.


  She opened the robe and stretched out on the bed. With one hand she played with her clit, with the other she rubbed her nipples. She closed her eyes and fantasized about Scott fucking her really hard like a slutty whore. She fantasized about Scott ramming her in the ass, and then pulling out and making her go down on him without cleaning himself.


  In her fantasy Scott asked, "Would you do this for Mike?"


  Jen: "No way."


  Scott: "Who fucks you better?"


  Jen: "Who do you think?"


  Scott: "I saw you looking at my crotch when I sang Hot Legs."


  Jen (nodding): "I sooo wanted to fuck your brains out."


  Jen came thinking of Scott sucking hard on her neck as he ruined her pussy with his big thick cock, cumming inside her. Afterwards she hugged the robe around her, feeling guilty.


  Mike's dinner in London ended around 10. He called Jen to check in, and then watched TV. He felt edgy. Mike's fantasies involved Jen with well-hung arrogant men, bulls. Jim didn't fit that at all. Also for Mike, a big part of the thrill was Jen developing feelings for her lover, but she wasn't interested in Jim, and would never betray Keri anyway.


  Someday Mike would like to see Jen with Keri. That would be thrilling, but he knew it wasn't what he really desired.


  Impulsively he decided to go out. He checked a few cuckold sites for meat markets in London. He found a hot wife bar called Allure that was famous (notorious) for young guys picking up married cougars. There were posting about how Allure had swapping key parties, where husbands put their car keys in a hat. They went home with wives who picked out their keys. But Mike didn't want to swing. Instead he wanted to see some married girls get picked up by horny guys. He'd done this before, going to clubs like this to watch.


  The club was crowded. It was mostly a meat market of single guys picking up single girls. But he saw a few married couples. Mike watched the husbands, not the wives. He focused his attention on couples where the husband paid more attention to the guys walking around than the wife.


  There were a few couples like that. Mike focused on one white couple in particular. They looked to be late 30s / early 40s, both professionals. He looked like an accountant. She was beautiful with an alluring hourglass figure. What drew Mike's attention was the person sitting with them, a large fit black man. It looked like the black man was flirting with the woman while her husband watched (almost salivating). Mike watched with interest, his cock hard, as the black man hit on the white man's wife.


  After a few minutes the black man turned, as if sensing he was being watched. Mike's heart lurched. The black man was Darren! Their eyes locked and Darren smiled, recognizing Mike. He whispered something to the woman and got up, walking over to Mike.


  "How are you Mike?" Darren said with his British accent.


  They shook hands. "I didn't know you lived in London," Mike said.


  "I split between my firm's London and New York offices," Darren explained. He smiled. "How's your pretty wife Jen?"


  "She's fine," Mike said.


  "When are we getting together again?"


  "We'll see," Mike said noncommittally.


  Suddenly Darren's British accent disappeared and he took on his hard ghetto persona. "Listen man, I know you want my black cock in your wife's pussy again, so don't bullshit me."


  Mike almost recoiled by his sudden ferocity, feeling like he'd been attacked. "It's up to her," he said managing to stay calm.


  Darren frowned. Then he smiled and motioned over his shoulder. "That's Barb and Todd, tonight's their 25th wedding anniversary. I'm fucking Barb tonight."


  Mike's cock leaped in his pants. Darren saw it in his face and smiled knowingly. "White dudes wanna see their wives fucked by big black cocks." He paused then added with an arrogant smile "Ring a bell?"


  "How often do you do it?" Mike asked, trying to keep his voice sounding normal.


  He shrugged. "Whenever I want. I could have white married pussy every night if I wanted, but I'm selective." He nudged Mike in the side. "You remember what Jen said? Her pussy's mine. Her body's mine. And that's after just one fuck." He laughed. "Give me a week and your sweet Jen will be all mine, heart and soul."


  "You're crazy," Mike said, amazed he was able to keep his voice level. "She just said that, she didn't mean it."


  "Yeah, you believe that," Darren scoffed sarcastically. "Did she tell you I called and she told me again she was my white bitch and her pussy belonged to me?"


  Had Jen said that? Mike thought. She'd told him they'd talked, but hadn't provided details other than she brushed him off.


  Darren smiled seeing the doubt in Mike's face. "You ask her, she'll tell you," he said confidently. "Then you call me." He dismissively flipped his card at Mike's face. He got up and went back to Todd and his wife Barb.


  Mike had a hard time concentrating, but his meetings that week went okay. He flew back Wednesday and Jen met him at the airport. On the way home (in the firm's limo), Jen said "Is something wrong?"


  Mike raised the privacy screen so the driver couldn't hear. "I ran into Darren in London," he said.


  "You did?" Jen said surprised.


  Mike had already decided to come clean. "I went to a bar to watch black guys pick up white wives," he said. "Sorry about that ... I was pretty horny. I only went to watch."


  "That's okay honey," she said squeezing Mike's hand. His urges were nothing like hers. If anything, his minor indiscretion made her feel less guilty about her recent fantasies.


  "Darren said he called you," he continued in an unemotional voice. "You told him your pussy belonged to him."


  Jen squeezed his hand tighter and pressed up against him. "It was right after we hooked up," she explained, "It didn't mean anything."


  "He said you'd be his, heart and soul, if he got together with you again."


  "Oh my god Mike that's total bullshit," she said with an incredulous laugh.


  Then Jen noticed the look on Mike's face. He was beyond excited. He was keeping his voice unemotional to hold in his lust.


  "Would you like me to see Darren again?" she asked.


  Mike didn't answer, but Jen could practically hear his heart pounding wildly in his chest. Her heart pounded too. The thought of being with Darren again made her shiver. Her pussy ached for a big cock like his!


  She put her hand on his thigh and moved up to his crotch. He was rock hard. "Would you like to see Darren try to make me all his?" she ask rubbing his cock.


  "Jen ..." Mike groaned.


  In their apartment they quickly undressed. Mike got between Jen's legs and went down on her. Jen rolled her head back, she so needed this. Mike worked his magic and soon she arched her back in orgasm.


  Panting, she pulled her husband to her. "I need you inside me," she said urgently. Mike was rock hard and he pushed into her.


  "You want to see Darren again don't you?" Mike growled.


  "Yes!" she admitted.


  "You want his big black cock don't you?"


  "Yes!"


  "My cock isn't big enough, I'm not strong enough, you need bigger cocks, stronger guys, don't you, don't you?"


  "Mike ..." she said. She couldn't tell if he was playing the game, if he was hurt or not.


  "Tell me!" he growled, grabbing her wrists and pinning her arms above her head. "Tell me the truth! You need bigger cocks don't you?! You need better men who can fuck you hard? Don't you? Admit it!"


  "Yes I do!" she admitted. "I'm a slut! I'm sorry, I can't help it!"


  Mike covered Jen's lips with his and fucked her hard, and moments later he lurched and came.


  They took the next Friday off. They made a picnic and walked to Central Park. They held hands walking through the zoo, laughing and talking and holding each other. It started raining and they ran to a tree, holding hands and laughing like little kids. They kissed and hugged under the tree and then held each other as they watched the rain come down.


  They opened their picnic box. Simple food, just some cheese, fruit, bread and wine. They talked about their dreams, starting a family and moving out of the city, maybe someday getting out of the rat race and living a simpler life, maybe moving to a beach somewhere and opening up a bed and breakfast. A life something like today, with long walks and picnics and running through the rain. That night they kissed, but didn't have sex.


  Saturday morning they lazed around. They went to their favorite little bistro for lunch. When they got back they took a nap, again abstaining from sex. Later Jen got ready. They were seeing Darren that night.


  Darren arrived at 8, a knock at the door. Mike saw the nervousness and excitement in Jen's face. He opened the door and Darren walked passed him like he owned the place.


  "Looking good Jen," Darren admired, eating Jen with his eyes. She wore an off-the-shoulder top and the mini-skirt. She wore black stockings and high heels.


  "Come here bitch," he commanded, putting his hand behind her head and pulling her into a kiss. He kissed her long and hard, forcing his tongue down her throat. When he finally let go she panted for breath.


  Darren roughly pushed Jen down onto her knees. He pulled out his cock. He was only half hard but still it looked like a large black python. "Suck it slut!" he ordered.


  Jen looked uncertainly at Mike. Both were surprised at how fast this was happening, no conversation first, no drinks, right to fucking. Jen looked nervous and uncertain, but she had her cum face on. Mike nodded at her.


  Darren laughed seeing Mike's surrender. He pressed his cock against her lips. "Come on sugar, show me what you can do."


  Jen opened her lips and took Darren into her mouth. He was so thick she could swallow only his cock head and a little of his shaft. She wrapped her hands around his shaft and she stroked him, her head and hands bobbing back and forth on his cock.


  "Pathetic," Darren ridiculed her. "That's the best you can do?"


  Jen took him out of her mouth. "Fuck you," she said defiantly.


  "You don't say that shit to me!" Darren roared angrily. Suddenly he grabbed her blonde hair and yanked her up to her feet, making Jen yelp in pain. Then he roughly threw her face first onto the sofa.


  "Jen?" Mike said moving to her.


  Darren pushed Jen hard against the sofa. Once again he grabbed her hair and yanked her head back. "What did you say to me?" he hissed.


  "Fuck you asshole," Jen said through clenched teeth.


  "FUCK YOU BITCH!" he growled. Darren yanked the skirt up around her waist and ripped off her panties. "Cheap whore like you needs to learn her place," he said in his ghetto voice.


  Then he took off his belt. Holding the belt in one hand, Darren ran his other hand over Jen's firm shapely behind, the skin perfectly smooth and unblemished. He grinned menacingly at Mike. "Your wife's fine ass ain't gonna be as pretty when I get done with her."


  "Stop!" Mike yelled leaping from the chair. As he did Darren whipped Jen's ass with the belt!


  Jen cried out in pain.


  "Jen!" Mike cried moving to her.


  Darren grabbed Jen's hair and yanked her head to look at Mike. "Tell your cuck husband to sit down!" he growled.


  Jen held her hand to Mike, stopping him. "It's okay," she said to Mike, tears of pain rolling down her cheek.


  "That's right Mike, sit down like a good cuck," Darren said taunting him. He squeezed Jen's ass. "Who owes your ass slut?"


  "You do," Jen said.


  "Yeah, I own this fine ass," Darren said caressing her. Then suddenly he whipped Jen's ass again with the belt. Jen screamed in pain.


  "You deserve this whipping don't you slut?" Darren growled.


  "No," Jen whined.


  "Beg me to hit you again!"


  "Don't make me," she sobbed.


  "Beg me!"


  "Oh god," Jen said, grimacing for the pain to cum, "Please Darren, please whip me again."


  Darren whipped her again, and then again. Her ass was red with whip marks.


  "Who owns your ass?" Darren shouted whipping her again.


  "You!" Jen yelled grimacing.


  "Who do you belong to?" Darren yelled with another whip.


  "You! I belong to you!" Jen cried.


  "Not Mike?"


  "No, I belong to you!"


  Darren tenderly caressed her ass. He looked at Mike and smiled, looking triumphant. "See? She's mine, and I haven't even fucked her yet."


  Darren roughly pushed Jen onto the floor, onto her knees, and he sat on the sofa, his legs spread wide. "Suck me," he commanded her. As she lowered her head, Darren roughly pulled her hair to look at him. "Do it better this time bitch!"


  "I will," Jen promised, fear in her voice.


  Jen lowered her head. As her lips touched his cockhead Darren grabbed her hair and violently shoved her face down, stuffing his long thick cock into her mouth and down her throat. Jen flailed her arms and gagged. Darren held her head down, then after almost a minute he let her head up. She gasped for air, her spittle running down and off her chin. Then he shoved her head down again. This time he lifted his hips to force more of his cock down her throat. She gasped again when he let her up, her chin, neck and front of her blouse wet with her spit.


  "Enough!" Mike shouted.


  "I'm fucking sick of you man!" Darren yelled. He yanked Jen's head to look at Mike. "Tell this cuck to shut up!" he ordered.


  "Mike ..." Jen said.


  "No bitch!" Darren screamed. "Say 'cuck shut up'!" When Jen hesitated, he shouted "Say it bitch! 'Cuck shut up!' Say it!"


  "Cuck shut up," Jen said looking down, not able to look into Mike's eyes.


  Darren laughed at Mike. "Hear that Mike, your pretty wife knows you're a cuckold." He jerked Jen's head forcing her to look at Mike. "Tell him bitch, tell him he's a cucky boy."


  Her eyes downcast, Jen said "You're a cucky boy."


  "Mike, when I'm done she ain't gonna have no respect for you!" Darren said laughing. He pushed Jen away. "Strip bitch!" he yelled.


  Jen stood up and quickly took off all her clothes.


  "Nice," Darren said, admiring Jen in just black stockings and black high heels. He took her into his arms and they kissed. He fondled her as they made out. When he pulled away Jen was panting, her chest heaving, her nipples rock hard.


  Darren pushed Jen onto her back, on the floor next to Mike. Jen flinched as her abused ass was pushed onto the floor. Darren uncaringly threw Jen's legs apart and pressed his monster black cock against her pussy lips.


  "Put on a condom," Mike said.


  "Fuck that," Darren said.


  "Put on a condom or get out," Mike insisted.


  "Fuck you man!" Darren yelled. "I did it once but I ain't gonna do it again!" He got up as if to leave. "Fuck this shit!"


  "No wait!" Jen said grabbing the black man's arm. "You don't have to wear a condom," she said pulling Darren back to her.


  "Jen!" Mike yelled.


  "Mike please!" she pleaded. "Just sit there and watch, okay?"


  Darren smiled smugly at Mike. "I told you, she's mine," he said triumphantly.


  "Tell him Jen," Darren continued. "Tell your pathetic husband he's nothing, you belong to me."


  "I belong to Darren Mike," Jen said.


  "Tell your pathetic husband he's nothing," Darren insisted.


  "You're pathetic Mike, you're nothing to me," Jen said obediently.


  Darren laughed derisively at Mike. "Now do you understand Mike? She's mine now. You should never have let me be with her again. She's all mine."


  Darren looked back down at Jen. On her back, her long blonde hair tussled around her pretty face, she wore only stockings, her legs spread wide, her heels flat on the floor. Darren was between her legs, his thick black cock rock hard and barely an inch from her bare pussy lips.


  "Take my cock, guide me into you babe," he said.


  Jen reached between their bodies and took his rod, guiding him into her.


  "Oh yeah," Darren grunted, pushing into Jen. "Your white pussy is so tight!"


  "Ugh god!" Jen groaned. It felt like he was splitting her in two, but it felt so good!


  Darren fucked Jen hard and fast. His stamina was amazing. She came at least twice, both orgasms soulful and mind blowing.


  Finally Darren's muscular body tensed and he cried, "Fuck I'm cumming!" He bore down on Jen, pushing even deeper inside, and then he shot his virile black baby sperm deep into her fertile womb. "I'm gonna make you fat with my black baby!"


  "Yeah yeah, cum in me! Make me pregnant with your black baby!" Jen cried wrapping her long legs around him.


  Darren left soon after, grinning and slamming Mike on the back as he left. As always Mike felt hurt and disoriented after his wife's coupling with another man. He treated her gently though, bathing her and then gently rubbing lotion on her raw ass. Her ass was red but otherwise not marked; Darren had used only a fraction of his strength whipping her.


  Jen was too sore for intercourse that night, but she knew Mike needed release, and reassurance. Lying on her side (not her sore ass), she kissed him and stroked his cock. "I didn't mean what I said," she said


  "It sounded like you did," Mike said.


  "It was just play, you know that right?" she said. "I think that's Darren's thing, he role plays. I was just playing along."


  Mike smiled. Darren's act had been so outrageously BBC, it could only have been role playing. "So your pussy doesn't belong to him?"


  "No, and I'm not gonna have his black baby," Jen joked, giggling.


  "But the sex was good," Mike said.


  "Well hello!" Jen said rolling her eyes. "It was freaking amazing!" They both laughed.


  On Monday Mike had to go to work early. Jen got up and looked at her ass in the mirror. It looked normal again, smooth and unblemished, the red marks gone. Darren's whipping hadn't left a mark. She hadn't thought it would, his whipping stung but even as it was happening she could tell he wasn't hitting her too hard. But it was a relief to see no marks. She was proud of her ass, she worked hard to keep it looking perfect.


  Keri was in town and invited Jen to lunch. Keri ordered a bottle of expensive champagne. "I really shouldn't," Jen said.


  "Believe me, Johnny won't mind if you get a little buzzed at lunch with a potential big account," Keri assured her.


  Keri reached under the table and squeezed Jen's thigh where a garter strap would be. "Just checking," she said with a smile. Jen laughed. She'd worn thigh high stockings but not a garter belt.


  They laughed and talked like old friends. "Are you here with Jim?" Jen asked.


  "No," Keri said. "Byron's with me."


  "Oh," Jen said embarrassed.


  "We don't always hook up," Keri said laughing. "He's a good aide you know."


  "Oh, okay," Jen said sheepishly, feeling even more embarrassed.


  "So how's your friend Darren?" Keri asked with an excited glint in her eye.


  Jen smiled back, feeling like schoolgirls trading kissing stories. "I saw him this weekend," she began, and told Keri the story.


  To Jen's surprise, Keri wore a frown as she finished the story. "What's wrong?" Jen asked.


  "Nothing," Keri said.


  "I can tell something's wrong, tell me," Jen insisted.


  "I don't know," Keri said with a shrug. "I get the submissive thing, I like that too. There's nothing better than a confident man knowing what he wants, and taking it. But the big black cock thing doesn't do anything for me. It's so trite, so fake."


  "I know," Jen quickly agreed. She so looked up to Keri, she wanted her approval. "Mike and I said just that, Darren was role playing."


  "But why role play with Darren?" Keri said. "Wouldn't you enjoy the sex more if your lover acted natural?"


  "I guess -- I mean -- I don't know," Jen stammered. "I guess because Mike's into that, and I want him to enjoy it too."


  Keri shook her head, frowning.


  "What?" Jen said.


  Keri leaned towards Jen and whispered, "We're sexy and beautiful, honey. Look around, how they're looking at us. Every man in here would sell their souls for a night with you or me."


  "I don't understand."


  "It's what I said before," Keri explained. "You're young, sexy, successful. You deserve hot men like Darren and Scott. You're entitled. And you do it for yourself, not them. Sure, they'll enjoy it, and that's a turn-on too, because there's nothing more thrilling than the power to give pleasure. But you're doing it for you, not them, not even your husband. Believe me, Mike will worship you even more."


  "I don't know ..." Jen said, uncertain.


  "Look at it this way," Keri said, "Mike likes to watch right? He's into the cuckold, humiliation thing?" She quickly added, "I'm not judging him, I'm just asking."


  "Yeah, I guess," Jen said still uncertain.


  "Don't you think it would be more exciting for Mike if it was real, instead of make believe?"


  "I don't know," Jen said cautiously. "That's how we got into trouble with Ricky and Scott."


  "Did you enjoy your time with them?" Keri asked.


  "Well, yeah ..."


  "Did Mike get off on it?"


  "Yeah, but ..."


  "No buts honey," Keri insisted. "Mike adores you. He worships the ground you walk on. Do you really think he would have left you? I don't think so. And he didn't, did he? You're still together, more in love than ever."


  Seeing the uncertainty in Jen's face, Keri reached over and squeezed her young friend's hand. "Just think about it. Remember I told you how things got boring and Jim and I almost broke up? I don't want that to happen to you and Mike."


  Later that week Jen was at a bar with Allie. Mike was traveling again, this time in San Francisco.


  She noticed guys looking at her. She wore a dress that hugged her curves, stockings and high heels. It was a sexy outfit, yet normal work attire for her, in advertising it started with selling yourself. Allie was dressed just as alluringly, although her outfits tended to emphasize her breasts while Jen's showed off her legs.


  Jen was used to guys checking her out, but tonight she paid more attention, no doubt because of her conversation with Keri. Was Keri right, that she was entitled to as many hard bodies and big cocks as she wanted? Looking across the table at her best friend, she knew Allie lived according to that philosophy.


  Since the Scott fiasco she'd held back on the game, despite Mike's efforts to get her to play. Jim and Darren had been safe lovers, Jim because she wasn't physically attracted to him, and Darren because she could never become emotionally involved with him despite his physical charms. Even her near hookup in Vegas with Kenley had been safe, because he didn't live in New York.


  Her mind wandered as Allie chatted on about her latest lovers (she had more men in her harem than Scott). If she took the plunge, who would it be with? Ricky and Scott were out for obvious reasons. So was Colin; to Mike, he would be even worse than Ricky and Scott.


  Looking across the bar, Jen was startled to see Tom, her storyboard artist. She didn't see Adria, his wife. Instead, he looked to be flirting with a pretty blonde who couldn't be older than 21 or 22, at least 10 years his junior.


  "Gotta go girlfriend," Allie said, finishing her Cosmo. "I'm meeting Byron."


  "Byron?" Jen said surprised. "From Google?"


  Allie gave Jen a WTF look. "Haven't you been listening? I ran into him a couple of weeks ago and we hooked up." Seeing Jen's look of shock, Allie said, "Don't look at me like that, you're the one fucking Keri and her husband." Jen had of course told Allie about what happened in Vegas.


  "Okay, okay," Jen said in surrender. She watched Allie leave the bar. Seeing her alone, more than a few guys prepared to make their move on Jen. Not up for mindless flirting, Jen finished her white wine and prepared to go.


  "Hi," Tom said walking up to her.


  "Hi there," Jen said smiling, happy to see him. "What are you up to?"


  "Just a drink before heading home," Tom said. "You?"


  Jen motioned towards Allie's receding figure. "The sad male faces you see all around are all the broken hearts Allie just left behind," she joked.


  Tom grinned and raised an eyebrow. "I'm sure you've broken your share of hearts."


  Jen batted her eyelashes. "Who, me?" she said innocently.


  Tom laughed. "Another drink?" he said motioning to her empty glass.


  Jen shook her head. "I better get home."


  "Mike's waiting?"


  "No, he's traveling. But --."


  "Let me give you a ride home then," Tom said as the finished their drinks.


  "Well, okay," Jen said.


  They left the bar and walked two blocks. Tom stopped in front of a motorcycle.


  "Oh," Jen said surprised.


  "Don't worry, I've got a spare helmet." Seeing the look of concern on Jen's face, he asked, "You don't like bikes?"


  "No, I think they're way cool," she said. "Mike's not wild about them though. He doesn't think they're safe."


  "I've never had an accident," Tom said shrugging. Then he gave Jen a boyish smile. "Mike's not here, right?"


  "That's true," Jen said with a laugh, charmed by his cute smile. She took the helmet from him. "Okay, let's go."


  Mounting the bike, it was impossible for Jen's dress to not hike up her legs. She pushed her dress down but still her lacy stocking tops showed. Tom noticed but pretended not to.


  "You better put your arms around me," he said, pulling her arms around his chest. "You haven't rode a bike before?"


  "Not since high school," she admitted. Colin had a motorcycle and she loved riding it. That was one reason Mike didn't like motorcycles, in addition to the safety factor. But she missed riding on bikes, and it's not like Mike would ever know.


  Jen thrilled to the wind blowing in her face as Tom expertly navigated through the streets of New York. She squealed when he took some of the turns sharp, it was like riding a roller coaster, which she loved. She clutched his chest to hold on, and couldn't help noticing how hard and well defined he felt.


  All too soon they arrived at her apartment. Tom held her hand as she dismounted. Her skirt had ridden up so high her bare thighs showed above her stocking tops. This time Tom couldn't help looking. Jen blushed and pulled her dress down.


  "Well, thanks for the ride," she said, both of them feeling awkward facing each other.


  "Any time," he said.


  The idea of inviting him up and seducing him passed through her mind. He was gorgeous and had a great body, she liked him, and he had a dangerous edge that attracted her. She knew Mike would be thrilled if she had a one night stand. She also remembered Keri's advice, "you're entitled." But Tom was married and had a child, and she didn't want to be any part of a husband cheating on his wife.


  "See ya then," she finally said. She moved forward to give him a friendly hug goodbye. To her surprise, Tom hugged her tight, pressing his crotch against her. He was hard.


  "Um okay, see ya," Jen said pulling away. She didn't look back as she left him. But she remembered what she'd felt. His cock felt huge!


  Two weeks later the big day finally arrived. Jen and her team made their official pitch to Google. As bad luck would have it, Mike was traveling again, but he would get home later that night.


  Jen led the presentation, and she was brilliant. Allie and Scott, prepped by Jen, were also impressive. Tom was there too, and his storyboard mockups (also edited and re- edited by Jen) dazzled. After the presentation, Keri on-the-spot awarded the project to Jen and her team.


  Johnny, Jen's boss, popped champagne, and a number of partners showed up for the celebration. Mr. Winters made a speech, congratulating the entire team and gushing about Jen, saying she was the brightest young marketing star on the east coast, maybe the entire country.


  As the champagne poured freely, a tipsy Keri pulled Jen aside and gushed, "You're brilliant, every bit as good as me."


  Jen, also tipsy, gave her a mischievous smile and whispered, "So I didn't get the gig cause I fucked you good?"


  Keri broke into a bigger smile. "God you're such a tease!" she whispered back.


  Tom approached Jen and congratulated her. "You're amazing!" he gushed, tipsy like everyone else.


  "You are too!" Jen said smiling and beaming into his eyes. They hugged, a little longer than normal. When they finally broke apart they both felt awkward.


  Soon after Keri led her Google team away. Jen and her team deserved to continue their celebration without the client there. As she left, Keri whispered into Jen's ear, "Remember, you're young, beautiful and successful, you're entitled."


  The celebration moved to a local bar, and the alcohol continued to flow. Jen's team moved to the private back bar. Some team members snorted coke. Jen laid off the hard stuff, but she took long drags of weed when offered.


  Scott cornered Jen. He stuck his tongue down her throat and groped her tits. By that time, Jen was well pass wasted. She kissed him back, snaking her hand down his body and rubbing his hard-on. The rest of the team politely looked the other way, but they all knew about Jen's affair with Scott, it was a well known secret.


  Allie pulled Jen away. "Are you really sure you want to start this again?" she asked.


  "You're the one trying to get me to open my legs for him," Jen shot back.


  "I've just been messing with you," Allie said laughing.


  Jen stared daggers into Allie. "All I know is, I need fucked," she drunkenly said. "Where is Tony-Tony when you need him?"


  "Oh my god, I haven't thought about him in years!" Allie said laughing. "God that man could fuck!"


  "I never fucked him," Jen said regretfully.


  "That's what you get for getting married," Allie said with an "I told you so" smile.


  "Mike would love it if I fucked Tony-Tony, I wish I'd known that back then," Jen said.


  "God you are so drunk!" Allie said laughing. "Anyway, I don't think Mike would like seeing you sucking face with Scott."


  "Then who?" Jen said. "I need fucked, and after today I'm entitled."


  "Mike will be home soon, right?" Allie offered.


  Jen rolled her eyes. "I need a big one," she said.


  Allie broke out laughing. "Oh my god, you are sooo going to regret tonight! You know I'm never going to let you live this down, right?" Then Allie looked over to the bartender. "You want a big one, huh? There you go. His name's Jason."


  Jen looked at the bartender. She'd notice him before. He was very young (still in college), very good looking, and he'd hit on her more than once. "Is he good?"


  "Honestly I haven't been able to snag him yet," Allie admitted. "Can you believe it? To him I'm a horny cougar."


  "So when I get him into my bed he'll be another hot guy I fucked before you," Jen teased, referring to their adventures in college (before she met Mike).


  "Bitch!" Allie said laughing again.


  Mike's plane landed late. He tried texting and calling Jen, but she didn't answer. He hurried home, anxious to hear how her Google pitch went.


  Their apartment was quiet when he entered. He immediately saw Jen's blouse on the floor. Then, listening closer, he heard moans coming from their bedroom.


  He silently walked to their bedroom, his heart pounding. The door was open, and he looked in. Jen was on her knees, between a man's open legs. Her blouse was off, but otherwise she was fully clothed.


  Mike didn't know the man. His pants were off, and his head was rolled back. Jen's long blonde hair shielded Mike's view, but he could tell what she was doing by how her head bobbed up and down in his lap.


  Mike walked into the room. Jen felt his presence and raised her head, looking at him. She looked high and drunk, but horny too with her cum face on, her lips glistening with saliva and the man's precum.


  She smiled drunkenly and said "Hey baby, I bagged Google today."


  "That's good," Mike said, his throat dry.


  Jen stroked Jason's long thick shaft. "This is Jason, I bagged him too," she drunkenly giggled. "Sit here baby," she said motioning next to Jason. "Take off your clothes," she told him.


  Mike took off his clothes and sat next to Jason on the bed. Jen had her hand wrapped around Jason's cock, and now she wrapped her other hand around Mike's hard cock.


  "He's so much bigger than you Mike," Jen said, stroking both of them.


  Mike looked down and saw Jason was both longer and wider than his own penis. "Yeah," he breathed.


  Jen released Mike's cock and went back down on Jason. Mike watched as his wife bobbed on the younger man's much larger cock.


  "You're gonna make me cum," Jason warned.


  Jen immediately let Jason fall from her mouth. "Not yet," she told him. "Not yet." She got up and straddled Jason's legs, and they made out.


  Jason ran his hands over Jen's body. He reached back and unsnapped her bra. "Here," she said pulling away and pulling off her bra. Jason's eyes ogled her tits.


  "You like what you see?" Jen teased him with a smile.


  "I've wanted to see these for a long time," Jason said.


  "Yeah?" Jen breathed. "How about touching them?" she asked pulling his hands so he cupped them.


  "You have a nice touch," Jen said as he rolled her nipples between his thumbs and fingers. "God," she moaned rolling her head back as he sucked one of her nipples into his mouth.


  With an effort Jen pulled away from Jason. Her heart pounded and she was panting. She looked at Mike. She'd been ignoring him and he looked hurt. But she remembered Keri's advice: "you're entitled." She looked away from Mike as if he wasn't even there and turned all her attention back to Jason.


  She smiled at him. "What else have you wanted to see?" she asked.


  "You've got incredible legs!" Jason gushed.


  "You think so huh?" Jen teased. She got off his lap and slowly unzipped her skirt. Then she slowly pushed the skirt down her long legs.


  "What do you think?" Jen said with a sly smile to Jason, doing a pirouette in her high heels in front of him.


  "God you're incredible!" he gushed. "I've always wondered if you wore stockings or pantyhose."


  "Well now you know," Jen said moving closer to him so his face almost touched her flat stomach. "I always wear stockings."


  "Now it's your turn," she said unbuttoning his shirt. "I want to see you."


  Jason had an impressive chest, well defined and hard. "Nice," she admired tracing his pecs and abs with the tips of her nails. She glanced over at Mike, looking her husband up and down. His body was soft, nothing like Jason's hard athletic body. Mike flushed under his wife's critical appraisal.


  Jason pulled Jen towards him and they made out. Not able to resist, Mike reached over and caressed his wife's ass and legs. His hand inadvertently brushed against Jason's thigh, and the younger man flinched. Sensing this and not wanting to ruin the mood, Jen snapped, "Just watch Mike, you'll get your turn okay?"


  Mike recoiled at Jen's rebuke. She went back to kissing Jason.


  Jen reached between their bodies and gently squeezed Jason's cockhead. "I want this inside me," she said. She flicked her tongue in Jason's ear. "Rip my panties off."


  "Like this?" Jason said effortlessly ripping the filmy lacy material off her.


  "Yeah, like that," Jen giggled delightedly.


  Jason aggressively stuck his tongue down Jen's throat, then he abruptly rolled her over. He pushed her down onto the bed and roughly threw open her legs. "You like it rough, is that it?" he said.


  "If that's what you want," Jen said coyly, but she liked the way he took charge.


  "This is what you want?" he said rubbing his thick cockhead between her pussy lips.


  "God yes, give it to me!"


  "Beg me for it," Jason said with an evil arrogant grin.


  "Please, fuck me Jason!" she urged him.


  "Jen wait," Mike said. He reached into the nightstand and handed her a condom.


  Jason looked disappointed. Jen felt disappointed, she wanted to feel this impressive specimen of a man inside her without anything between them. Remembering Keri's advice, "you're entitled," she pushed Mike's hand away. "I want him this way," she told him dismissively.


  "Jen!" Mike said.


  Jen ignored Mike and turned her attention back to Jason. "Come on fuck me," she urged him. "Don't worry about him, he won't bother us."


  Jason looked warily at Mike. When Mike made no motion to intervene, Jason smiled smugly and turned back to Jen. He leaned down and pressed his cock into the folds of her pussy. They both grunted as his cock penetrated her.


  "Your pussy feels good," Jason groaned.


  "Yeah? You like how I feel?"


  "Fucking right," Jason said as he slowly pushed his cock balls deep into Jen's tight pussy.


  Soon Jen and her new lover were fucking wildly. Disheartened and emasculated, Mike moved to the chair across from the bed. He watched as Jason fucked Jen's brains out. He watched as she wrapped her arms around his neck to kiss him, and he watched as she moaned into her young lover's mouth as he made her cum. Despite being hurt he was painfully hard. He took out his cock and played with himself as he watched Jason continue to fuck her.


  "I'm cumming!" Jason warned. "Where do you want it?"


  "Cum inside me baby!" Jen urged him, hugging him tighter. Jason's young muscular body tensed and he loudly groaned as he deposited a huge load of his sperm inside Jen's womb.


  Jason held Jen for long moments, hugging and kissing her. When she didn't say anything, he looked at her face. She'd passed out.


  Jason pulled out and then dressed. He glanced at Mike, who stared at his wife, his hand wet with his own cum. Jason awkwardly left, not saying anything to Mike.


  Mike felt numb. Jen's legs were partially open. Her pussy lips gaped open, and thick milky sperm seeped out. Mike finally got up and wiped his hand on a towel. He pulled the covers over Jen, then kissed and hugged her. Although asleep, she automatically rolled over into his arms. Mike fell asleep.


  The next day was Saturday, which was good for Jen because she was in no condition to work. She woke up terribly hung over, and twice got sick. Mike nursed her and wiped her face, giving her Advil and lots of water. He helped her back to bed where she passed out again. She woke up again around noon. Her head pounded and her stomach felt queasy. Mike tenderly gave her more water and Advil.


  "God baby I'm so sorry about last night," she said. She didn't remember everything but she remembered enough.


  "We'll talk about it later," Mike said. He felt hurt and confused, but also very horny. Last night with her passed out, he had taken off her high heels and rolled off her stockings, and dressed her in his old college t-shirt and cotton VS panties. Now, he pulled off the panties and pushed the t-shirt over her tits.


  He opened her legs, and she didn't resist. Still hung over, the last thing she wanted was sex, but she owed him this.


  Mike looked down at his wife's pussy. Jason's dried cum was evident around her pussy lips, in her trimmed landing strip, and upper thighs. The sight inflamed him even more. But she was bone dry. He spit on his hand and rubbed the lubrication between Jen's folds. Then he pushed in. She felt looser than normal. Jason has stretched her, and her pussy hadn't fully recovered yet. But she still felt wonderful, and knowing the reason for her looseness made him lightheaded with lust. He came after only a few thrusts, a fantastic orgasm.


  "I love you baby," Jen said kissing Mike, and then she fell asleep again.


  When Jen finally woke up for good, it was almost dark. Her headache was down to a mild throb. She was starving, but her stomach still felt queasy. Anticipating this, Mike had cooked bacon and eggs. There was nothing better than grease to offset a hangover! Jen hungrily ate the food and started feeling normal again.


  Mike got a warm wet towel and wiped the splotches of Jason's dried cum from Jen's body. Evidence of their fucking remained, with a hickey on her neck and bite marks on her breasts. The sight upset Mike, but he was rock hard again. Jen went down on her husband, the bobbing on his cock only slightly making her head feel bad.


  Later that night they lay on their sides, looking into the other's face and talking. "I don't know what came over me," Jen explained. "I guess it was the excitement of getting the Google account."


  "You made it happen baby," Mike assured her. He joked, "You deserved a good fucking."


  Jen smiled, thinking how Mike's statement echoed Keri's advice. She asked, "You're not mad?"


  He shook his head no. "You know I love it when you play the game," he assured her. "Was Jason good?"


  "Um ... I think so, I can't remember," she said with an embarrassed laugh. "God, I'm a drunk and a slut!" They laughed. Then she hesitantly asked, "You're not upset?" She didn't remember everything, but she remembered enough of how she'd treated him.


  "I'm okay," Mike said, although he was still coming to grips with how she'd been so dismissive of him. He said, "You know, you let him fuck you without a condom."


  "Yeah," Jen said looking down. She remembered that part. She'd already decided how she was going to handle this topic. "Baby, honey, don't you think the condom rule is kinda silly? I mean, I'm on the pill --."


  "The pill doesn't always work," Mike interrupted.


  "It mostly does," Jen insisted. "Who do you know who's gotten pregnant on the pill?"


  "There's STDs."


  "Yeah, but as long as I play with people I know ..." Jen said.


  "You know Jason?"


  "Well, sorta," Jen said. "Allie knows him."


  Mike tried to explain his feelings. "It's just ... when a guy's in you bareback, and cums in you, that's really intimate," he said.


  Jen rolled her eyes and laughed. "Mike, come on, how is that any more intimate than when I suck and fuck him?"


  Mike frowned at Jen's rebuke. She could tell she'd hurt his feelings, but she wasn't going to back down on this one. His condom rule was silly, and it detracted from her pleasure. She liked feeling a man bare in her, she liked feeling him cum in her. Honestly she thought his rule silly and controlling. After talking with Keri, and all her success at work with Kellogg and now Google, she felt empowered.


  Despite his hurt feelings, he was hard as a rock. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and stroked him. "Maybe I should put a condom on you to let you see how it feels," she teased him. She meant it as a joke, but his cock jerked at her words. She suppressed a smile, thinking of what Keri had said: "Mike likes to watch right? He's into the cuckold, humiliation thing?"


  Jen got on top of her husband and put him inside her. "Don't worry baby, I'd never make you wear a condom," she said.


  "Did Jason feel better than me, inside you?" he groaned.


  "You know I like big ones," she said. "But you feel good too," she quickly added.


  "He's bigger than me?"


  "Well --- yeah!" she said with a laugh as if saying "hello?!"


  "Are you going to see him again?"


  "Maybe. You'd like that, huh?"


  "Are you going to date him?"


  Jen smiled coyly. "That's what you want, for me to have a boyfriend?"


  Mike hesitated, then hissed, "Yes!"


  "What about what happened with Ricky and Scott?"


  "We can handle it better now," he assured her.


  "That's what you said after Ricky," she said giggling. "You're incorrigible Mike." She kissed him.


  "Will you do it? Find a new boyfriend?"


  "Not Jason," Jen said. "I don't like him enough."


  "Another guy then?"


  "We'll see," Jen said noncommittally. But Mike noticed she hadn't said no, and looked like she was considering it. With that thought he came.


  Jen spent Monday morning apologizing to her team for drinking too much. She wore a scarf to hide the hickey Jason left on her neck.


  She needn't have worried. There were 15 people on her Google team, including Allie and Scott, her top lieutenants. They all adored her. Her projects were always winners, and everyone on the team got bonuses and raises. Also, she shared credit with everyone, never taking credit for another's work, and mentored and nurtured her team members. Being drop dead gorgeous with a friendly bubbly personality didn't hurt either.


  Jen pulled Allie aside. "Did people see me leaving with Jason?" she asked worriedly.


  "Probably," Allie said. She laughed seeing Jen's worried expression. "Don't worry, we all sleep around, this is advertising!"


  "But I'm married!" Jen insisted.


  "You don't think everyone knows about you and Scott? No one cares Jen," Allie assured her. She smiled. "How was Jason? Up to Tony-Tony standards?"


  "Maybe not that much," Jen said with a giggle. "But big enough."


  "And bubble boy was okay with it?"


  Jen shrugged, looking confident. "I'm entitled."


  Allie gave her friend an admiring look. "You go girlfriend!" She hugged her best friend. "It's so great to have Jenny back!"


  "Seriously?" Jen said at the mention of her schoolgirl name.


  "I am being serious!" Allie said with a delighted smile. "You've been the boring wifey Jen for so long, it's great to see the fun loving Jenny again!"


  "Whatever," Jen said with a laugh. She paused, then said, "Did Tom see me leave with Jason?"


  "I don't think so, he had a babysitter so he left," Allie said. Then she smiled "Is something going on with you two?"


  "I told you, he's married," Jen insisted.


  "He's not wearing a wedding ring," Allie observed.


  Jen had noticed that too. "That doesn't mean anything, a lot of married guys don't wear wedding rings."


  Allie smiled knowingly. "I know for a fact he and his wife split up."


  "Tom told you?" Jen said. She was surprised, but she wasn't. She knew Tom and Adria had a rocky marriage.


  "No, Calvin," Allie said. Calvin was Jen's team member who directly managed Tom's work. Jen fell silent, looking thoughtful.


  Jen's admin approached. "Jen, Keri's on the line."


  "Gotta go," Jen told Allie.


  "Okay, see ya Jenny," Allie teased.


  Allie watched her friend as she walked away. She wondered if Mike had any clue of what was happening. She thought bubble boy was an okay guy. Not her type, but he treated her best friend like a princess, and that's all that mattered to her. Her respect for him grew with the Sapphire thing. But clearly he didn't satisfy Jen sexually. Allie could never be with a man who couldn't give her what she needed, no matter how much money he made. She knew Jen's sexual urges were just as strong as hers, and the fact Jen repeatedly slept around proved that. She wondered if Mike would last, especially now that Jen was having so much success in her career. What did she need him for? Especially with hunks like Tom and Scott on the wings, all wanting Jen for their own.


  Ch. 06 - Loving Wives - Jen dates Tom


  "Hi Keri," Jen said into the phone.


  "Hi honey," Keri said. "I need you in Vegas this weekend, to talk over our plans. Just you. You can brief the rest of your team later."


  Later that week, Mike watched as Jen packed. "Are you going to hook up with Keri and Jim?" he asked.


  "I don't think Jim will be there," Jen said.


  "With Keri then? Or a guy you meet in the casino?"


  Jen laughed. "I don't know Mike. God you're insatiable!"


  "You know I'm okay with it," he said hugging her.


  "I know, but ..."


  "What?" Mike asked.


  "I know you're okay with it, you've made that very clear," she said with another laugh. "But it's more fun for me if you don't always talk about it. If I do it, I'll do it. I don't need your permission, you know?"


  Mike pulled away, surprised. "That's right, you don't need my permission," he agreed. "You can do whatever you want."


  "Yes I can," Jen said, "So stop talking about it all the time, okay?" She smiled and gave him a kiss to take the sting out of the rebuke.


  After Jen left, Mike poured himself a scotch and sat in the chair, looking at the NY skyline. Jen was changing. She was becoming more confident and assertive, probably because of her success at work. He sipped the scotch, wondering if that was good or bad.


  Sitting in the plane, Jen knew she'd hurt Mike's feelings. But at some level it irked her he felt she needed his permission to fuck other men. If they were going to play the game -- which they'd decided to do -- she could fuck whoever she wanted, whenever she wanted. It was her body after all, her choice. She loved Mike, but the game wasn't all about him.


  Jen arrived late in Vegas. She checked into her room and then called Keri.


  "We're meeting in my room," Keri said, and told Jen her room number. Once again it was the penthouse.


  Jen went up the private elevator. When she arrived, she saw Keri was in a silk robe, black stockings and high heels. Byron sat in a chair, naked except for boxers. "Um, maybe I'll come back later," Jen said awkwardly.


  Keri walked to Jen. She looked drunk and high. "Come here," she said taking Jen's hand and pulling her over to Byron. He looked high too.


  "Here," Keri said handling Jen a pill and a glass of vodka. Jen knew it was Ecstasy or some other mind altering drug that reduce inhibitions and increase passion.


  "Keri ..." Jen protested.


  "Swallow it," Keri ordered. Reluctantly Jen swallowed the pill and washed it down with the vodka. She immediately felt the euphoria of the sex drug.


  Keri grabbed Jen's hair and roughly pulled her down, to her knees in front of Byron. She wore an excited smile. "Go down on Byron," Keri ordered Jen.


  Jen looked at Byron. He was her age, just a few years older. His face was gorgeous, and his chest very impressive. So was his hard-on, that tented his shorts. He wore excitement on his face too, but his smile was friendly. "She gets like this sometimes," he said with a grin that said, "just go with it, it'll be fun."


  Keri smiled mischievously at Jen. "Just cause you won Google fair and square doesn't mean you're not my sex toy," she said with a wicked smile.


  "I'm your sex toy huh?" Jen asked. Now she was smiling too, at both Keri and Byron. She unbuttoned her blouse, taking it off. Then she reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, then took that off too. She looked at Byron. He was practically panting, his eyes locked on her small perfect breasts. Jen pulled her long blonde hair to the side, then went down on him.


  Later Jen and Keri lay in bed, sipping champagne. Both of them were full of Byron's cum. He'd been dismissed by Keri and was now playing craps (on his Google expense account, with Keri's blessing).


  "Want one?" Keri asked offering Jen a cigarette.


  "Yeah," Jen said dreamily, taking one from Keri and taking a long drag. She still felt aglow from the orgasms she'd gotten from Keri and Byron, especially Byron.


  "God, Byron's amazing!" Jen gushed.


  "I told you so," Keri said smiling. "You need a regular lover on your team. A great stress reliever!"


  "I wish!" Jen said with a laugh. "There's no one like Byron on my team."


  "What about Scott?"


  "I don't think Mike would like that!" Jen said with another laugh.


  "Are you sure? Scott seems harmless to me. A thoughtless ass, but that's part of his appeal, right?"


  "Yeah, but still ..." Jen said unsure.


  "What about Tom then, he's hot," Keri said.


  "He's married," Jen said immediately.


  "So are you," Keri said. "So am I. This is high stakes advertising. No one cares about meaningless, pleasurable hookups. Do you know Byron's engaged? I'm even one of his fiancee's bridesmaids."


  "You're kidding? Does she know?"


  "Not yet, but I can't wait for Byron to tell her," Keri said with an excited grin. "She's hot, I'd love to get into her pants."


  "Oh my god you are so bad!" Jen said giggling.


  "So what about Tom?" Keri pressed. "I thought I saw something between you two."


  "I don't know," Jen said honestly. "We've had this flirtation thing going on for a while."


  "And?" Keri prompted.


  "And, well, I guess I've had a crush on him for like forever. I know he likes me. And, Mike wants me to date, have a steady boyfriend."


  "And Tom is boyfriend material?"


  "He's sooo boyfriend material!" Jen said laughing. "But you know what happened with Ricky and Scott, all that drama with Mike. And Tom is married."


  "Okay, let's break it down like the advertising geniuses we are," Keri said. "Issue 1, this is about you, not Mike. Remember, you're the hot chick with the legs that go on forever. If that means Mike has to share you with another man you've fallen in love with, then he has to deal. Even if you fall in love with Tom, Mike will still have you more time than him."


  "I don't think Mike will go for that," Jen said with a laugh.


  "Jen honey, think back. I know you went through some tough times with Mike, but how hard was it really for you to get him back? I'm guessing not too hard. Honey, as long as you wear short skirts and high heels, you'll have Mike wrapped around your little pinky."


  "Okay, whatever," Jen said laughing. "Go on to issue 2, you all-knowing Yoda you."


  Keri gave Jen a knowing smile. "Issue 2, I heard Tom and his wife are separated, getting a divorce."


  "Who told you that, Allie?" Jen said immediately.


  "I'm Yoda, I know everything," Keri said laughing.


  "I don't know about this, even if Tom is available," Jen said. "There's still issue 1."


  "Jen, do you know Jim is worth over a billion dollars, but all I have to do is wiggle my toes and he'll get down on his knees and give me a pedicure? And that's after I've been with a pretty girl, or a hunky man for that matter."


  "Really?" Jen said surprised.


  "That's what I'm saying honey," Keri said. "Mike is addicted to your pretty face, your cute tiny tits, your tight ass, your long legs. He's not going anywhere, believe me."


  Jen shrugged. "I'm not always going to look this good."


  "Yeah, but by then you'll have everything he owns in your name," Keri said with a laugh.


  "God you're a bitch," Jen said a smile.


  "You know it," Keri said, and the girls clinked champagne glasses.


  The rest of the weekend, Jen, Keri and Byron got a lot of work done, although there was a lot of friendly sexual banter and teasing going on.


  Mike was beside himself with lust when Jen told him about her hook up with Keri and Byron. He especially liked how Keri forced Jen onto her knees and ordered her to go down on Byron. He almost came as Jen gushed about how gorgeous Byron was, and how great a body he had. For days later, Mike was in a constant state of arousal, and couldn't keep his hands off of his wife.


  One evening while looking through mail, Mike asked "Why does Keri always like to meet in Vegas?"


  "Oh, she explained that," Jen said. "She and Jim really like Vegas. Sin City and all that, I guess." Jen giggled. "They actually own that penthouse."


  "They own it?" Mike gasped. "It must have cost millions!"


  "Yeah, I guess. Keri told me Jim's a part owner of the Venetian."


  "Wow," Mike said awed. "I can't imagine having that much money."


  Jen looked at their bank statement, bulging because of Mike's partner salary and Sapphire bonuses. She was impressed. "Don't look now baby, but you're pretty rich too."


  Mike smiled and pulled her to him. "Does rich turn you on?" he said with a playful, lecherous smile.


  "You know it," she said smiling, and they made out. Power and money were a turn on, and Mike was certainly on his way there. Still, sexually Jen preferred a well-toned athletic body and a big hard cock, assets Mike didn't have. It was a measure of her new found confidence and sexuality that she thought this without feeling slutty or guilty.


  The next week Tom stopped by Jen's office. "Hey you, what's up?" she asked smiling, glad to see him.


  "Dropping off new storyboards with Calvin," he said. "How about lunch?"


  Jen grimaced, gesturing at the pile of papers on her desk. "Don't think I can get away."


  "Let me help you out," Tom said, and he mischievously shoved the papers to the side. "See? Clean desk."


  Jen gawked, but with a smile. "Did you really just do that?"


  Tom laughed. He playfully grabbed her arm and pulled her up. "Come on, I bet you haven't gotten out since the Google pitch. You deserve an afternoon out."


  Jen opened her arms in surrender. "Okay, okay let's go," she said with a laugh.


  "Anything to drink?" the waiter said at the restaurant.


  "Yeah, she'll have a Cosmo, and I'll take a whiskey and coke," Tom said.


  Jen laughed. "Liquid lunch?"


  "With cherries," Tom said to the waiter. He deadpanned to Jen, "Fruit appetizers."


  "Yeah, right," she said sarcastically, smiling.


  As they finished their first round and ordered another, Jen hesitantly asked, "I heard you and Adria broke up?" She'd noticed again the absence of a wedding ring.


  Tom nodded. "We separated a while ago," he explained. "We pretended we were still together for Tommy Jr., but we haven't lived together for over a year."


  "God Tom I'm sorry."


  "Don't be, really," he said with a sincere smile. He laughed, "Believe me, Adria's a lot happier without me!"


  "I don't know about that, but, well, okay," Jen said feeling awkward.


  Tom's phone rang and he looked at caller id. "It's the nanny, I'll be right back." Jen watched him walk away, admiring his ass. She couldn't help smiling. This changed everything!


  They finished their second round as the waiter cleared the dishes. "Let's have one more," Tom said.


  "I've got to get some work done today," Jen said with a laugh.


  "Just one more," he said, motioning to the waiter.


  "Well okay, twist my arm," Jen said with another laugh. She was definitely tipsy.


  "How'd you get into advertising?" she asked as their new drinks arrived.


  "In college I was pre-med," he said.


  "You're kidding."


  "Seriously. My parents loved the idea, so did Adria."


  "You knew her then?"


  "Yeah, we met in college, started dating when we were sophomores."


  "How do you go from pre-med to artist?" Jen asked skeptically.


  "Hey, I was pretty good at pre-med," he insisted with playful indignation. "Do you know there're over 100 bones in the wrist?"


  "I'm sooo glad you told me that, my life is now complete," Jen teased.


  "Shut up bitch," he joked. "I'll show you." He took her hand. "This is the radius, and this is the ulna," he said moving his fingertips along Jen's wrist. "This is the scaphoid, this is the triquetral, the pisiform." He took his time, listing more bones, slowly and lightly moving his fingertips over her wrist.


  Jen's wrist was really sensitive. Her pussy tingled. Was he intentionally turning her on?


  "I've got to get back," Jen said.


  "Finish your drink first," Tom said, now tracing circles on Jen's wrist and palm.


  She let him touch her, enjoying the sensations, looking into his eyes. Then abruptly she pulled her hand away and stood up. "I'll see you later," she said, feeling unsteady on her legs, from the alcohol and something else.


  She didn't tell Mike about Tom. If she did he'd nag her about him and she didn't want to deal with that.


  That night they had sex. Mike's lovemaking was tender and loving, but physically she was left wanting more. Mike always made sure she came with his tongue or fingers, but she craved a hard fucking from a long thick cock, especially after ... what? After an afternoon with the hunky and gorgeous -- and single -- Tom, where he fed her drinks and tried to seduce her?


  She liked Tom. She knew he liked her. They'd been flirting forever, and she often caught him looking. Now he was available. He was kinda bossy, but she liked that. Maybe Keri was right, she needed a regular lover on her team.


  The next week she stopped by Calvin's office. "Hi Calvin," she said. "Did you get my revisions on Tom's latest storyboards?"


  "Yep, here they are," Calvin said holding up a portfolio. "I'm planning to see him tomorrow."


  "Don't bother," Jen said taking the portfolio from him. "I have another meeting in his neighborhood, I'll drop them off."


  "Sounds good," Calvin said.


  Jen went into her private washroom. She stared into the mirror. "Are you really going to do this?" she asked herself, remembering all the trouble she'd gotten into with Ricky and Scott. "This is about you, not Mike," Keri had said. "And really, how hard was it to get Mike back?"


  Making a decision, she took off her blouse and bra. Then she put the blouse back on. She brushed her hair and touched up her makeup. She put on a jacket, then caught a cab to Tom's home studio.


  "What a surprise!" Tom said opening the door and seeing Jen.


  Butterflies in her stomach, she held up the portfolio. "Just wanted to drop this off."


  Tom invited her in. "I thought Calvin was dropping them off tomorrow."


  "I was in the neighborhood, so thought I'd save Calvin the trip."


  "Okay, cool beans," Tom said. Just then Tom Jr. barreled into the room. He was a burst of energy, running circles around the adults.


  "He's adorable!" Jen said delightedly. She pulled Tommy into her arms. "Do you know how cute you are?" she gushed to the young toddler, hugging him. Jen knelt on the floor and played with Tommy. Tom smiled seeing his son laugh delightedly playing with Jen. Tommy had always liked Jen.


  An older plump Mexican woman came in and scooped Tommy into her arms. "Come on Tommy, your papa is working, and we need to see mama." Tommy hugged Jen and then went with Maria.


  "That's Maria, Tommy's nanny," Tom explained to Jen. "It's Adria's night with Tommy. Come on, show me your edits."


  "Okay," Jen said, and they sat down on the sofa. She crossed her legs, and wasn't too careful as her skirt hiked up her thighs. Tom noticed of course. Her legs were incredible! He searched for signs of stocking tops -- he'd seen them before and suspected she regularly wore thigh high stockings instead of pantyhose -- and saw a hint of black lace just below the skirt's hem. Jen noticed him noticing, but pretended not to.


  As she went over her comments, Tom leaned in closer until they almost touched. After about 30 minutes, she casually unbuttoned her jacket, as if warm. She felt his eyes on her chest. He couldn't see much with her jacket still on, but he could see enough with the jacket unbuttoned. Hints of her nipples denting the silky fabric. Again she pretended not to notice his stares, but a surreptitious glance at his lap told her he was hard.


  Finally Jen got up. "Thanks for taking so much time to hear my comments," she said. They'd worked late, it was dark outside.


  "My pleasure," he said smiling. "How about a drink?"


  "I probably should get home," Jen said, playing hard to get.


  Tom nodded. "You husband's waiting?"


  "No, I'm a single girl tonight, Mike's in London." He'd left the day before.


  "You can't eat alone," he said. "Come on, there's a great sushi place down the street."


  "I adore sushi!" Jen said delightedly. "Mike's more of a meat and potatoes guy." She smiled inside. She liked being pursued, it was part of the fun.


  "Great Jenny, I'll get my keys," Tom said.


  Jen took a step back. "What did you call me?"


  "Jenny," he said. "I heard Allie calling you that."


  "No one's called me Jenny since college."


  "To me, you're more Jenny than Jen."


  "You think so huh?" she teased with a crooked smile. God he was presumptuous! "It's no big deal. You can call me Jenny if you want."


  At the restaurant over sushi and sake, they talked and flirted, laughed and flirted some more. They'd always gotten along, had fun together, been physically attracted to each other, but now there was a serious sexual tension in the air.


  After a while Jen decided to take the plunge. She took off the jacket. Tom's suspicions that she was braless were immediately confirmed. While the blouse was dark and almost opaque, her hard nipples clearly dented the thin silky fabric.


  "I think you forgot something when you got dressed this morning," he joked, staring at her braless chest. His cock was getting uncomfortably hard.


  "I think you need manners," Jen chastised him, but with a smile. She was pleased he couldn't take his eyes off her chest. She put a finger under his chin and raised his head. "Hello, I'm up here," she teased.


  "You go out like that and expect guys not to look?" he laughed.


  "Not my problem," she said with a shrug.


  Tom liked her self-confidence, but she needed to be brought down a rung or two. She was his boss at work, but not here. "You've got quite a reputation at work," he said with a knowing smile.


  In the past she might have gotten evasive or defensive, but now she didn't care, especially after multiple rounds of strong sake. She was entitled. "What reputation is that?" she said with a smile.


  Tom couldn't help smiling admiringly at her. What a ball buster! She definitely needed to be put in her place!


  "For one, you're a control freak," Tom said.


  "I'm the boss, I have to be," she said.


  "I'm not talking about work."


  "What do you mean?"


  "You tease a guy, fuck him, go on dates, and then dump him without any warning."


  Jen's jaw dropped. "Did you really just say that to me?"


  Tom smiled. "You asked."


  "You know I'm married," she said suddenly annoyed.


  "I'm not judging you Jenny. I'm just saying --."


  "Call me Jen, okay?" she snapped.


  "Whatever," Tom said with an annoyed shrug. Soon after they left and Tom drove Jen home on his bike.


  They stood awkwardly in front of her apartment. Finally Jen asked, "Wanna come up?" Tom smiled inside. He knew he'd won.


  In the apartment, Jen poured two glasses of wine and handed one to Tom. Instead of taking it, Tom cupped her braless breast and rubbed her hard nipple through the sheer blouse.


  "You've got a lot of nerve," Jen said, holding both glasses as he groped her tits.


  "I don't hear you saying stop."


  "Stop," Jen said.


  Tom laughed. He took the offered wine glass and sat on the sofa, looking at Jen.


  He drank the wine and then put the glass aside. "Come here," he ordered.


  "Why?"


  "Come here," he ordered again.


  Jen looked away and scowled, as if irritated with him. But she put the wine glass on the table and walked over to him. "What?" she asked irritably.


  Tom wore a smug, confident smile. He reached up to her shoulder and roughly pulled her down to her knees between his spread legs. When she gave him a what-the-fuck look, he said "You know what to do."


  "Are you fucking out of your mind?" she said indignantly, but she didn't get up even after he took his hand away. "I'm your boss, I can fire your ass!"


  "You're not going to fire me Jenny," he said confidently.


  Jen glared at him. But her heart pounded in her chest, and her pussy throbbed. She definitely had her cum face on.


  Thinking she needed a little more encouragement, Tom took her hand and put it over his hard-on. He moved her hand over the full length of his shaft, to give her an idea of how hard, how long, and how thick he was. "You know what to do," he repeated.


  He took his hand away, but she kept rubbing him. He felt huge! He was an ass, but she so wanted him!


  Fuck it! she thought. She undid his pants and pulled out his cock. Holding his shaft (he was so long and thick she needed both hands), she looked at his face. He smugly smiled triumphantly at her. He'd won. But she didn't care. She'd use his body for her own pleasure, then kick his ass out.


  She lowered her head and took him into her mouth. He was so thick she had to open wide. But by now she was an expert on going down on big guys. Soon he was rolling his head back and moaning.


  After just moments Tom grabbed her hair and pulled her off his cock. He didn't want to cum in her mouth, he had better plans.


  Jen gave him a sly smile. She knew what would happen next. They'd undress and fondle, exploring the other's great body. He'd go down on her and work hard to prove how good he was. Maybe she'd suck him a little more, maybe 69 him. He'd ask if he needed to wear a condom. She'd tell him no ... or maybe she'd make him wear one, to punish him for earlier. Either way she'd enjoy a great fucking, he certainly had the muscular body and big hard cock to give her what she wanted.


  Suddenly, Tom pulled her up and threw her face first onto the sofa. In what seemed like a single motion, he yanked up her skirt and ripped off her panties! Before she could react, he positioned his hard cock at her pussy and rammed his cock balls deep into her!


  Jen yelped at the sudden penetration. She was soaking wet, but he was huge, both long and thick. With his hand on the back of her head, he pushed her face into the cushion, stifling any protest.


  He fucked her rough and hard! He had amazing stamina, ramming her over and over, long and hard thrusts! Not able to do anything, Jen gave into the moment, especially since his fucking was rapidly turning from pain to pleasure. She groaned into the cushion and shuddered as her orgasm hit. Eventually Tom came, cumming inside her, but not before bringing her to orgasm again.


  They stayed connected, panting. Finally Jen coldly said, "Get off me."


  Tom got off Jen and sat on the sofa. Bent over the sofa, Jen slowly got up.


  She pulled down her skirt. "Get out," she ordered, her voice weak from the fucking and orgasms.


  "Sorry," Tom said. "But you deserved that."


  "Get out," she said again. He left.


  She had a hard time concentrating the next day at work. She'd been with a lot of confident, aggressive guys. In fact, other than Mike, every man she'd ever dated fit that bill. But despite being aggressive jerks, those guys had been considerate lovers, worked hard to satisfy her, as if each guy was competing with her past lovers to give her more pleasure.


  Tom hadn't been considerate at all. Yes he'd made her cum, but he hadn't tried to do that. Her orgasms had been unintended side effects of his hard relentless fucking.


  It hadn't been rape. She'd gone down on him, she'd wanted him to fuck her. But she'd been completely out of control. He took what he wanted.


  She shivered.


  She'd liked it.


  That afternoon Tom stopped by her office.


  "What do you want?" Jen said coldly.


  "So that's how you're playing it?" he asked with a smile, closing her door. "Indignant lover?"


  "I'm not your lover. It was a one-night stand, a mistake."


  "Don't tell me you didn't love it Jenny," he said with a smug smile. "How many times did you cum? Two, three times?"


  Jen's jaw drop. "I thought you were nice, but I was wrong. You need to leave. And stop calling me Jenny."


  Tom confidently walked around her desk and pulled her out of her chair. Just like last night, before she could do anything, he violently yanked up her skirt and ripped off her panties, and then he was inside her. He fucked her hard and fast on her desk. She arched her back in orgasm, and he came moments later.


  He pulled out, fixed his pants and left, abruptly leaving her on the desk, her legs spread, his cum spilling from her pussy.


  That night Mike got home and Jen told him about Tom. He got incredibly excited and immediately fucked her.


  Mike sensed a shadow over his wife. "Do you like him?" he asked. "Are you friends?"


  "I guess we're still friends. I've seen another side of him."


  "You do like the aggressive asshole type," Mike joked.


  "Yeah," she said with a laugh. "I don't know ... he was really aggressive. Like Darren, but Tom wasn't role playing, it was real."


  "You liked it though," Mike said.


  Jen looked surprised. "How did you know?"


  Mike shrugged. "If you didn't like it you wouldn't be agonizing about it now."


  "I'm not agonizing about it," Jen said with a laugh, but Mike could tell she was being evasive.


  "I think you should see him again," Mike said.


  "Really? Tom's not exactly boyfriend material."


  "I'm not so sure," Mike said smiling. "You said you like him. How you liked Scott."


  "Yeah, but ..." Jen said doubtfully. Tom and Scott were different. Scott was boisterous and larger than life, easy to like. Tom was more reserved and clearly had a darker side. She might be friends with Tom but she didn't feel like she'd ever be buds with him the way she'd been with Scott.


  The next Saturday, with Mike's encouragement, she called Tom and they agreed to meet. As he opened the door to his row house, she half expected him to slam her against the wall and fuck her brains out. But instead he wore a friendly smile, holding little Tommy.


  Tommy gleefully squealed, delighted to see Jen. She took him from Tom and they played and laughed. Tom joined them on the floor and the 3 played board games, joking and laughing the entire time.


  Maria came to take Tommy over to Adria's apartment, she had him through Monday. Tommy insisted Jen read him stories before he would go.


  Afterwards, Tom and Jen soberly sat on the sofa. There was an awkward silence. Finally Jen said "Are you always so rough?" When he didn't answer, she said, "It's like, you have so much anger inside."


  He shrugged. "You'd be angry too if you'd lived with Adria as long as me." He laughed like it was a joke, but his eyes were serious. Then he added "You liked it though, right?" His smile wasn't smug or arrogant, but boyish and teasing, disarming even.


  "Okay, yeah, I liked it," Jen admitted with a laugh. "I guess I'm trying to figure you out." She motioned to the toys on the floor. "With Tommy you're so gentle."


  Tom move closer and put his hand behind Jen's head. "I can be gentle in bed too."


  "Yeah?" she said looking into his eyes.


  "Yeah," he said, and he kissed her.


  "God that was amazing!" Jen gushed some time later, panting as they finished. Tom, his athletic body covered in sweat, lit a cigarette and handed her one. They smoked as they recovered from their orgasms, both of them nude lying next to each other, Jen's pussy full of his cream.


  "So what's the deal with you and Mike?" Tom asked. He'd heard rumors at the office. "You have an open marriage?"


  "Something like that," she said, not wanting to get into it.


  "He knows you're with me?"


  "Yes."


  "You had a thing with Scott, right?"


  Jen took a drag of the cigarette. "I don't want to talk about that, okay?"


  "Whatever," Tom said, suddenly irritated. "So what am I, the flavor of the month?"


  She looked at him, and then tenderly rubbed his chest. "We're having fun, right?"


  "What is this?" he asked, motioning at the air but talking about their relationship.


  "What do you want it to be?" Jen replied still rubbing his chest.


  Tom liked Jen. Although he'd married a brunette, he had a thing for blondes, and Jen was a very pretty blonde. He preferred busty girls, but Jen's small ones were perky and very shapely, and her ass and legs were incredible. She had a charming, engaging personality. The fact she was his boss and such a rising star made her even more appealing.


  She was clearly offering herself to him. He didn't like the idea of a relationship with a married woman -- where was the future in that? But looking down her sexy body, the idea of spending time with this incredibly girl was very tempting.


  Tom gave Jen a crooked grin. "I'm not always the nicest guy."


  "I've figured that out," Jen said with a laugh.


  "You're okay with that?"


  She grinned slyly. "Maybe I'm not looking for a nice guy."


  Her fingers trailed down Tom's chest, tracing the hard ripples of his six pack. His cock stirred back to life. She lowered her head and went down on him.


  Early the next week Tom called. "So how does this work, I ask you out like we're dating?" he asked.


  "I guess you could text me," she teased.


  He smiled. "You want to go out after work?"


  "Okay."


  "You don't have to check with Mike?"


  "Let me worry about that," she said.


  As she expected, Mike was thrilled she was going out on a date with Tom. He told her he'd wait up.


  Jen met Tom at a restaurant near his house. They talked and laughed, flirted, and got to know each other better, enjoying each other's company.


  At one point Tom called her Jenny. "Sorry, going to rip me a new one now?" he joked.


  "You can call me Jenny," she said with a laugh, squeezing his hand.


  They'd known each other for years, but didn't really know much about the other. Their conversation was lively and affectionate, at times even tender.


  There was no tenderness in their sex later. Tom fucked Jen violently, relentlessly pounding her from behind like a slutty dog, then roughly flipping her over and fucking her even harder with her ankles at her ears. He pounded her hard, abused her pussy, for almost 20 minutes, and at the end he stuffed his cock down her throat making her gag, and then pulled out and came all over her face.


  Later at home, Jen told Mike, "It's like he's fighting a war in bed. He has so much anger inside."


  "He made you cum though, right?" Mike asked. "You liked it?"


  "Yeah," she admitted with a sheepish smile. "But ..." she looked off, thoughtful.


  "What?" Mike prompted.


  "He can be so tender and kind too, especially around Tommy," she said. She also remembered their tender lovemaking, although that had been just one time. "I think Adria really messed up his head."


  "So ... is his cock big?" Mike asked.


  Jen looked back at her husband. She realized she'd been thinking about Tom instead of paying attention to him. Switching gears, she gave him a sexy teasing smile. "Really big," she said wrapping her hand around Mike's shaft. "A lot bigger than you."


  "Does he fuck you better than me?" Mike asked breathing hard.


  She shrugged noncommittally. "He made me cum twice tonight."


  "Both times on his cock?"


  "Yeah," Jen admitted. She knew whether she came on a man's cock or his tongue was a big deal to Mike. To her an orgasm was an orgasm, but to be truthful the best orgasms of her life probably came from hard fucking on a long thick cock. "Are you okay baby" she asked looking into his eyes.


  "Does he fuck better than Scott?"


  She thought. "Kinda different. Scott was a fuck buddy, we were buds."


  "You had a crush on him," Mike said.


  "Maybe, but never more than that," Jen quickly said, wanting to keep Mike in good hurt territory.


  "I bet you think about fucking Scott again," Mike said.


  "No, not really," Jen lied. She wasn't ever going to fuck Scott again, so what was the point of telling Mike the truth about her fantasies and hurting him?


  "What about Tom? Are you going to keep seeing him?"


  "You'd like that I bet!" Jen said with a laugh.


  She got on top of Mike and guided him inside her. She leaned down and they kissed as she rocked back and forth. "Tom came in my face, my hair, can you smell him?" She moved her lips to his ear so her long blonde hair draped over her husband's face. "He came so much he soaked my hair. Can you smell him?"


  Mike could smell the musty scent of cum in his wife's hair. It was exhilarating! "Ugh god Jen!" he cried cumming.


  Tom asked Jen out the next weekend. Mike was traveling to London again. They'd just released the new international version of Sapphire and it was going gang busters in Europe. There was huge demand from potential (and very rich) investors for briefings by Mike.


  "I'm going out with Tom on Saturday," Jen told Mike as he packed. While she didn't feel the need for Mike's permission, she did feel she needed to tell him, he was her husband after all and this was their game.


  "Okay," Mike said hesitantly. The doubts and angst were creeping in -- they'd spent a lot of time together lately -- but he knew this was part of the excitement for him.


  In London Mike's cell rang. It was Darren!


  "Hey Mike, I hear you're in London," Darren said. "Wonder if you can do me a big favor and meet with some of my clients about Sapphire."


  "You're kidding," Mike said disbelievingly, remembering how the black man had tried to humiliate him in front of Jen.


  Darren chuckled, knowing what Mike was thinking. "Come on Mike, we all had fun, right? How about it? I could use the favor, man."


  Darren's candor was disarming. Mike inwardly shrugged. "My only opening is late tomorrow."


  "That's perfect, I'll set it up," Darren said immediately.


  The next day, the meeting went well. Darren's clients fawned over Mike and practically begged him to let them invest in the Sapphire portfolio. They were ecstatic when Mike said he'd do what he could to get them into Sapphire, if only as minority investors.


  Mike saw Darren's bosses lavishing praise on the young black attorney. Darren smiled and looked grateful and relieved. Mike realized this meeting was a big deal for Darren.


  Afterwards Darren took Mike out for a drink. "Thanks Mike, you're the man!" Darren gushed.


  Mike laughed at the irony of Darren's remark, thinking of the big black man fucking Jen with his monster cock while he sat in a chair pathetically stroking his own much smaller penis. Darren read Mike's mind and they both laughed.


  Just then a beautiful curvy blonde approached. "Mike! What a surprise to see you here!"


  Mike looked up, surprised. It was Jasmine Kelly. He introduced her to Darren and invited her to join them for a drink.


  "I'm working on a story here, the PM's meeting with the North Korea delegation, real news!" Jasmine explained excitedly. She reached over and squeezed Mike's hand. "Thanks again for the interview, it's opened doors for me, like this assignment." Her pretty hand lingered over Mike's. She subtlety caressed his hand. Mike awkwardly pulled his hand away. Warding off the awkward moment, Jasmine asked Darren what he did.


  "How long are you in London?" Darren asked.


  "Through the weekend," she said glancing at Mike.


  "Must get lonely traveling," Darren said.


  "Yeah, dinner by yourself gets old real fast," she said with a laugh, again looking at Mike.


  A man with a camera stepped up. "Hello Mr. Andrews, Miss Kelly, I'm with the London Times, may I take a picture?" the man said with a rich British accent.


  Mike was stunned to be recognized by a reporter. Jasmine, used to requests like this, moved closer to Mike and gave a dazzling smile into the camera.


  After the photographer left, when Mike didn't say anything, Jasmine finished her drink. "I've got to bolt," she said getting up. "Maybe I'll see you in New York Mike. By the way, I liked your Thunder Road."


  "Oh, ah, thanks," Mike said shyly.


  "Man, she's hot!" Darren gushed watching Jasmine walk away. "She used to work for ESPN right?"


  "Yeah," Mike said, also watching the young beauty walk away. Like every other man in the bar, he felt his cock stir. Breaking his eyes away, he said to Darren, "I was surprised you didn't ask her out."


  Darren laughed. "Mike, you're fucking clueless. She's interested in you, not me."


  "No she's not," Mike said.


  "Okay buddy, whatever," he said with another laugh. "I get it. If I had my pick of Jen and Jasmine, I'd pick Jen too." He slapped Mike on the back good naturedly. "But Jasmine would be a fun way to pass the evening."


  Darren got up and shook Mike's hand. "Thanks again for the meeting Mike, it was a big deal, I owe you one. If you ever need a favor, you call me."


  Jasmine was interested in him? Up to that point on this London trip, Mike had been worrying about Jen with Tom. Now he was less concerned. If a beautiful girl like Jasmine was interested in him, then surely Jen also saw his virtues. Maybe he didn't have the best body or the biggest cock, but he had other qualities. He decided to not worry so much about Jen, but instead enjoy her relationship with Tom.


  Tom picked Jen up at her apartment on his motorcycle. Jen felt nervous, not wanting her neighbors to see. To most of the world she was a faithful wife. It was only at work that her extramarital activities were be a well-known secret. But it was dark, and Tom said it would be easier to pick her up.


  "Where are we going?" she asked getting on his bike. She'd worn skinny jeans, a snug top, and cowboy boots.


  "It's a surprise," he said smiling. He looked her up and down, liking what he saw.


  They rode out of New York, and Jen saw lights approaching. "A country fair!" she squealed excitedly. She loved fairs and amusement parks.


  They walked through the fair, laughing and joking. At some point Tom took Jen's hand, and they spent the rest of the evening holding hands.


  Tom told Jen he visited this fair every year. "What's the scariest ride?" she asked with an excited childlike smile. Tom led Jen to the haunted hay ride, and she spent the entire ride squealing and clutching his arm as headless ghosts and crazies with chainsaws jumped out of the shadows.


  Tom won Jen a furry stuff toy at the baseball throw game, and then took her on the Ferris wheel. The ride got stuck while they were at the top, and they laughed and flirted for 20 minutes as they had the best view of the fair, the entire time with Tom's arm around Jen.


  "This is so much fun!" Jen said later melting into his arms. They kissed and people around them smiled at the young couple.


  "Johnny's with Adria tonight," Tom said as they mounted his bike. "Spend the night with me."


  "I can't, it's one of our rules," she explained. Seeing his annoyance, she hugged his arm. "Come to my place."


  Tom fucked Jen violently, taking out his annoyance and anger on her body. She loved it and he gave her an amazing toe curling orgasm, but the difference between this "angry man" and the tender one from the fair mystified her.


  Afterwards he pulled out his cigarettes. "Smoke?" he asked.


  "Um, wait," she said opening up the bedroom windows. "Mike hates cigarette smoke," she explained getting back into bed. He lit one for her, and then one for himself.


  "Mike has a lot of rules," Tom said.


  "Don't start, okay?" she said gently, rubbing his arm. "Are you hungry?" she asked with a smile, wanting to change the subject.


  "Starving!" he said grinning back.


  "I can't cook, but we can order pizza or Chinese," she said smiling holding up the phone.


  "Let's see what's in your kitchen," Tom said laughing. He made herb omelets, and they washed it down with a bottle of red wine.


  "This is so good!" she gushed gobbling down the omelet. Sex always made her ravenous!


  "What's that you're wearing?" he asked.


  "It's Mike's old fraternity shirt," she said. She always wore it hanging around and to sleep. Seeing Tom frown, she whipped it off. "Better?" she asked smiling.


  "Much!" he said and he attacked her tits.


  "Stop I'm still eating!" she laughed playfully hitting him on the head.


  "I've got something better you can swallow," he said putting her over his shoulder and carrying her back to bed. She squealed and playfully hit him on the back.


  He threw her onto the bed, and she saw the "angry man" in his face. "Wait, wait," she softly said, brushing her hand across his cheek. "Make love to me this time."


  "I'm not sure I know how to do that," he said suddenly looking uncertain. His vulnerability melted her heart.


  "I'll help you," she said pulling him to her, and they kissed. Soon they were seriously making out, passionately but not violently.


  She gently ran her nails up and down his back, caressing him from his neck to below his ass. He moaned. "You like that?" she whispered looking into his eyes.


  "Yeah," he moaned.


  "Touch me like that," she encouraged him. He did and she was soon moaning too.


  She reached between their bodies and took hold of his shaft. She guided him into her. "Make love to me Tom," she whispered.


  He pushed into her, but unlike before he took his time. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him. Soon he was balls deep in her, and she continued to kiss him. Their fucking turned fervent, but they continued to kiss, moaning into the other's mouth.


  He rotated his hips, increasing her pleasure. "That feels good," she breathed into his mouth.


  "You like that?" he said, his lips not leaving hers.


  "Yeah, it feels amazing, don't stop," she urged him, her eyes clenched as her orgasm neared. Other guys had the same moves, but every guy was different, and Tom felt so good. He kept rotating his hips as he moved back and forth, and soon Jen arched her back and groaned as her orgasm hit, intense pleasure flooding through her body. Tom fucked her through her orgasm, but then for the first time he held back after, letting her recover.


  "God that was so good, thank you," Jen gushed, panting.


  "You don't have to thank me," Tom smiled sheepishly.


  "I know, it was just sooo good," Jen gushed looking into his eyes and brushing her hand across his cheek. "Let me on top."


  He hesitated, a frown crossing his brow. Instinctively she said, "I won't be like Adria."


  Almost reluctantly he let her on top. Jen smiled and ran her hands over his chest. "You've got such a great body," she gushed. She moved up and down on his cock. "You feel so good inside me."


  Tom tried to take control, to flip her onto her back, but she leaned down and held his arms to the side. "Let me," she said gently, kissing him as she moved back and forth on his shaft.


  She squeezed her pussy muscles as she moved up, and then squeezed again moving down. He was already tight inside her -- his cock was so gloriously thick! -- but it was like her soft smooth pussy was enticingly caressing his shaft. He moaned into Jen's mouth, his orgasm nearing.


  Wanting to return the pleasure, Tom raised his muscular ass on her downward thrusts, rotating his hips. Pleasure shot through Jen's body! From this angle, his rotating-the-hips thing felt even better! She quickly felt another orgasm approach.


  They fucked like that for long minutes, the sweat making their bodies glisten, their lips never parting. Finally Tom held his breath, and then he groaned as his orgasm hit. He pumped in and out, shooting streams of hot cum into Jen's pussy. The sensations of Tom's ejaculation pushed Jen over the edge, and her body shook and shuddered as pleasure exploded in her body.


  Jen collapsed on Tom, both of them panting. Even as his cock softened their bodies remained connected, that's how long he was. Jen liked the feeling, lying on his muscular chest, his strong arms around her, his half hard cock still filling her up. She felt content and aglow inside.


  "That was sooo freaking good!" Jen gushed, giggling. She got up, still straddling him, his cock still inside her. She beamed into his eyes.


  He was smiling too. He reached up and cupped her breasts, his caresses more affectionate than sexual. He'd always preferred big breasted girls like Adria, but he was quickly getting to like Jen's small ones. They were perky and shapely and her nipples were like erasers, and they so fit her slender ballerina's body. The fact Adria's big 38DD tits had begun to sag in recent years (especially after breast feeding Tommy) made Jen's small breasts look even more perfect.


  Tom ran his hands from her tits down her taut stomach, to her firm thighs. He marveled at how her body was so firm yet so shapely and soft.


  Jen smiled as he explored her body. Then she leaned down and kissed him. "You better go," she said gently.


  There was Mike's no sleeping over rule, and it was almost 4am. "We can do it again. It's not sleeping over if we stay up all night," he joked.


  "Um, I'm not sure it works that way," she giggled. Finally she got off him, his long python-like cock seeming to take forever to slide out of her. "You're amazing," she gushed looking into his eyes and rubbing his chest. "But I've got to work tomorrow, so I need to sleep a little."


  Tom felt disappointed, but he was on a physical and emotional high and didn't want to spoil the moment. He smiled and kissed Jen, then he dressed. Jen held his arm and hand to the door. Before he left she got on her tip toes and gave him a long kiss. "I had so much fun tonight," she said smiling and beaming into his eyes.


  Jen got back into bed, the room smelling like sex and cigarette smoke. She'd clean it later.


  She didn't really have to work Sunday, but there was Mike's no sleeping over rule. More importantly, warning bells were going off in her head. She'd had the best time at the fair, and their sex had been nothing short of spectacular. She felt feelings growing for Tom. She knew Mike wanted that, but she was gun-shy after Ricky and Scott. She could easily go head-over-heels for Tom. She wasn't sure that was a good idea, no matter Keri's advice about being entitled.


  She smiled seeing the stuffed animal Tom had won her. She got up and put it in the box in her closet where she kept Ricky's high school ring, Scott's pink bustier and Colin's love letters to her from high school. She kept these mementos because she couldn't help having some lingering feelings for guys she'd been so close to, emotionally and physically, if only for a little while. She suspected Mike knew she kept these keepsakes, but he never mentioned it. She wondered if he kept tokens of his past girlfriends. Although, as far as she knew, she was his only serious relationship.


  A few days later Mike got home from London. She described her date with Tom, stroking him and then getting on top and guiding him into her. "This is how you fucked him?" Mike said excitedly.


  "Yeah, like this," she said squeezing her pussy muscles.


  "God it feels so good!" Mike gushed. Jen had done that with him before and he loved it.


  "He came so hard," Jen said.


  "You came too?"


  "Yeah, it was really good."


  Mike grunted and came, his body lurching upwards.


  They hugged afterwards. "You didn't cum?" Mike asked, knowing she hadn't.


  "That's okay, I had my share with Tom," Jen giggled. "It felt good though," she quickly added snuggling into his arms.


  Mike knew his wife often didn't cum when they had intercourse, but almost always came on the thick shafts of her well-endowed muscular lovers. With his passion sated, he felt jealous and inadequate. But he knew those dark feelings would pass, and he didn't want to upset her. That would be unfair, as they'd both made the decision to play the game again, and the whole point of the game was her lovers' better sexual abilities. Also, he was still aglow from the ego boost of his meeting with Jasmine Kelly.


  "Did you have fun with Tom?" he asked.


  "Yeah."


  "Are you going to see him again?"


  "I guess ... maybe," she answered. She rested her chin on Mike's chest and looked into his eyes. "Are you sure you want to do this again?"


  "It's exciting for both of us right?" he said. "We won't be young forever, we'll start a family soon, so this is the time to have fun."


  "It's not always fun," she said kissing his chest.


  Mike knew she was referring to the dark times with Ricky and Scott. "We know a lot more now," he assured her.


  Also, Sapphire was going great and he had pretty girls like Jasmine Kelly interested in him. His confidence and self-esteem were at all-time highs. He felt sure he could deal with Jen in a heavy relationship with another man. It would be exciting for both of them. And, he was confident Jen would eventually tire of Tom, just as she had with Ricky and Scott.


  "He wanted me to spend the night," Jen said. She quickly added, "I said no of course."


  Without thinking, Mike said "You could have if you wanted."


  "Really?" she said surprised. "You'd be okay with that?"


  "Yeah, I mean, I wasn't here anyway," Mike said.


  Jen studied her husband. "Okay, good to know," she said, laying her head back on his chest.


  
Ch. 07 - Loving Wives - Jen dates Tom and Mike watches


  The next week Jen opened her lingerie draw, getting ready for work. She saw her birth control pills. She kept them there to remind her to take them, as she opened that draw at least once every day. But the pink round dispenser had become hidden under some bras and panties. "Shit," she thought to herself, seeing she'd missed some days. She punched out one of the pink pills and swallowed it.


  At work Jen went with Allie for a mid-morning coffee break. Holding their Starbuck cups, they stopped so Allie could smoke. "Can I have one?" Jen asked.


  Allie handed Jen a cigarette. "Smoking again?" she asked.


  "Tom smokes," Jen said as explanation, enjoying a drag of the cigarette. She'd smoked in college. She stopped though at Mike's urging. His brother was a cancer survivor, and he disliked smoking.


  "So you're hot and heavy with Tom now?" Allie asked with an interested smile. "I don't blame you, he's hot! I bet he's great in bed."


  "Freaking amazing!" Jen smiled grinning back.


  "Better than Scott?" Allie asked with a raised eyebrow.


  Jen rolled her eyes delightedly. "He screws like he's gonna smash me through the wall. He does this thing with his hips. He's a little thicker and --."


  "Stop!" Allie squealed, grabbing Jen's arm. "You're making me wet." Both girls giggled like giddy school girls.


  "Bubble boy's okay with it?" Allie asked.


  "You know Mike," Jen said. "He wants me to see Tom more, even spend the night."


  "High five to that!" Allie said, holding up her hand. "Not that you'll get any sleep, I know you!" They laughed.


  "I don't know, Mike says that then gets upset," Jen said grimacing at the thought.


  "He's such a drama queen," Allie said derisively. "Can't he make up his mind?"


  "I'm getting tired of it," Jen said. "If he does it again ..."


  "What?" Allie prompted.


  "I don't know," Jen said shrugging. "It'll make me mad though."


  Tom asked Jen out Saturday night. She met him at his house. He opened the door with Tommy holding his leg. "Sorry, Maria couldn't babysit tonight," he said.


  "Jenny!" Tommy squealed delightedly.


  "Hi Tommy!" Jen said picking the toddler up. She smiled at Tom, "That's okay, we'll have fun here."


  They played games and read books with Tommy, talking and laughing and having a great time. As dinner time approached, Tommy yelled, "Let's go to Pizza A-Go-Go!"


  "It's down the street," Tom said smiling.


  "Sounds good," Jen said returning his smile.


  As they got ready to go, Tom pulled Jen aside. He touched her left hand. "Would you mind taking these off? We might see my neighbors there, and --."


  "I get it," Jen said immediately. She took off her wedding and engagement rings and put them into her purse. It felt strange without her rings, but she'd done the same thing when she was going with Ricky.


  Pizza A-Go-Go was indeed full of people Tom knew, both his neighbors and from Tommy's pre-school. They sat at a big table with the adults at one end and the kids the other. It was clear Tom's friends were very interested in his new girlfriend.


  "How long have you two been dating Jenny?" Carly -- one of the wives -- asked Jen.


  "Um, just a little while," Jen said. She was getting used to being called Jenny again (that's how Tom introduced her). "But we've known each other for years."


  "Oh, okay," Carly said. "So you know Adria?"


  "Just a little," Jen said, being careful since Carly might be good friends with Adria.


  "You're divorced?" another wife Megan asked. Seeing Jen's startled expression, Megan touched Jen's ring finger. "I don't mean to pry, I just noticed the tan." Jen's ring finger was lighter where her wedding and engagement rings normally were.


  "Um, separated," Jen lied.


  "How long were you married?" Carly asked.


  "Three years," Jen said, feeling beyond awkward. She wanted this conversation to end. Finally Tom saved her by changing the subject and talking about the country fair.


  "Sorry about that," Tom said later at home, after Tommy went down.


  "It's not your fault," Jen said with an awkward laugh. "I'll have to work on a better story for next time."


  She reached into her purse for her rings. Tom stopped her with a hand over hers. "Do you mind not wearing them, when you're with me?" he asked.


  "Oh, yeah, sure," Jen agreed.


  Later in bed after kissing and heavy petting, Jen lowered her head and took Tom into her mouth. He stroked her ass as she went down on him. When he felt his orgasm approaching, he pulled her off and rolled her onto her back.


  "Wait baby," Jen said and reached into her purse. She pulled out a condom. Seeing his surprise and disappointment, she explained, "I forgot to take my birth control a few days. I'm probably safe, but --."


  "I get it," Tom said immediately, reaching for the condom.


  His immediate reaction made her laugh. "Don't want another Tommy Jr.?" she teased.


  "No," he said grinning. "I love Tommy but one is more than enough."


  He reached for the condom again but she playfully slapped his hand away. "I'll put it on you," she said. She ripped the foil with her teeth and took out the condom. Looking into his eyes with a sexy smile, she put the condom in her mouth and lowered her head.


  He groaned. "If I have to wear a rubber, this is the way to do it," he joked.


  She giggled and had to start over. "You're ruining my mojo," she playfully whined, and they both laughed.


  Their sex was again spectacular. They fucked twice, and each time got better. It was after 2am, and Tom said, "You should sleep over. I know Mike's rule, but come on, it's late."


  Jen thought about it. Before she could say anything, Tom added, "Come on Jenny, it's a stupid rule. It's --."


  Jen put a finger to Tom's lips. She debated in her head. Mike said it was okay, but if she slept over he might still get upset, it'd happened before. But the reality was, she wasn't ready to go home, she wanted to spend more time with Tom. Fuck it, Mike will just have to deal.


  "I'll call him, okay?" she said, giving Tom a quick kiss on the lips.


  She got out of bed, walking to the other side of the bedroom. Facing the window, she pulled her hair to the side and called Mike. "Hi baby," she said as he answered. "Yeah, I'm having fun. Yeah. Hey baby, Tom asked me to sleep over."


  Tom walked over and ran his hand down Jen's back. Jen turned around and smiled at him, putting a finger to his lips. "Yeah, I know, I just wanted to check," she said. She took Tom's hand and kissed his fingertips while she listened to her husband's reply. "You're sure it's okay?" Tom ran his fingers down the swell of her breasts and around her nipples. Jen pulled away. Smiling at him, she mouthed "stop." "Okay baby, I'll see you tomorrow morning. Um, I guess after breakfast but before lunch, is that okay? I love you, bye."


  "So you're mine tonight?" Tom asked as she hung up.


  "I'm staying over," she corrected him with a laugh. "You're so bad!" she laughed again, and they playfully fell back into bed.


  After more glorious sex, Jen said "Mike wanted me to ask if he could watch us sometime."


  Tom raised an eyebrow. "You're kidding?"


  Jen shrugged. "You know that's what he gets out of this."


  Tom scoffed, thinking about it. He lit a cigarette for Jen and then for himself. "I don't get it. He gets off on you fucking other guys?"


  Jen laughed. "You're only now figuring that out?" she teased.


  He grinned. "It was an abstract concept until this moment."


  "Okay, I get that," she laughed. "I know it's kinda strange --."


  "Kinda?" Tom said sarcastically, and they laughed again.


  "So what should I tell him?"


  Tom shrugged. "Tell him I'm thinking about it."


  "Okay," Jen said with another laugh.


  They fucked again. They slept a few hours, then in the morning they woke and fucked again. Jen showered and dressed, both of them knowing she should leave before Tommy woke up. Also, Jen wanted to live up to her promise and return home to Mike well before noon.


  "I'm going," Jen said brushing up against Tom.


  Tom, feeling melancholy, saw the rings back on her finger. "So you're his again."


  Jen pushed against Tom again. "I'm always his Tom," she said gently. "He's my husband. Okay?"


  When Tom didn't answer, she pushed against him again and repeated with a smile, "Okay?"


  "Okay," Tom said with a resigned grin.


  The next Saturday night Jen was in the shower when her iPhone rang. Mike reached into her purse to answer for her. When he did he found a half empty pack of Virginia Slims menthol lights.


  "Allie called," Mike said holding up the phone as Jen emerged from the shower. In his other hand he held up the cigarettes. "You're smoking again?" he asked wearing a frown.


  "Just socially baby," she lied, taking the phone and cigarettes from him. "What did Allie want?" she asked, hoping to change the subject.


  "Does Tom smoke?" Mike asked, his question like an accusation.


  "Don't get upset, okay?" she said gently, rubbing his arm.


  "Does he?" Mike pressed.


  "Yes," she admitted. "But it doesn't matter." She threw the cigarettes into the trash. "I just bought them so I'm not always bumming off Allie."


  Mike felt foolish. "Okay," he said. He took the cigarettes out of the trash and put them back into her purse. "Sorry. I just care about you. I don't want to be a jerk."


  "You're not baby," she assured him, hugging him. She kissed him, then shooed him out of the room. "I need to get ready."


  An hour later, dressed and looking incredible, Jen hugged Mike. "You're ready for this?" she asked.


  "Yeah," he said with an excited grin.


  "Remember, sometimes I go crazy," she cautioned him. "I can't help myself. It doesn't mean anything."


  "I know," Mike said.


  "He might want to start alone," she said.


  "I get it, that's okay."


  Jen kissed her husband. Then the doorbell rang. It was Tom.


  Mike and Tom shook hands. Mike's cock stirred as Tom and Jen kissed hello. He raised an eyebrow when Tom called Jen "Jenny," but didn't say anything.


  Mike served drinks, and they sat with Jen between the boys. There was awkward small talk. Finally Jen whispered something to Tom, and he got up and went into the bed room.


  "You're okay?" she asked Mike, taking both his hands.


  "Yeah," Mike said, feeling both excited and jealous. "He calls you Jenny?"


  Jen shrugged. "Allie started it at work. It's no big deal." She squeezed his hands. "Join us in a bit. Maybe 15 minutes. Don't worry, we won't start without you."


  "Okay."


  "I love you," Jen said to Mike. She squeezed his hands again and then joined Tom in the bedroom.


  Jen mostly closed the door, but not all the way so Mike was able to hear, although he couldn't make out words. He heard talking at first, easy going and lighthearted with giggles and laughter. Then the talking turned serious, with more whispers. Then he heard kissing, and then soft moans.


  He watched the clock, and at exactly 15 minutes he went into the bedroom. True to Jen's promise they hadn't started other than kissing and petting. They were sitting on the bed, both still fully dressed. They were making out and touching each other.


  Jen sensed Mike enter the room and broke the kiss. Her lips glistened with Tom's and her own spit, her lipstick already gone. "Hi baby," she said with a smile. She had her cum face on. She motioned to the chair next to the bed. "Sit there okay?" Jen didn't want Mike on the bed. Tom was already weirded out by this, and she didn't want Mike to accidentally touch him as he caressed her.


  Tom avoided looking at Mike, trying to pretend he wasn't there. He reached behind Jen and unzipped her dress. He'd tried to do that before but to his annoyance she'd stopped him, saying they had to wait for Mike.


  Tom undressed Jen to her lingerie, bra, panties, stockings and high heels. His cocked leaped at seeing Jen also wearing a garter belt. "I like this," he whispered, running his fingertips across the lacy garter straps.


  "I'll wear it again for you," she whispered back, their lips barely parting.


  Jen undressed Tom. She made a production of unbuckling his pants, making sure Mike got a good look of the big tent in Tom's shorts. She slowly pulled off Tom's shorts, giving Mike a sly smile, playing up Tom's big cock to Mike. She knew Mike was loving this, and wasn't surprised to see his face covered in barely controlled lust.


  Jen wrapped both hands around Tom's long thick shaft. Still smiling slyly, she said to Mike "take off your pants honey." Mike did, and he held his hard cock with his right hand. Jen continued to look into Mike's eyes, and they were both thinking the same thing. Jen could barely hold Tom's cock even with both hands, yet Mike could easily hold his own with a single hand. Tom was so much bigger than Mike, there was no comparison. Mike felt ready to burst.


  Tom couldn't help noticing Mike's small dick, after all the dude was sitting just a couple of feet away. At some level, he reveled in his much bigger cock and more muscular body. He knew of course Mike was the husband and he just the boyfriend. Still, he enjoyed the favorable comparison and the implicit "fuck you" to Mike.


  But he didn't like the way Jen was paying so much attention to Mike. He'd agreed Mike could watch, but she was fucking HIM, not Mike.


  "Come here," Tom said pulling Jen up to him. They kissed again. He fondled her tits and she continued to stroke his cock. Jen kissed and licked down his muscular chest and over his well-defined six pack, and then went down on him.


  As Tom enjoyed the feeling of his cock in Jen's soft hot mouth, he glanced at Mike. Mike's eyes were glazed over with lust, and he was slowly stroking his pathetically small dick. What a pervert!


  Jen's lips and tongue moved to the underside of Tom's balls, and he rolled his head back. He quickly forgot Mike was there. Jen was really good at giving head, way better than Adria. Jen didn't mind swallowing cum -- liked it even. She liked it when he sprayed her face too. She had the youthful, pretty face of an innocent coed, but had a slutty side to her, and he found the combination incredibly sexy and irresistible.


  Mike watched as Tom pulled Jen off his cock and rolled her onto her back. Jen opened her legs, her cum face on. She reached down and guided Tom into her pussy. She grunted as the thick cockhead penetrated her.


  Jen grimaced as Tom pushed into her. He was so thick it hurt, but he took his time, pushing in slow. It surprised her, usually he rammed himself in, but she didn't say anything because going slow felt good, she liked it better that way.


  He got all the way in. He leaned down and they kissed. For the next 30 minutes their lips never parted except for scattered whispers.


  He slowly pumped back and forth, taking long slow strokes. "That's good," Jen moaned. He fucked her that way for a long time, long and slow. It was like a slow burn, her orgasm slowly building, fleeting, there but not there. She almost told him to fuck her harder and faster, to finish her off, but it felt so good, the slow build up, like an ocean wave getting bigger and bigger and not knowing when it would crash down.


  As they fucked and kissed, Tom held Jen's hands to her side. He felt the rings on her left hand. He pressed his finger against the rings and whispered "you're mine right now."


  Her eyes were closed, her brow creased, she was so close. "Not now" she said, not wanting to deal with macho alpha guy stuff at that moment, not with her body on the brink of this massive orgasm.


  Suddenly the orgasmic wave crashed! She groaned and her back arched, her toes curled in her high heels, and wave after wave of intense orgasmic pleasure cascaded through her body.


  As the waves finally settled down, she panted "where did you freaking learn to do that?"


  "Must be getting my mojo back," he joked, and they laughed at their inside joke. Then Jen wrapped her arms around Tom's neck and they kissed.


  Tom gave Jen time to recover, then he began moving inside her again. She expected him to do the angry man thing and roughly fuck her brains out -- more macho alpha guy thing -- but instead he was considerate although relentless. He fucked her hard and fast, but not angry. It was like he channeled all that anger and other dark emotions into giving her pleasure. He was definitely getting his mojo back, and he was rocking her world! Then he started doing the rotating-the-hips thing, driving her out of her mind! He made her cum again, and the orgasm while not as intense as last time never seemed to stop! She moaned and screamed and clawed his back and arms, completely out of control. Finally he shouted he was cumming, and she hugged him tight and begged him to cum inside her.


  Their bodies were covered in sweat and still connected, his softening cock still deep inside her. They panted and looked into the other's eyes, as if both amazed such intense pleasure was even possible. She glanced at the clock and saw they'd been fucking for 30 minutes. "Wow," Jen thought, marveling at Tom's strength and stamina.


  Suddenly Jen remembered Mike! She looked over at the chair. It was empty. "God not again," she thought, worried but also annoyed. Hadn't Mike asked to watch them? Hadn't she cautioned this might happen?


  "Let me up," Jen said pushing against Tom's chest. Tom reluctantly pulled out. Immediately creamy cum spilled from her pussy. She wiped herself with a towel. She stepped out of her high heels and put on a robe. "Wait here, okay?" she said to Tom. She gave him a quick kiss, then she went out.


  Mike was on the sofa sipping a scotch.


  "Hey you," she said hiding her annoyance. "You disappeared."


  "I'm okay, I just needed some air," Mike said with a forced smile. Mike had left halfway through, there was only so much he could take. But he wasn't going to give Jen a hard time about it. This was their game and he knew her, he knew she lost control, she'd even warned him.


  "You're okay then?" she asked sitting on his lap, feeling relieved.


  "Yeah."


  "I can tell Tom he needs to go," she said. She didn't want Tom to go, but if Mike was upset ...


  "No, he can stay," Mike said. They'd earlier agreed Tom would spend the night.


  "Are you coming back in?" she asked.


  "I will, after I finish this," Mike said jiggling the ice in the glass.


  "Okay," Jen said, rubbing his chest. She hesitantly said, "It's probably best if you sit in the chair, not the bed. Tom's kinda weirded out --."


  "I get it," Mike said immediately. He felt like a third wheel. But that was part of his fantasy too.


  "I'll take care of this if you want," Jen said reaching down and cupping Mike's cock. He was hard again.


  Mike sense she wanted to get back to Tom. "That's okay, I'm good."


  Jen felt relieved, she DID want to get back to Tom. But that made her feel guilty. Wanting to make sure Mike was enjoying this too, she took his hand and put it on her stocking top. "He came a lot in me," she said with a sexy smile.


  "Yeah," Mike said hoarsely, his hand caressing the lace wet with Tom's cum. "Good thing you're on the pill, or you'd be pregnant right now."


  Jen smiled inside, knowing her husband's darkest sexual fantasies. "Hmmm, I think I'm safe, you know how I forget to take the pill sometimes." Feeling Mike's cock jerk under her, she teased him more. "If he gets me pregnant I'll have to have his baby, you know I'm a good catholic girl."


  "God Jen," Mike moaned.


  She giggled and gave him a quick kiss. "Join us when you're ready," she said getting up.


  Jen went back into the bedroom, again closing the door almost all the way. She took off the robe. She wore only the garter belt and stockings. She stepped back into the black high heels. At some point Tom had taken off her bra and panties. Being sweaty the stockings felt uncomfortable, but she knew both her men would want her to keep them on so she did.


  She got back into bed with Tom. "I half expected you to tell me to leave," he said.


  "Nope," she said kissing him.


  "Did you jerk Mike off?" he asked. A hand job would've been all she could do, she'd been gone only 5 minutes.


  "Shhhh," she hushed him, not wanting him to talk about Mike. She whispered into Tom's ear so there was no chance Mike could hear, "I wanna talk about you." She giggled and joked "where did you learn to fuck like that?"


  "Not with Adria," he joked back.


  "It got really that bad with her?" Jen asked. Tom had never explained their breakup.


  "It was like a war, in everything, including sex," he said. "Still is." He quickly added, "Not the sex part -- we stopped having sex a long time ago."


  Jen laughed. "Don't worry Tom I'm not the jealous type."


  "I'm just saying, towards the end, when we fucked it was like two alley cats clawing each other," he said.


  She nodded. She was getting a better understanding of where his pent up anger was coming from.


  Tom grinned and motioned to her rings. "You said you wouldn't wear those with me," he said, part joking, part serious.


  Jen gave him a what-the-fuck laugh. "I can't take them off with Mike here."


  He laughed and pulled her to him, kissing her. "Okay, then admit you were mine when we were fucking."


  She rolled her eyes. "Seriously?"


  "Come on, give me something," he laughed.


  "Okay okay," she said with a laugh. Whatever. She looked at the door. Seeing no sign of Mike, she whispered "when you're fucking me, you're the only man I'm thinking about."


  He smiled, clearly pleased. "That makes me feel good."


  "You should be flattered," she joked. Then she got serious and whispered. "You can never tell Mike I said that. Or anything I say about him. It would be real shitty."


  "I think he knows, that's why he left," Tom said smugly. "He doesn't know what he wants, does he?"


  "Don't judge him okay? He's a complicated person."


  Tom frowned. "I just don't get why you're together. You're so different."


  Jen put a finger over his lips. "Don't go there, okay?"


  Tom scowled and gave her a whatever shrug.


  Jen smiled. "Do you want to fight or fuck?"


  Tom grinned back. She squealed as he pulled her into his arms.


  Later, Mike felt soft lips on his cheek. He opened his eyes and saw Jen's pretty smiling face.


  "Hi sleepy head," she said smiling. "I thought you were coming back into the bedroom."


  Mike glanced at the clock. It was 3am, he'd dozed on the sofa for a couple of hours. "I did," he said. "But after a while I came out here. You know ..."


  "Yeah," she said understanding, affectionately brushing her hand through his hair. The hot wife fantasy turned Mike on beyond belief, but if he saw too much it hurt. "Come to bed," she said pulling him up.


  "Where's Tom?" Mike asked in their bedroom. The sheets were soiled with sex juices and the room reeked of sex. It got Mike hot.


  "Guest room," Jen answered, kissing Mike.


  "You smell like him, he's all over you," Mike said excitedly.


  "He's inside me too," Jen said. "My pussy and my mouth." She pressed her lips against Mike's, pushing her tongue into his mouth.


  They got on the bed and Mike hurriedly got between Jen's open legs. "I won't last long," he said.


  "That's okay," she assured him, taking his shaft and guiding him into her. He came after just a few frantic strokes.


  Melancholy hit him. "I wish I could fuck you better," he lamented.


  Jen hugged him. "You know I love making love to you," she assured him.


  "I hardly ever made you cum."


  "Yes you do," she assured him. In fact, he could make her cum with his mouth, but usually not his cock, not when she was in a relationship with a well-endowed guy like Tom who knew how to fuck.


  "I wish I had a bigger cock."


  Jen giggled, but not in a hurtful way.


  "What?"


  She affectionately squeezed his penis. "Sometimes I think you like your little thing, because it fuels your fantasies."


  Mike couldn't help smiling. "You know me too well," he joked, and they both laughed. "So I have a "little thing" huh?"


  "You said it, not me," Jen said acting innocent. They fell asleep spooning.


  Jen woke up with the sun. Mike was still asleep. She got out of bed, careful not to wake Mike. She quietly crept to the guest room.


  She kissed Tom's cheek, and he slowly opened his eyes. "Hey you," she said affectionately, kissing him again. They kissed and were soon seriously making out and petting.


  Jen reluctantly broke away. "You better get going." She knew it would be better if Tom left before Mike woke up.


  "Okay," Tom said disappointed, reaching for his pants. Jen stopped him.


  She kissed him and smiled into his eyes. "I wouldn't make you leave without taking care of this" she said rubbing his hard cock. Then she went down on him, doing her magic until he came in her mouth.


  They emerge from the guest room an hour later, Tom fully dressed. Tom had taken a while to cum -- enjoying every second of Jen's talented mouth, tongue and hands! -- and then they'd snuggled and whispered in bed.


  Jen glanced at the master bedroom. Mike still seemed asleep. She walked Tom to the door, holding his arm and hand. "I had a great time," she said kissing him. "You fuck me so good," she added with a giggle. Her pussy longed now for Tom's cock, her body longed for his lips and hands. She wanted to jump his bones and fuck him right there in the foyer. But she knew it would be best if he was gone when Mike woke up.


  Tom kissed her back. "I'll see you later this week?"


  "You bet mister," Jen said smiling and beaming into his eyes, and they kissed again.


  When Jen returned to the master bedroom Mike was awake. "Hey baby," she said. "Tom just left." She went into the bathroom and brushed her teeth.


  "You just went down on him?" Mike asked when she got back into bed.


  "I couldn't send him away with blue balls," she joked. He looked upset. She rubbed his arm. "You're okay, right?"


  "Yeah."


  "Yeah?" she asked to make sure. She knew the signs, and sensed he was jealous and hurt. With the temptation of Tom now gone, it was easier for her to focus on Mike's needs. She admitted, "I know I paid a lot attention to him --."


  "That's the whole point though," he assured her with a forced smile. "I'm okay, really. You know how I get. But I liked it."


  "You did?" she asked rubbing his arm.


  "Yeah I did, really, I love watching you."


  She smiled. She saw he was hard. She brushed her hair to the side and lowered her head, taking his cock into her mouth. She was tired and her jaw ached -- Tom had taken forever to cum -- but Mike was a lot smaller and she knew he wouldn't last long. She briefly thought of getting on top and pulling him into her. But at that moment she was more interested in quickly getting Mike off and then going back to sleep.


  A little later, Mike watched his wife sleep. He'd cum in her mouth 15 minutes ago, and she'd quickly drifted to sleep.


  She was so pretty. Even after being together and married for years, he still couldn't believe she was his. Why would such a pretty girl marry a math geek like him?


  A girl like her should be with a man's man like Tom or Ricky, or even that asshole Scott. Okay, maybe not Scott. And definitely not Colin. But Tom seemed like an okay guy. And he'd been friends with Ricky in college. Why would a stunningly beautiful girl like Jen pick him over guys like them?


  Then again, why was he so into sharing her with other men? He asked himself this question all the time. Sometimes he wondered if he was gay. But outside the context of guys fucking his wife, he had no sexual interest in men. So that wasn't it.


  He was insecure, especially about Jen. Maybe giving her away to other men, and then having her come back to him helped ease his insecurities.


  Maybe it was love. He knew Jen had a huge sexual appetite, and he knew he wasn't a great lover. So maybe he let Jen play with other men to satisfy her sexual needs, because he loved her so much.


  He didn't know why. All he knew was, since they'd opened Pandora's Box that first time with Ricky in college, he'd been obsessed with Jen with other men. And sex with other men wasn't enough. He craved the emotions too. He wanted her to date another man, develop feelings for him. In his darkest fantasies, he wanted her to fall in love with her boyfriend. In his MOST extreme fantasies, she'd spend all her time with her boyfriend, leave him and move in with her boyfriend, let her boyfriend get her pregnant.


  These extreme fantasies scared him. What if they really happened? What if in a bout of perverted lustful insanity he encouraged Jen, even pleaded with her, to leave him for another man, or have another man's baby? Then he'd lose her forever.


  The more he thought about it, the more scared he got. But the more excited he got too.


  He let Jen sleep for a few hours. But then he couldn't stand it anymore. He woke her up with kisses, and fondled her body, her perfect slim dancer's body. Then he went down on her. He wasn't into creampies. But he needed to make her cum, to prove he could still give her pleasure.


  Then, after she came, he entered her. It felt so good! Her pussy was so perfect, even after fucking Tom all night long. His orgasm was wonderful, but it wasn't the physical pleasure he really needed. He needed the soulful contentment of his body connected with hers, of his seed shooting into her body. Because that connection made his lustful demons go away, it grounded him.


  After sex they snuggled and finally got up. They took a walk and held hands. It was a sunny, lazy Sunday and they window shopped, enjoying the spectacle of New York City. They stopped and watched the ice skaters at Rockefeller Center.


  "Feel like skating before grabbing lunch?" Mike asked smiling.


  Jen was momentarily distracted. One of the skaters resembled Tom, and she looked closely at him. Then she realized it wasn't Tom. "What honey?" she asked looking back at Mike.


  "Do you feel like skating?" Mike said gesturing at the ice rink, still smiling.


  "Oh, yeah, that sounds like fun," she said brightly giving him a dazzling smile.


  Just then Jen heard her someone yell "Jenny!" She turned around -- it was Carly and Megan, Tom's friends she met at Pizza A-Go-Go.


  Luckily at that moment she wasn't holding Mike's hand. Thinking fast, she put her hands behind her back and inconspicuously took off her wedding rings. She put the rings in her pocket and then gave Carly and Megan a hug and kiss hello.


  Thinking they were Jen's work friends, Mike introduced himself as her husband.


  "Husband?" Carly asked. She and Megan were frowning.


  "My ex-husband," Jen quickly said. "We were, ah, just taking about some things."


  "At least you're talking, my ex-husband and I fought like cats and dogs over the divorce," Carly said with a laugh. She took Jen's arm, the inconsequential ex-husband already forgotten. "Jenny, we're all going to Pizza A-Go-Go, you should come," she said.


  "Yes, come with us," Megan insisted taking hold of Jen's other arm.


  "Oh um thanks but I really can't," she said glancing worriedly at Mike. He was playing the divorced husband, standing off to the side. In the end, Carly and Megan wouldn't take no for an answer so Jen reluctantly agreed.


  "I just need to talk to Mike for a sec," Jen said to them.


  "Sorry about this," she whispered to him when they were away from the 2 wives. She saw anger and hurt on his face.


  "You told them we were divorced?" he spat at her.


  "We ran into them at dinner and they saw the tan line of my rings," Jen explained. "I got flustered."


  "You don't wear your wedding rings when you're with him?" he said his jealousy and hurt growing.


  "No Mike, I mean, come on," she said.


  "You pretend like you're single?" he asked accusingly.


  "Mike, put yourself in Tom's place," she said reasonably. "He doesn't want his friends to think he's dating a married girl. Remember? I did the same thing with Ricky." She glanced over at Carly and Megan, who were carefully watching. "I should go," she said to Mike. "I'll be home right after lunch." Then she tentatively added. "We probably shouldn't kiss." She gave Mike a brief hug like he was a distant relative.


  "Sorry for being so pushy, but I knew you'd want us to save you," Megan said holding Jen's arm as they walked to the subway.


  "I know right?" Carly said cheerfully. "Who'd want to spend a Sunday afternoon with their ex?"


  Tom was pleasantly shocked to see Jen walk into the restaurant with Megan and Carly. Tommy squealed and immediately jumped into her arms. "I'll tell you later," Jen said smiling to Tom as he raised an inquiring eyebrow. They were clearly happy to see each other.


  "I missed you," he said taking her into his arms.


  "Me too," Jen said looking into his eyes, and they kissed.


  After lunch Jen said "I should get back."


  Tom curled a finger in the back pocket of her tight jeans and pulled her to him. He was hard. "Do you have time to ...?"


  Jen was horny and wet. He'd caressed her leg under the table all during lunch. She said "If we're fast --."


  Tom asked Maria to take Tommy to a movie, and they practically ran to his house a few blocks down the road. They tore off each other's clothes. Tom fucked her against the wall in the foyer.


  "God you fuck me so good!" Jen said dreamily in the crook of his arm, laying in his bed, her body glistening with sweat and her pussy full of his cream. "I've got to go though," she said getting up. It was already 3.


  "Come on, stay a while," he said pulling her back.


  "I can't Tom," she giggled wiggling out of his arms.


  "Give me a minute and I'll be ready to go again," he said.


  "Is that a threat or a promise?" she teased.


  "Does that mean you're staying?" he said, running his finger along the slope of her breasts. His fingertips circled her nipples, and they started getting hard again.


  "That's not fair," she said with a giggle. He rubbed one of her hardening nipples with this thumb and finger. "Tom, come on, I've got to get home to Mike."


  He leaned in and kissed her, softly just how she liked it, with just the right amount of tongue. He'd become an expert with her body, and his lips moved over her neck. He flicked his tongue in her ear.


  "Oh god," she groaned.


  He trailed his hand down her breasts and over her flat stomach, then to her pussy. He ran his fingertips around and over her clit. Her clit was still sensitive from her last orgasm, but he applied just the right amount of pressure.


  "God Tom," she moaned.


  He moved on top of her and she opened her legs. He was hard again, he couldn't get enough of her tight perfect body. "Still need to go home to Mike?" he teased as he pushed inside her.


  "Just go fast okay," she said, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing her.


  When Jen finally got home, Mike was sitting in the dark, a glass of scotch in his hand.


  "I'm sorry," she said getting on her knees in front of him. When he didn't say anything, she put her head in his lap and said again, "I'm so sorry."


  "How many times did he fuck you?" Mike said, like an accusation. When she didn't answer, he said "How many?"


  "Twice," she finally admitted. She felt his hard-on but she knew he was not interested in pillow talk right then.


  "You can't do that to me Jen," he said, angry and hurt.


  "I know," she said. "It was a fluke, it won't happen again." She got up and sat on the sofa, hugging him.


  "I understand you lose control," he said. "But if this is going to work, there's got to be boundaries. You can't disappear for hours."


  "I know, I know, it wouldn't happen again," she promised. "How can I make it up to you?" She cupped his hard-on. "Do you want to ...?"


  "No," he said pushing her hand off.


  "You're upset, I get it," she said, hugging him and putting her head on his chest.


  Her long blonde hair was right below his nose, and he could smell Tom all over her. He knew Tom was inside her, probably leaking out and soaking her panties and the crotch of her jeans. Jen read his thoughts and said, "Do you want me to clean up?"


  "No," he said. He put his arm around her. Despite everything, it turned him on to smell Tom all over her. He felt raw, but his demons were coming out.


  They held each other. A little later Mike made a simple dinner while Jen played bartender and make drinks. They ate a quiet dinner, then snuggled on the sofa and watched a movie on Netflix. They both began feeling better, the tension easing out.


  "Can I tell ya something?" she said gently in a soft voice. "Today wasn't all my fault. Getting hijacked by Carly and Megan wasn't my fault. You want me to date Tom. How can I do that if his friends know I'm married? You can't get mad at me baby, it's not fair. And the wedding ring thing is the same thing. How can I wear my rings when I'm out on dates with him?"


  Mike didn't answer immediately. Finally he said "You were gone a long time."


  "That was wrong," she admitted. "But can you at least say it wasn't all my fault? You make me feel so bad."


  "I know it's not all your fault," he concedd. "It's just ... you were with me, we were doing stuff, and suddenly you're gone, for hours."


  "But I'm here now," she said squeezing his arm. "I feel gross and wanna take a shower, but I haven't cause I know you like him all over me." She gave him a crooked grin. "But instead of fucking my brains out you're upset with me."


  Mike couldn't help smiling. "He messed you up huh?" he asked grinning.


  "Ah ... yeah!" she laughed, holding her arms out as if his cum was dripping down her body. "He cums gallons, sometimes I feel like he's hosing me down!" She saw the tent in his pants. She cupped him and grinned. "Wanna play now? We haven't even talked about last night yet."


  "You must be sore," he said. She been fucking non-stop for almost 24 hours.


  "Sorta," she admitted. "But we can still have fun."


  In bed Mike was naked, lying on his back. Jen sat next to him cross-legged, stroking his cock. She still wore her bra and panties.


  "He fucked you twice?" Mike asked. She'd told him earlier, but now they were playing the game.


  "Yeah, I'm sorry, it's --."


  "Once you start it's hard to stop," Mike said finishing her sentence.


  "Yeah," she admitted.


  "You like Tom a lot?"


  "I like him."


  "A lot?"


  "I guess."


  "You can admit it," Mike said laughing.


  "I don't know," she said laughing back. "You ask me that all the time. I wouldn't be dating him if I didn't like him." She shrugged. "I guess I like him a lot."


  "Okay," Mike said. He reached over and touched a hickey on her neck. Tom had marked her.


  "He did that last night," she said. "Do you want me to tell him to be more careful?"


  "It's okay," he said running his finger over the hickey, as if studying it.


  She reached back and unsnapped her bra, pulling it off her arms. There were bite marks on her breasts. "He gets kinda rough," she said.


  "You like it though huh?" Mike asked.


  "Yeah," she admitted.


  Mike tenderly ran his finger along the bite marks on her breasts, and then over dried cum flaking on her baby soft skin.


  "I told you he cums a lot," she giggled.


  "Most guys like cumming inside you."


  "He does that too." She got on her knees and pulled off her panties. "See?" she said. Her tiny landing strip was matted with dried cum. "We have the weirdest conversations," she said giggling as Mike ran his finger over the dried cum flaking on her pussy lips.


  "I doubt Emma Watson talks about this with her boyfriend," Mike joked.


  "I doubt Allie talks about this with her boyfriend," Jen joked back.


  "Does she have a boyfriend?" he said absently, continuing to trace his finger through her landing strip and around her pussy lips.


  "You know Allie, she only has fuck buddies."


  "He made you cum, on his cock?" Mike asked abruptly changing the subject.


  "Yeah," she admitted. "I cum on your cock too."


  "Don't lie," he said. "You hardly ever do, I can tell."


  She didn't deny it. Instead she lamented, "That's so important to you."


  He shrugged and gave her a look that said "of course it's important, how can it not be important?"


  "I'm not lying when I say I love making love to you," she said wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him. She straddled his lap. "Are you ready?" she asked kissing him again. She reached between their bodies and guided him to her pussy. "I'm kinda tired, and I dying for a shower."


  "Yeah," he said hoarsely. He moaned as she lowered herself on his lap and he entered her.


  "Tell me how he makes you cum so much," Mike said.


  "I don't know," she said. "I guess size does kinda matter."


  "Okay," he said, his face filled with lust, but also jealousy and hurt.


  As she moved up and down, she put her arms around his neck, and they hugged. "You know, sex isn't the same as love," she said.


  "I know."


  "Just remember that," she said kissing him.


  Ch. 08 - Loving Wives - Interlude: The author responds to some feedback


  Part 8 -- Interlude


  Author's note: I got this thoughtful email via Hotmail:


  I don't want to be a pest, but as a person who wants to be a fan of yours I have to send you my opinion. If it is worth anything to you use it. If not, I understand and wish you the best. I feel that as a reader it is becoming frustrating to read a story and not see an end in sight. Your first story of this series was phenomenal. You did such a great job with the pain and the angst that Mike and Jen were going through as they traveled this journey. I do not normally get into cuckolding stories, but I felt Mike's pain and I was overjoyed when he and Jen made it work. The thing that made that series so great was the journey and the progress that was made. They had ups and downs, but at the end both of the characters grew. The story with Scott as the antagonist was truly great until the end. Once again, I felt Mike's pain. I felt his pain the greatest as he watched the tape. That was truly the climax of the story. Then you ended that story really abruptly, leaving the audience dissatisfied. But we gave you a pass because you said that you were going to round everything up with the next series. Now we start reading this series, thinking that we were going to get what we were robbed of in the series with Scott, which is growth, lessoned learned, and a true ending.


  Yet here we are again, right at the same place that we were in the last series. Three stories later, and we are in the same exact place that we were at in the beginning of the first story with Ricky. Mike is the same person that he was when Ricky fucked Jen. She is the same person that she was. In your defense, she has grown a little bit in her confidence. I will give that to you. But that confidence isn't making her any wiser. It is just making her more selfish. You are losing your fan base because the fundamental element that makes this story work is eroding. Though they have an unorthodox relationship, they truly love each other. That element makes us want them to make it. However, the longer this drags on the more that element erodes away. There is only two ways that this path can go. They can grow closer together, or further apart. It seems that you have chosen to remain on the fence and keep them in the same exact place. I know this is fantasy, but a good story reflects some truth about real life. Without it, we the audience can't relate to it. Real life moves forward. A relationship stuck in one place is going to fail. It can't last that way.


  Now, I understand that you have an attachment to these characters. If not, you would have ended this by now. But all good things must come to an end. I understand not bending to what the majority wants, but a part of you must care what your audience thinks. If not, why post your story on a website? I'm not tell you how to end your story. But I feel that you are in danger of losing us if you don't end it in some way. I do have ideas about what would be a great ending that is true to the characters, but I am not the author. If you want suggestions, email me and let me know. Good luck with the story. With the exception of not knowing when to let a story go, you are a good writer. Keep up the good work!


  ****************


  I don't usually respond to comments -- it's like explaining a joke, kinda ruins it -- but this series has been going on for a while, so I thought I'd provide some commentary for the kind folks who have been hanging in there.


  My stories are fiction but based on real life. The scene with Ricky at the start of "He Fucked My Girl" really happened my sophomore year in college. His name was Ricky too, and the way I've described him is accurate, as I saw him. He didn't fuck my girlfriend -- it wasn't Jen -- but I was in the next room and heard all about it the next day (and weeks after -- major scandal).


  My hot wife/obsession developed from there. Or maybe it started earlier, who knows. I met the real Jen years later, after college. Yes, we're really Mike and Jen, we're married, and Jen looks like I describe. Most people in my stories are completely made up though. Ricky is real, and Allie is real. (Allie has mellowed over the years, not as wild; we put up with each other because of Jen.) I don't use real names of course.


  Jen and I have had a few real life adventures, but we've never gone "all the way" with another guy. To my relief, and regret. I've told the real life Jen before we die I want to see her fuck another man. She rolls her eyes.


  I use these stories to explore what could have happened. What if it HAD been my Jen who Ricky fucked in that dorm room? What would happen then? That kinda thing.


  I'm fascinated by the hotwife/cuckold fantasy. I read a lot of stories and blogs, and one thing I CANNOT understand is how a guy can see the woman he loves fuck another guy, and not get jealous and hurt. How can that happen? You mix in the fantasy of your wife fucking a more handsome guy, a more confident guy, a guy with a better body and bigger cock, and that just adds fuel to the fire. How can the husband not feel threatened? This is something I'm always exploring in my stories. I guess there are guys who are so secure they don't get threatened no matter what, but that's not me.


  I was going to leave "He Fucked My Girl" alone, but then I read Reluctant Cuckold (you can get it on Amazon). If you're into cuckold you'll enjoy this book, I hope the writer does a Part 2. Reluctant Cuckold was written from the point of view of the husband, and captured all his angst. I decided I wanted to try that. So that's how All In My Head came about.


  People say All In My Head ended abruptly. You're right, it did. I got to the point in AIMH where I wanted to talk about what Jen was thinking. Because here's another thing that fascinates me about the cuckold fantasy. How is the wife's head affected by her husband's fantasy? A man is supposed to protect his woman. That's conventional thinking, right? But with the cuckold fantasy, the husband GIVES his wife to other men, and not just any men, but bigger, stronger, more handsome men. The wife's head -- her emotions, the way she sees her husband -- must be affected by that, right? So that's another topic I'm exploring in this story.


  So, you can think of All In My Head as Mike's story, and Making It Work as Jen's. (By the way, I was kinda disappointed by the reaction to the 2nd epilogue of All In My Head. Not many people liked it. To me though, it's the best thing I've ever written. I guess it was a personal thing. It was fiction, but I tried to capture the spirit of how the real life Jen picked me. Here's a hot chick who's always dated hot guys. But they always treat her like shit, so she finally decides to give the shy math geek a chance.)


  I've said this series is really a love story, and that's how I think of it. Mike and Jen love each other. But they both have extreme sexual desires. Mike is obsessed with the hot wife/cuckold fantasy. Jen has an insatiable sex drive, and let's herself get swept away in Mike's fantasy. Their fantasies take them to exciting places, and the more they play the more they want -- it's like a drug. But it also takes them to dark, bad places. How can it not? How can you live this lifestyle and not have strong emotions, both good and bad?


  This is a wild lifestyle, and they're making mistakes. There's no user manual. Fun loving Allie, while harmless, is not helping. Neither is Keri. Scott is a predator.


  People have said it's repetitive. That's a fair criticism. But to me, I think it takes a while for people to change. In my past stories I skipped scenes and did more summaries. I'd write something like "Within 3 months, Jen had gone from seeing Scott one night a week to 3 or even 4 nights a week."


  Here, I'm going slower. I'm kinda playing it out week by week, sometimes day by day. I'm exploring the themes I mentioned earlier, and I think it takes time or else emotionally it doesn't work. Also, I think it takes a while for people to grow. Mike and Jen have flaws. He gets jealous and upset, and she goes head-over-heels at the start of relationships. They're making mistakes, big time. They're growing because of work. How does this all play out? Can they make this lifestyle work? I think it takes time to develop all that.


  But the end is in sight. The last chapter is Part 12. So if you just want to see how things turn out, wait a while and just read (or skim, as you like) Part 12.


  Ch. 09 - Loving Wives - Jen goes out with Tom and runs into neighbors


  Making It Work -- Part 10


  The kick-off of the Google campaign was less than a month away. Keri ordered a big team meeting at the Venetian in Vegas, to finalize the campaign.


  "You're bringing Tom?" Mike asked as he watched Jen pack.


  "Yeah, his part of the campaign is really important," she said. "I'm bringing a buncha other people too, not just Allie and Scott." She hesitantly asked, "You're okay if I hang with him?"


  "Yeah, he's your boyfriend right?" Mike joked.


  Jen pressed her body against his. "Is this working for you?" she asked, putting her arms around his neck.


  "Yeah," he said putting his arms around her waist. "I think it's working this time. What do you think?"


  "I think so too," she said affectionately tussling his hair. "Maybe we've figured out how to make it work."


  The next day when Jen arrived at the Venetian, Keri called and said "Come to my penthouse for a pre-meeting."


  "Hi Keri," Jen said stepping out of the private elevator.


  "Come here," Keri ordered pulling Jen into the bedroom. She threw Jen onto the bed. She pulled up her slim pencil skirt and straddled Jen's face. Keri wasn't wearing panties, and her pussy lips glistened with excitement.


  Keri rubbed her hairless pussy against Jen's face. "Make me cum sex toy," Keri ordered. Giggling, Jen licked Keri and got her friend and mentor off.


  Later Keri and Jen sat in bed, naked and drinking champagne, gossiping and giggling like school girls. After Jen had made the sexy older woman cum with her tongue, Keri had returned the favor with a dildo and vibrator.


  "I can't believe all the sex I'm getting!" Jen gushed, laughing.


  "Are you getting enough?" Keri asked smiling.


  "Never!" Jen joked.


  Keri stroked down Jen's flat tummy to her pussy. "Your pussy is so pretty, like a high schooler's."


  "God Keri!" Jen laughed.


  "I'm not kidding, the lips are so thin and tight."


  "Keri!"


  "Really," Keri teased. "I wish I had a cock to fuck you."


  "Oh my god!" Jen laughed. "I need a cigarette after that," she said reaching for the Virginia Slims in her purse.


  Jen lit 2, and they both enjoyed a long drag. "Tom's your lover now?" Keri asked with a delighted smile, blowing out smoke. "He's a cutie."


  Jen nodded. "More like my boyfriend if you ask Mike," she said with a laugh.


  "Mike's dealing with it better this time?"


  "I think so," Jen said.


  "Tom's here this trip?" Keri asked.


  Jen nodded. "I've got to run too, he's waiting for me." She got out of bed and hurriedly dressed. Keri was fun, but she wanted Tom's big cock.


  Keri thought about asking Jen for a threesome. But while Jen might share her own body, she didn't like sharing her men. Keri was okay with that. She liked Jen a lot, and anyway Keri had her choice of hunky men (and pretty girls too).


  Keri took a shower and got into PJs. Then she pulled out her files to prep for tomorrow. Fun was over, this was going to be a long week.


  The meeting lasted a week, grueling 12 hour days. But when they weren't working, Jen and Tom were fucking. Tom had his own room in the Venetian, but he spent most of his time in Jen's room and eventually started sleeping there too.


  During the meetings Jen was all business, in charge, super prepared and brilliant. Keri, also all business in the meetings, was very pleased with the progress of Jen and her team, and felt they were ready for the launch.


  Outside the meetings, Jen let her hair down. For her, it was great to have so much time with Tom. It was constant fun and partying. Jen's team maintained some decorum by partying separately from Keri's Google team, but otherwise it was like a never ending happy hour.


  In addition to Tom, Jen had brought Allie, Scott, Calvin, and 5 other team members for the meeting. When the team was together, Jen played it cool with Tom. But everyone knew she and Tom had a thing going, it was a well-known secret. It was pretty obvious they were together. They didn't make out or hold hands, but they were always together, always sitting next to each other, always talking and laughing, and Jen seemed to hang on Tom's every word. You'd have to be blind to not see they were a couple.


  As team leader, Jen spent an obligatory amount of time socializing with her team, but otherwise left the team to their own partying. Of course, whenever Jen wasn't there, neither was Tom.


  Jen and Tom weren't gamblers, so they spent their alone time on other Vegas attractions. They fucked a lot of course. A lot! But they did the things couples do in Vegas, like going to shows, eating at great restaurants, exploring the Strip. They rode the fake gondola at the Venetian, the roller coaster at New York-New York and went to the fun but not-so-sexy Zumanity show. Away from the rest of the team, they held hands constantly and kissed a lot. Jen left her wedding rings in her purse. Whenever Tom put his arm around her she melted into him.


  Jen knew she was falling hard for Tom. She decided to let it happen, to let herself be carried away with it. She loved the thrill and excitement of a new romance, all that NRE! She was having a ball with him, and he rocked her world sexually! He was freaking amazing in bed! She also felt good helping him get over his bad marriage with Adria, and she adored little Tommy.


  She tried not to feel guilty or concerned about Mike. To be honest, other than calling him once a day in the morning (as she'd promised), she didn't think of him too often. For one, she was too busy with the meetings. For another, she was too infatuated with Tom and having too much fun.


  Tom and Jen were in bed. They'd just had another mind-blowing fuck session, and Jen was on her stomach beside him, sleeping. She was working way harder than everyone else -- impressing everyone, including him -- and when not working they were playing and fucking non-stop. Exhaustion had finally overtook her and she dozed peacefully next to him.


  Her face was turned towards him. God she was so pretty! With her blonde locks falling around her face, she looked like an innocent angel. He carefully pulled the sheet from her body. Although he'd just cum, he felt his cock stir at the sight of her. She had a fantastic body! So tight and firm, yet soft and shapely in all the right places. Her ass and legs were amazing, even her feet were pretty.


  He was beginning to appreciate the virtues of tiny tits. Sure, he couldn't tit fuck Jen like he could Adria. But Adria's had begun to seriously sag, and the last time he'd seen them (over a year ago), they didn't look nearly as nice as when they started dating over a decade ago. Part of that was due to breast feeding Tommy, but a lot of it was due to gravity. Tom had a feeling Jen's small shapely breasts would look as perky and perfect for a very long time, even after she started having babies (if that ever happened).


  He gently ran his finger along the slope of her tight shapely ass. She'd be even more perfect if she had some ink. "Something right here," he though running his finger tip on her lower back just above her ass. He was a biker at heart, and he liked tattoos, he had a few on his arms. He'd convinced Adria to get a tramp stamp, and one on her ankle. That's exactly what Jen needed, a black tribal right above her fine ass.


  Tom was fully hard now, and thinking of waking Jen up for more sex. Just then her phone rang. The caller ID said it was her husband Mike. He debated whether to answer. Finally he shrugged and answered.


  "Yeah?" he said.


  Mike hesitated, and then asked "Is this Tom?"


  "Yeah, what's up?"


  "Where's Jen?" Mike asked.


  Tom looked at the swell of Jen's tight shapely ass. "She's sleeping."


  "Oh," Mike said. "You're with her?"


  "Of course I'm with her dumb shit, I've got her phone don't I, what a stupid-ass question," Tom thought. He had no respect for Mike. What man would allow his wife -- especially a wife as stunning as Jen -- have sex with other men? He didn't care how smart Mike was, how rich he was, Tom had no respect for Mike, he was a pathetic loser.


  But Tom didn't want to start trouble, as that might get back to Jen. So instead he simply said, "Yeah."


  "Ask her to call me, okay?" Mike said.


  "Sure," Tom said and hung up.


  Jen stirred. "Baby who was that?" she said sleepily.


  Tom handed her the phone. "Mike, he wants you to call."


  "Okay," Jen said taking the phone. Somewhere in her sleepy head Jen realized she'd forgotten to call Mike that morning. But she was exhausted. "I'll call him later," she said, then fell back to sleep.


  Tom was annoyed as he looked at the blonde beauty lying next to him. Yeah, Mike was a pathetic loser, a pathetic cuckold. But Mike was her husband. She was his. Tom was temporary, he only had Jen on loan. Even worse, it was the cuckold Mike doing the loaning. The thought frustrated and angered him.


  They had some time before dinner. He decided to get a drink, so he dressed and went down to the bar. He was on his second beer when Scott sat next to him.


  "Trouble in paradise?" Scott asked, motioning to the bartender for a beer. Scott of course knew Tom was Jen's new lover. At first Scott had been pissed about getting dumped. But fucking the gorgeous Allie was a decent consolation prize.


  Tom knew Scott and Jen had a thing in the past. He asked, "What's the deal with Jen and Mike?"


  Scott shrugged. "He likes to watch her fuck other guys. Frankly I think he's a closet homo."


  Tom laughed. "Did he ever come on to you?"


  "No," Scott admitted. "But he was always looking at my dick. His pecker's so small, no wonder Jen fucks around."


  "I don't get why she's with him."


  "Never figured that one out either," Scott said. "He's got a lot of money."


  "Yeah, Scott, but he's a perv," Tom said. "What guy lets his wife fuck other guys?"


  "Hey man, you're preaching to the choir," Scott said, clinking bottles with Tom. "To me, Mike's a loser. I don't know what she sees in him."


  Tom nodded. "So, do you think she's gonna dump him?"


  "I don't know man," Scott said shrugging. "You'd think so. She wouldn't fuck around so much if she was happy with him." He looked at his watch. "Gotta bolt, I'm meeting up with Allie."


  "That's some nice ass," Tom said grinning.


  "Yep," Scott agreed. "Good pussy too." But he envied Tom, because he'd rather be fucking Jen.


  When Tom returned to the room Jen was up and getting ready for dinner. They kissed. Tasting the alcohol on his breath, she joked "started without me?"


  She'd showed and done her hair and makeup, and was in a bra, panties, garter belt, stockings and heels. She looked good enough to eat! Seeing the lust in his eyes, Jen giggled "don't even try, we're meeting everyone in 30 minutes, you need to get in the shower."


  Ignoring her, Tom picked her up and threw her on the bed. Jen squealed but didn't fight, she'd woken up horny. They fucked and by the time Tom came (20 minutes and 2 orgasms for Jen later), her hair and makeup were a mess. They both needed showers! They decided to stay in and order room service. They picked a romantic comedy to watch on the TV, and Jen snuggled into Tom's arms. They fucked again after the movie ended, and they fell asleep, with Tom spooning her as she slept on her side (her favorite position).


  Jen completely forgot about calling Mike back.


  The next morning Jen slowly rode Tom's cock. She'd woken up feeling Tom's erection pressing against her ass. He was still asleep, but like most guys he got a morning boner. Tom's was very impressive. In fact, everything about him was impressive, his gorgeous looks, his hard well defined body, his beautiful penis, his intense personality, his wonderful son Tommy.


  She gently rolled him onto his back, and went down on him. Tom woke up to the wonderful feeling of his cock in Jen's soft hot mouth.


  "Hey sleepy head," she said to him with bedroom eyes, her blonde hair tossed around her pretty face, his cockhead pressing against her lips.


  "You look good," he said grinning.


  From this angle, Jen saw his long thick cock, his wash board abs, his well-defined chest, his ruggedly handsome face. "You do too," she gushed, and went back down on him.


  She wanted him inside her, and they didn't have a lot of time. She got on top and guided him into her. She rocked back and forth. He rubbed her nipples, and she rolled her head back with pleasure. "I'm cumming," she groaned, and her body tensed and then shuddered as another intense orgasm washed over her.


  Tom rolled her over and fucked her hard. He no longer fuck her angry, but he still fucked her good. Jen didn't cum again -- she'd already had so many orgasms that week -- but it felt soulful being pounded so hard and relentlessly.


  They quickly showered (together) and dressed, and made it to the meeting on time. Jen briefly thought of Mike. She hadn't called him in two days. She vowed to call him at the first break, but she forgot when Keri pulled her aside to talk about the marketing segmentations.


  The day flew by, and then Jen and her team went to happy hour. Jen and Tom discreetly broke away, as they had tickets to the Blue Man Group. Afterwards they had dinner at the trendy Social House for sushi and sake.


  They reconnected with the team for drinks and dancing at Tryst at the Wynn. By then everyone was beyond tipsy, so Jen and Tom were more touchy than normal. After Tryst they took a cab back to the Venetian. They sucked face and Jen was so horny by then she half hoped Tom would take her in the cab. Finally in their room, they had a long glorious fuck.


  It was 3am in Vegas, 6am in NYC when Jen's iPhone rang. It was Mike. Jen was riding Tom's glorious cock. She answered the phone, panting, and said "Not now Mike, I'll call you later." She hit "end" and then leaned down and stuck her tongue down Tom's throat. They passed out after cumming.


  The next morning they flew home. Jen and Tom woke up and had a quickie. They showered together, and Tom got hard as Jen soaped his body. He fucked her again smashed against the tile shower wall.


  Jen knew Mike was probably mad and upset, but there was nothing she could do about it until she got home. She decided not to think about it until she had to. She and Tom flirted and laughed the entire flight. Jen worried about Mike, but she tried to put it out of her mind. She and Tom held hands or he had his arm around her. At one point, the flight attendant smiled and asked "Newlyweds?"


  After landing, Jen held Tom's hand as they walked towards baggage claim.


  "Do me a favor," Jen said to Tom. "Let me go first. It'll be worse if Mike sees us walk out together."


  "I don't get it," Tom said frustrated. "I thought he was okay with us together."


  "I promised to call him."


  "So you missed a couple of days," he said contemptuously. "Is he that insecure?"


  "It's more complicated than that," Jen said. "Just let me go first okay?" She reached on her tip toes and kissed him. "I'll see you, okay?"


  Jen hurried away. She stopped, reached into her purse and put her wedding and engagement rings back on. She'd not worn them in Vegas. If people had noticed , they'd not said anything.


  She saw Mike as soon as she entered baggage claim. A dark cloud was over his face. "Hey baby," she said kissing him.


  "Hi," he said. He took her bag and they walked out, not talking. He didn't say anything in the cab home.


  Finally at home he said sarcastically, "What happened, your cell phone run out of power?"


  "Mike, I'm sorry, we were really busy," Jen said.


  "Yeah, you were working really hard when I called last night," he mocked.


  "I'm sorry Mike, it was our last night together," she said.


  "I get that," he said angrily. "I get you were busy. I get you were having fun. But you said you'd call once a day. Is that too much to ask?"


  "I missed two days," Jen said frustrated and getting angry herself. "Two days." Remembering what Tom had said, she lashed out, "Really Mike, are you so insecure you can't live without talking to me for two days?"


  She regretted it as soon as she said it. She reached for his hand, saying "Mike --."


  "I got it," Mike said, pulling his hand away. "I got it." He walked away.


  "Mike ..."


  "You're right, forget it," Mike said. "I told you to hang with him. I'm fine, forget it."


  Jen knew Mike was anything but fine, but she didn't know what to do. Part of her wanted to hug him. But part of her wanted him to get over it, after all, he HAD been okay with it, and it HAD been only TWO days. What did he think, she and Tom weren't going to have fun together?


  That night they didn't have sex. Neither tried to start their usual pillow talk. In bed they slept apart, not touching. They were separated by only a foot, but it seemed like miles.


  Jen couldn't sleep. She didn't like arguing with Mike, or going to bed angry. She felt terrible, this "entitled" thing wasn't all it seemed to be. She wanted to make it up to him, but she didn't know what to do.


  All her life, she'd gotten out of trouble relying on her pretty looks. So, as the sun rose, she reached into Mike's shorts and pulled out his penis. She lowered her head and swallowed him. As with Tom the other day, Mike woke up with the wonderful feeling of his cock in his wife's sweet mouth.


  Mike still felt raw, and tried to push Jen away. "I want to," she said, and went down on him again. Having not had any physical contact with Jen for a week, Mike gave into it. In moments he came in her mouth.


  "I'm sorry," Jen said later. "I was wrong, I should have called."


  "You need to understand. I want this, it turns me on, but I need to connect with you," Mike said trying to explain. "If I don't talk to you ... I guess I am insecure."


  "No you're not, I get it," she assured him. She knew his fantasy was almost an obsession, but emotionally it took him to dark bad places too. She couldn't judge him harshly; her fantasies and desires were just as strong.


  She kissed him. "I love you Mike. I'm lucky you let me do this."


  Mike gave her a reluctant grin. "You had fun?"


  "Yeah," she said cautiously. "Do you want me to tell you about it?"


  "I've got a meeting this morning," Mike said. "Can we talk tonight?"


  "It's a date!" Jen said smiling.


  Later at work Tom stopped by her office. "Everything okay?" he asked closing the door.


  "I guess," Jen said with a shrug.


  "Wanna get together tonight?" he asked smiling.


  "Probably not a good idea."


  "Later this week?" he asked.


  "Maybe this weekend, okay?"


  Tom looked disappointed. He'd had her all to himself for an entire week, and he was already seriously missing being with her. "You're going to happy hour Wednesday, right?"


  "Yeah but ..." She rubbed his arm. "I probably won't be able to go with you after."


  He scowled. "All this because you forgot to call twice?" he said scornfully.


  "Come on, don't be mean," she said gently. She gave him a crooked smile. "That doesn't mean we can't have fun." She got on her knees in front of him.


  Jen invited Mike to happy hour on Wednesday. He felt awkward. Surely her co-workers must know she and Tom were having an affair. But after not seeing her all last week, he didn't want another evening without her. So not going wasn't an option.


  When Mike arrived Jen was laughing and talking with Tom. They were in a group of about 6 people, but clearly Jen's attention was on Tom. When he approached Jen immediately went to him and took his hand, pulling him into the group. It was awkward though, as people had gotten used to Jen and Tom together, so Mike felt like an outsider even as Jen held his hand.


  Being considerate to Mike, Jen sat them as far away from Tom as possible.


  Bars in New York were non-smoking. Many were lax and let people smoke inside, despite the law. This bar was strict thought, and people had to go outside to smoke. "Anyone feel like a smoke?" Tom asked after a while, getting up. A few people got up.


  "Do you mind?" Jen asked Mike. He shook his head and Jen joined Tom and the others.


  Mike made small talk with a few people he knew. He glanced at the door. The smokers came back in twos and threes. Allie and Scott returned, smiling and glancing at Mike. They sat down and others who didn't smoke approached them as if wanting the scoop. People whispered and laughed. They repeatedly glanced at Mike, at least that's how he felt.


  Jen and Tom were still gone. Five minutes stretched to ten, and then 15. What were they doing? Was she blowing him? Was he fucking her in the alley, against the brick wall?


  At 30 minutes they finally returned. "Sorry," Jen whispered to him as she sat, squeezing his hand under the table. Mike felt like everyone was looking at him. Coming here had been a mistake.


  Sometime later Tom got up and announced he had to get home, babysitter issues. Jen smiled and waved goodbye to Tom. Mike sensed she wanted to walk him to the door, probably to give him a hug and kiss goodbye. "Go ahead if you want," he whispered bitterly to Jen.


  Knowing he was upset, Jen hugged Mike's arm and squeezed his hand. She realized she'd spent too much time outside with Tom. After spending so much time in Vegas together, she missed him as much as he missed her. Yes they'd kissed and petted a little, but mostly they talked and laughed, flirted, held hands. Jen had been shocked and alarmed when she realized 30 minutes had passed.


  "I'm sorry," Jen said again in the taxi.


  "Why'd you even invite me?" Mike asked angrily.


  "Mike --."


  "If you wanted to be with him tonight, why'd you invite me?" he asked again, his anger rising.


  She squeezed his arm. "Mike --."


  Suddenly he was on top of her, smashing his lips against hers, pushing his tongue down her throat. He clumsily opened her blouse and pushed her bra up, and then he mauled her tits.


  "Mike, stop," she said. He'd never been so wild, so out of control. She glanced at the driver. He wasn't complaining. He adjusted the mirror and their eyes met. Then his eyes traveled down to her exposed breasts. She tried to close her blouse but Mike wouldn't let her.


  She felt Mike yank up her skirt. "Stop Mike he's looking," she whispered, trying to push her skirt back down.


  Mike roughly pulled off her panties. He pushed her down on the seat and threw open her legs, and then he pulled down his zipper. She'd never seen him like this.


  Then he was inside her. He entered easily, she was wet from making out with Tom earlier. The taxi driver adjusted the mirror again, to watch. Jen decided to go with it, and stopped struggling.


  The driver turned down an alley and stopped. He wanted to watch. The alley had a light that dimly lit the inside of the car. From the way Mike had her, Jen couldn't help looking directly into the driver's face. He was Mexican, about 40, his skin oily and marred from ache. He was panting, and his eyes were full of lust.


  Mike had thrown her legs open, so one leg rested on the top of the driver's seat. The driver caressed her stockinged leg as he watched. Jen wanted to pull her leg back but with Mike on top of her, in such close confides, there was nothing she could do. The driver caressed her leg from her ankle all the way to her bare thigh, above her stocking top. She cringed at his touch, especially when he touched her bare thigh. "He's touching me Mike," she said, but Mike kept fucking her.


  The driver had his other hand out of sight. Jen had no doubt what he was doing with it. The driver's eyes never left her, moving from her face to her breasts to her stocking clad legs, caressing her, beating off. The scene was so lewd, her half-dressed, Mike wildly fucking her, the oily Mexican driver feeling her up. Suddenly her body shuddered and she came. It was a small orgasm, but still she was embarrassed the way her body reacted to this lewd scene.


  Finally Mike grunted and came. Soon after the driver's eyes rolled up into his head, he grunted and his body lurched.


  "Are you finished?" Jen said coldly to Mike. She pushed him off. Mike tried to help button her blouse but she angrily pushed his hands away. She fixed her bra, buttoned her blouse and pulled her skirt down. She got out of the taxi and stomped away. Mike sullenly followed. The driver didn't complain about not getting his fare.


  They rode another taxi home in silence. Both of them were hurt, angry and embarrassed. At home Jen jabbed her finger at the guest room. "You're not sleeping with me tonight!" she hissed angrily. In the master bedroom, she immediately got into the shower, feeling soiled and used.


  She couldn't sleep. She'd gone over the line, she knew that. She'd paid too much attention to Tom. Mike had a right to be upset. But wasn't that his fantasy? For her to go head-over-heels for another man?


  She thought about how he'd gone crazy in the cab. Then she thought ... maybe he HAD gotten excited at happy hour, with her paying so much attention to Tom. Hurt yes, but crazy excited.


  She thought again about what had happened. The driver was a creep. But at some level it had turned her on. She'd never told anyone -- not even Mike -- but deep down she had a rape fantasy. She'd never want it to happen of course. But with Mike on top of her in the close confides of the back seat, it was like she was captive, out of control. With the creepy oily driver fondling her with his pudgy fingers. That's why she'd cum. But still ... she shuddered at the memory.


  Her nipples were hard, her pussy wet. She rubbed herself, thinking of the taxi driver, touching her, running his hands over her knees, passed her stocking tops to her bare thighs. In her fantasy she imagined the driver climbing into the back seat, kissing her and groping her tits, his tongue violating her mouth, his foul breath making her gag.


  But then her fantasy morphed and it was Tom, not the driver. Tom shoved Mike away, his small cock jiggling as it popped from her pussy, and then Tom was between her legs, pushing his glorious huge cock into her.


  In her fantasy Mike said "I wish my cock was as big as his."


  "I wish it was too," Jen said. She moaned as Tom pushed more of himself inside her. "You never make me feel this good," she said to Mike.


  She grabbed Mike's hair and pulled his face to her pussy. "Do something useful, lick my clit as Tom fucks me," she said meanly.


  Mike licked her clit. As Tom moved in and out, his thick shaft slid over the flat of Mike's tongue. "Your cuck husband is blowing me!" Tom laughed derisively.


  "You can do better than that Mike," Jen said with an evil grin. She pulled Tom out of her and then she pushed against the back of Mike's head, forcing her husband to swallow her lover's cock.


  Grinning and getting into it, Tom held Mike's head tight with both hands and fucked his face hard. Mike gagged as Tom pushed his cock down his throat. Jen got on her knees and wrapped her arms around Tom. They made out as Tom fucked Mike's face.


  "I'm gonna fucking cum!" Tom groaned into Jen's mouth.


  "Cum all over his face!" Jen squealed gleefully. She smiled delightedly as Tom shot thick ropes of his sperm all over Mike's face and hair.


  "My god," Jen thought to herself as she recovered from her orgasm. She'd had wild fantasies lately, where she treated Mike really mean. She wondered why. Because of the game? Maybe deep down her sub-conscious was reacting to Mike's desire for her to have sex with other men. Not only have sex, but date and have feelings for other men. Marriage was supposed to be exclusive, her heart and body reserved only for her husband. Their marriage was anything but that. Maybe Mike's desire for her to date and sleep with other men -- and not just any men, but confident gorgeous men with great bodies -- was affecting her psyche for him.


  She felt guilty. She went into the guest bedroom. Moonlight shone into the room and she could tell Mike was awake. She crawled into bed, under the covers. He turned onto his side towards her, and they looked into the other's eyes.


  "Sorry," he said.


  "Sorry too," she said. She did feel sorry. But she was tired of Mike's back-and-forth, wanting her to play the game, but then getting upset at the consequences.


  She said gently, "You can't get upset if I pay attention to Tom. You promised you'd handle it better this time."


  "You don't have to flaunt it in my face," he said.


  "You want me to stop seeing Tom?" she asked.


  "What do you want?"


  "I want you to stop pushing me into things, and then getting upset," she said frustrated.


  After a long silence, Mike said "Maybe that's how it works."


  "What do you mean?" she asked.


  "You know those sites I go to? Ourhotwives and stuff like that? People in this lifestyle make it sound like they never get jealous or upset. I don't see how a husband can see his wife fucking another guy and not get jealous."


  "Yeah but ... emotions are a big thing for you, right?" she asked. "I mean, just physical isn't enough. You want me to date Tom, have feelings for him."


  "Yeah," he agreed resignedly. "They are for you too, though, right? You get all giddy when you're going with a new guy."


  "But then you get upset," Jen said. "Like Vegas. Like tonight."


  He shrugged. "I probably shouldn't have gone tonight, not if you were going to spend so much time with him."


  She sighed. "I didn't plan it that way, it just happened." She shrugged and said "Maybe you shouldn't have come." She wasn't going to apologize, not again, not after he pushed her to date Tom. She could tell her words stung. To soften the blow, she added with a laugh, "It got you hot though."


  He smiled sheepishly. Seeing him smile, she joked "You could've waited until we got home. That creep was touching me."


  "It probably got you hot," he said with a knowing grin. He understood his wife better than she knew.


  "Jerk!" she said hitting his arm, looking embarrassed.


  "I felt you cum," he said.


  "No I didn't," she lied.


  "Whatever," he laughed. "You know what would've made tonight a lot better?" he asked.


  "What?"


  "If I would've been in the crowd watching you and Tom, instead of in the group feeling like a loser with all the populars."


  "You're not a loser Mike," she assured him. "God, you make more than everyone there combined. Twice, three times more."


  "Money doesn't make a person popular," Mike said with a shrug.


  "Mike, wanna know something?" Jen said looking into his eyes. "I fell in love with you because you're not one of those popular people."


  "Okay," Mike said grinning.


  "I'm not kidding."


  "Okay," he said again. "What did you and Tom do outside?"


  "We kissed a little, but mostly just talked."


  "You like him a lot, huh?" Mike asked.


  "I like him enough," she said.


  "Are you going to see him this weekend?"


  "I didn't think you'd want me to," Jen said surprised.


  "I can tell you want to see him."


  "I do kinda," she admitted.


  Tom picked Jen up Saturday afternoon. "A motorcycle?" Mike asked looking out the window, frowning. He didn't like motorcycles, they weren't safe, especially driving through a congested city like New York.


  "It's okay baby, he's a safe driver," Jen said, wearing a leather jacket, skinny jeans and pointy toe cowboy boots. "I'll see you tomorrow," she said giving Mike a quick kiss.


  Looking out the window, Mike watched Jen put on a helmet and get on the bike behind Tom. If neighbors were looking, they might think Jen was going for a ride with a platonic guy friend. But as they started off, Tom reached back and put his hand possessively on Jen's thigh, like she was his. Jen didn't make him take his hand away.


  Mike jerked off, cumming at the memory of Tom putting his hand on Jen's thigh. Melancholy swept over him after cumming.


  He decided to go out. He showered and dressed, then he walked aimlessly around the city. He found himself in front of Bar Americain, one of his favorite restaurants. He headed to the bar, knowing they served the full menu there. He was surprised to see the owner / celebrity chef, Bobby Flay. He was sitting with a beautiful blonde girl. It was Jasmine Kelly.


  Jasmine jumped up smiling when she saw Mike. She gave him a hug and kiss hello. Mike couldn't help noticing how curvy and soft she felt as they hugged. She insisted he join them.


  Bobby had a drink with them, and then excused himself to go back to the kitchen. As soon as Bobby left, Jasmine scooted her chair closer to Mike's. She insisted on buying him dinner, to thank him for the interview. As they ate, a photographer from the New York Times Magazine asked to take their picture, having first recognized Jasmine, and then also Mike. Mike smiled awkwardly, still not used to so much attention. Jasmine moved closer to Mike, put her arm through his, and gave the photographer a dazzling smile. Mike forgot his anxieties about Jen as he spent an enjoyable evening with the enchanting Jasmine.


  Tom and Jen rode back to his place. Tommy squealed and jumped into Jen's arms. Maria left, it was her day off. Tom had a babysitter coming later.


  Jen played with Tommy and read books while Tom made dinner for Tommy. Tommy ran upstairs to his bedroom to get more toys. Jen took the opportunity to take off her wedding and engagement rings and put them in her purse.


  The babysitter arrived, Dawn, a pretty brunette high school junior. She was bubbly and had a great cheerleader's body and showed it off in skinny jeans and a tight sweater. Dawn fawned over Tom. It was clear she had a crush on him. Tom seemed to like the attention from the pretty teen cheerleader.


  "Dawn's kinda young for you, isn't she?" Jen joked later as they walked to the neighborhood restaurant, her arm in his.


  "Sorry about that, she's had a crush on me forever," Tom said.


  "Don't worry, I'm not the jealous type," Jen laughed. "Just don't get horny and do something stupid, she's definitely jail bait."


  He pulled her into his arms. "I've got you when I get horny," he said grinning.


  "You think so huh?" she teased, laughing again.


  They went to the sushi place. Hanging out again in his neighborhood, Jen was prepared this time with a story about her and Tom if they ran into people he knew. To her surprise (and horror!), they ran into people SHE knew. Her neighbors Jeremy and Alicia were eating there. Jen immediately pulled her hand from Tom's, but not before Alicia saw them holding hands.


  Jeremy and Alicia had just gotten there too, so they invited Jen and Tom to join them. Jen introduced Tom as an old friend.


  "Where's Mike?" Alicia asked suspiciously.


  "Oh, um, he's drowning in work," Jen stammered. "You know, his Sapphire thing."


  "Yeah ..." Alicia said. She doubted Jen's story, especially when she looked down and saw Jen without her wedding ring.


  Under the table, Tom put his hand on Jen's thigh. She pushed his hand away and gave him a look.


  As they talked, Tom leaned towards Jen. It was subtle, but Alicia noticed. "How long have you known each other?" she asked suspiciously.


  "Oh, a while," Jen stammered. "Back in college."


  "Did you date?" Alicia pressed.


  Jen said "No," but at the same instant Tom said "Yes."


  Flushed, Jen said "We dated for a while."


  "Oh okay," Alicia said. "I guess then you met Mike."


  "Yeah, we dated before I met Mike," Jen stammered.


  After dinner as they walked to their car, Jeremy asked "Do you think she's cheating on Mike?"


  "I'm sure she is!" Alicia said gleefully. This gossip was too good! She couldn't wait to get home to tell her friends.


  "God, I can't believe that happened," Jen lamented after dinner when they got back to Tom's place. Dawn had left a few minutes earlier and Tommy was asleep.


  "They believed you," Tom said.


  "I don't think so," Jen said doubtfully. "You didn't help."


  He shrugged. "Just come clean, tell people you have an open marriage. It'd be a lot easier." She frowned at him. He pulled her into his arms. "Come on, don't let it ruin the evening," he said.


  "Okay," Jen said with a smile, and they kissed. They fucked in his bedroom. Their sex got better and better. Jen pulled a pillow over her head when her orgasm hit, not wanting to wake up Tommy.


  After, Jen brushed her hair, put on lipstick and wiggled into a sexy baby doll nightie. She knew it was silly to put on lipstick to go to bed, but she was really into Tom and wanted to be pretty for him.


  "You look really good," Tom admired.


  "Thanks, so do you," she said eyeing his bare well-defined chest. He only wore boxers to bed, and she liked that. She liked looking at his tanned, ripped body.


  "You know, sometimes at night Tommy climbs into bed," he said.


  "Oh," Jen said. She hadn't thought of that. The flimsy almost see-through nightie would not be cool if Tommy saw her.


  Tom reached over into his dresser and pulled out his old college football jersey. "You could wear this," he said handing it to her.


  "I didn't know you played for Michigan State," Jen said. She ran her finger along his last name stitched into the jersey, "Mason." "I don't think I can wear this, I hate Michigan State," she joked. Penn State and Michigan State were bitter rivals.


  "It's soft though," she observed. She took off the nightie and put on his jersey. "Comfy," she said smiling into his eyes. Tom had on the biggest smile.


  Jen knew he took it as another sign she was his, like the wedding ring thing. But she WAS his during their dates, right? She wondered if this was crossing the line, whether Mike would get hurt. Well, he was the one who wanted her to date Tom, not just have a sexual relationship. And it's not like she had to tell him about it. Also, truthfully, she liked wearing Tom's jersey.


  The jersey soon came off as they fucked again. But before she fell asleep she put it back on.


  Jen got home just before dinner the next day. She'd spent the day with Tom and Tommy, doing fun things for Tommy like going to the Central Park zoo and seeing the latest Disney movie. It was fun and felt good holding Tommy's hand as they walked through the zoo, and to hold him in her lap during the movie.


  Tommy liked seeing his dad holding hands with Jenny. More than once he asked, "Jenny, are you my daddy's girl friend?"


  Each time Jen would share a delighted smile with Tom and say "Yes I am."


  Tom fucked Jen twice before going home to Mike, once when they got up Sunday morning, and again later while Tommy napped. Before she left, Jen gave Tom a blowjob as Tommy played with wood blocks downstairs.


  Later that night, in bed, Jen said, "Something happened." She told Mike how she'd run into Jeremy and Alicia, who lived just two doors down and were in their neighborhood social circle.


  "I guess it was bound to happen," Mike said.


  "Yeah, but what do we do? Tom said we should tell people we have an open marriage."


  Mike frowned. Not only didn't he like the idea, he didn't like Tom's gall of even suggesting it. He was her lover, temporary boyfriend, that was it, he had no say in their marriage.


  But Mike didn't want to get angry and ruin the evening. Staying calm, he said "I don't like that idea. It's better if we let people think you've having an affair. The open marriage thing is too hard to explain. Everyone gets cheating."


  She grimaced. "It makes me look like a slutty cheating bitch," she said.


  "It makes me look like a husband who can't satisfy his wife," Mike said. "But when we stop playing the game, people will think we worked it out. We won't have to explain anything."


  There were a lot of things Jen hated about the idea. But this way she could play innocent, the same thing she was doing now. Let people think what they wanted to think.


  "What do you think?" he asked.


  "I guess ...," she said tentatively.


  Mike pulled her to him. After being with Tom, she wasn't in the mood. But she went with it. He was her husband after all, so she moved her body the right way under him, and moaned at appropriate times. As usual, he came fast. "Sorry," he said after he finished.


  "Don't apologize baby, I loved it," she lied. Well, not a complete lie. She liked feeling him in her, even if she got little physical pleasure. As she drifted to sleep, her last thought was of Tom.


  The following Friday Jen called Mike. "I'm going to happy hour tonight," she said. Her team had been working non-stop preparing for the Google launch, and they needed to blow off steam.


  Mike noticed she hadn't invited him. Letting her off the hook, he said "You go ahead and have fun. I've got some work to do."


  "Okay," Jen said, feeling both relieved and guilty.


  "Are you hooking up with Tom after?" he asked.


  "I was thinking about it," she said. "Are you okay with that?"


  "Yeah," he said. "Why don't you come here?" He wanted to watch them.


  "Um ... Tom got kinda weirded out last time," she said hesitantly.


  "Oh ..."


  Jen heard the disappointment in Mike's voice. "I talk to him about it, okay?" Then she added hesitantly, "He might feel more comfortable if he doesn't see you. Would it be terrible if you hung out in the guest room?"


  "I guess that's okay," Mike said, hiding his sullenness.


  "Let's bolt," Allie whispered to Jen. They'd been at happy hour a couple of hours. Allie eyed Scott, and Jen eyed Tom, and the four said their goodbyes. Tom left 10 minutes after Jen, but everyone knew they were hooking up.


  Jen gave Tom a discreet brief hug when he caught up; they were waiting for him around the corner. They taxied to Aqua Blue for dinner.


  "What's bubble boy doing tonight?" Allie asked with an interested smile.


  "Who cares, as long as he's not here," Scott laughed derisively. He despised Mike.


  "Why do you call him bubble boy?" Tom asked.


  "Long story," Jen said with a laugh, sharing an inside-joke smile with Allie. "Let's not talk about him okay?"


  "Fine with me," Tom said smiling. He leaned in to kiss her on the lips. She turned her head so he kissed her cheek. "Need to be a little discreet," she cautioned. She laughed light-heartedly, but glanced around to see if she knew anyone.


  "Yeah Tom, if you wanna suck face take her outside," the happy-go-lucky Allie joked with a delighted sparkle in her eyes.


  Jen frowned at Allie, but she wasn't mad. It was fun going on a double date with Allie, her BFF. Other than happy hours she hardly ever socialized anymore with Allie, she and Mike didn't get along. She could have lived without Scott, but he was Allie's current steady.


  "Sounds like an idea, how about a smoke?" Tom asked Jen.


  "Ummm, sounds good," Jen agreed. They got up and walked to the exit. They didn't hold hands, but they walked close together so their bodies almost touched.


  Scott watched Jen walk out with Tom. Allie watched Scott watching. Scott looked envious. "Wish that was you walking out with pretty blonde Jen?" she teased.


  Scott shrugged. "If she was gonna keep fucking around, why not me?"


  "Because you were a dumb ass and sent Mike that video," Allie said with a laugh.


  He scoffed. "He probably jerks off to that."


  "Probably," Allie said laughing again.


  Scott shook his head. "I don't see why she's with that pathetic loser," he derided.


  "One of the mysteries of the world," Allie said with another laugh.


  Tom guided Jen to privacy on the side of the building. Cigarettes forgotten, he pressed her against the brick wall. "Hi," he said.


  "Hi," she said back, looking into his gorgeous blue eyes. They kissed. Soon they were seriously making out and petting each other. Tom pushed down on Jen's shoulders.


  "Forget it," she laughed. "That's for later."


  "Let's dump those guys," he urged her.


  "No way, Allie's my friend," Jen said.


  "Scott?" Tom asked.


  She gave him a "whatever" shrug. There was history there. She playfully punched him and smiled. "You can wait til after dinner."


  She affectionately played with the buttons of his shirt. "Hey, speaking of that, let's go to my place after," she said.


  Tom scowled. "Mike's there?" he asked disdainfully.


  "You won't see him, he promised to hang out mostly in the guest room," she assured him. "Come on, that's what he gets out of this."


  "I don't know, it freaks me out," Tom said doubtfully. "He stares at my cock. Like he's thinking about blowing me."


  "He's not thinking that!" Jen said laughing. Although her mind flashed back to her fantasy from the other night.


  "I don't get it Jenny, how can you respect a guy like that?" Tom mocked. "Real men don't let other guys fuck their wives. Real men don't stare at other guys' bodies and cocks."


  "Don't be mean Tom," she said. "Mike's a real man, okay? He's just different. Besides, you're benefiting from it."


  "Fine, whatever," he said shrugging.


  Later, Jen unlocked the door to her apartment. Inside it was dark and quiet. Tom pressed her against the wall. They embraced and kissed. "Come on," Jen said smiling into his eyes, and she hugged his arm as they walked to the master bedroom.


  She left the door cracked open and turned on the light next to the bed. "Really?" Tom said scornfully.


  "Just don't think about it," she said kissing him. They undressed each other. Tom unsnapped and pulled off her bra, leaving her in just a garter belt, stockings and high heels. Since college Jen had grown to like thigh highs, but didn't like the clumsiness of garter belts. She rarely wore them. But she wore them whenever she was with Tom, he thought they were super sexy.


  She missed his body. She gloried at the deliciousness of his cock entering her, stretching her. Their sex kept getting better and better!


  "Take these off," he said tugging off her rings. He didn't like the reminder of Mike.


  Fine whatever, Jen thought, wanting Tom to keep pounding her. She took off her wedding and engagement rings and put them on the side table. In her hurry they fell off the table and scattered under the bed.


  She thought she saw Mike briefly once or twice in the doorway, but she wasn't sure. All her attention was on Tom and the wonderful things he was doing to her body.


  Tom fucked her three times, his stamina even more impressive tonight than usual. Jen thought it might be an alpha guy thing, proving to Mike once again he was the better fuck.


  Between sex sessions they talked and laughed, flirted and snuggled. She didn't see Mike during these interludes, but she assumed he was listening. She mostly whispered, because even though she had Mike's blessing to be with Tom, there were things she didn't think he'd want to hear his wife say to her lover.


  She mostly didn't think about Mike, that's how in to Tom she was. Although, when Tom pulled out cigarettes, she told him not to light up. Finally, after their third session of mind-blowing sex, they fell asleep from exhaustion.


  Hearing the apartment quiet, Mike looked into the master bedroom. The room reeked of sex. Jen and Tom were asleep and naked. His arm was around her. Her head lay on his chest, her arm around him, her long shapely leg draped over his. Their sleeping like that felt more intimate than when they fucked. He felt hurt, insecure and jealous. His cock was rock hard though. He jerked off looking at them sleeping intertwined like that.


  Mike woke to moans and the bed squeaking in the master bedroom. He approached warily, and peeked into the room. Jen was on top of Tom, slowly riding him.


  Tom saw Mike and scowled. Feeling his body tense, Jen looked back and saw her husband. "We're almost done Mike, okay?" she panted, moving up and down on Tom's long thick shaft. Mike went back into the guest bedroom.


  Mike listened to the sounds of their fucking, the throes of their orgasms. He heard them get into the shower, and then heard more sounds of sex. He heard Tom get dressed, and Jen walking him to the door. He heard whispered goodbyes and kissing.


  Jen finally came into the guest bedroom. She sat on the bed, wearing a robe. She saw hurt in his eyes, but she was used to that by now. "Are you okay?" she asked.


  "Yeah," he said.


  Mike's hard cock tented his shorts. She ran a soft hand down his boxers, grasping his shaft. "I just cheated on you," she teased.


  "I know," he said. He moaned as she stroked him up and down.


  "I've got to go to work today," she said. It was Saturday but the Google launch was right around the corner. Her entire team was coming in. Work hard and play hard was their mantra. "I'm really tired."


  "You should take a nap before you go in," he said. He adjusted to make room for her on the bed.


  "Wait, I'll take care of this first," she giggled, still stroking him. "I'm kinda sore. Do you mind --."


  "No, I like this," he said.


  "Okay," she said. She got her husband off with her hand, and then she curled into his arms and fell asleep.


  By 10am she was sitting behind her desk. Her team members met with her in twos and threes, tweaking their parts of the campaign, getting her suggestions, orders and approvals. By 8pm she was exhausted and ready to go home. She had another full day tomorrow, they were going 24/7 until launch.


  Tom stepped in. "Wanna come over?" he asked.


  "God Tom you're insatiable," she joked.


  "And that's a bad thing?" he deadpanned.


  She laughed. "I can't. You wore me out last night, and I've got a long day tomorrow too."


  "We'll just sleep tonight," he promised


  "Yeah right!" she laughed.


  "I'll go easy on you," he said grinning. "I give a great massage. You'll get a lot of rest, I promised."


  "Ummmm, that sounds good," she said smiling. "But I should spend time with Mike. I AM married you know," she said with a laugh.


  Ch. 10 - Loving Wives - Jen and Mike try to reconnect, going on vacay


  Keri met with Jen in NYC for an update. Launch was only a few days away. Four hours later, pleased with the progress of Jen's team, she dragged her young friend to a bar for a drink.


  "How are things with you and Tom?" she asked with a delighted smile. "Still wonderful?"


  "Freaking wonderful!" Jen gushed.


  "And Mike is happy?" she asked.


  "I think so," Jen said.


  "So ... is Tom different from other guys you've known?" Keri asked.


  Jen knew she was referring to Scott, Rickey and Colin. "I don't know," she said. Physically Tom was similar. Tall, handsome, great body, fantastic in bed. Like the others, Tom was confident, almost arrogant. She was attracted to guys like that, she couldn't help it. She liked it when a guy took control, a leader not a follower.


  "He has a son Tommy, he's adorable," Jen said. That's what made Tom different. He was tender and kind around Tommy. She liked that, a really confident guy with a sensitive tender side.


  "It's working this time for Mike?" Keri asked again.


  "He has his ups and downs," Jen said with a shrug. "But even the downs aren't too bad this time. Like, the other day we went to happy hour and I paid a lot of attention to Tom -- but Mike practically raped me in the taxi home."


  "In the taxi?" Keri asked wide-eyed.


  "I know, right?" Jen giggled rolling her eyes.


  "I guess Mike's really into the cuckold/humiliation fantasy," Keri said.


  "I guess," Jen said. She thought of her recent fantasies. "Maybe I'm getting into it too."


  "What do you mean?"


  "I don't know," Jen said truthfully. She didn't want to say anything more.


  Keri gave her younger friend a long, intrigued look. Finally she said, "I think I know something Mike would like." She did a quick search on her Android and handed Jen the phone.


  Jen's eyes grew wide as she watched the video. "I'd have to be really mad at Mike to do that to him," she said laughing.


  "I bet he'd like it," Keri said a sparkle in her eyes.


  "Would you do that to Jim?"


  "No way he'd kill me," Keri said immediately.


  "Okay then," Jen said with another laugh.


  Jen and her team worked non-stop, and then finally their Google campaigned launched, going out in print, internet, TV, radio, all forms of media. This initial campaign targeted Google's new Android operating system, the new release of Chrome and new products like Google Glass.


  Advertising critics, commentators and reviewers immediately touted the campaign as pioneering, innovative and cutting edge. A week later, ecstatic with the early returns, Keri threw a big party, renting out the exclusive NYC restaurant Per Se.


  Everyone would be there, not just Jen's team, but all the partners; this was their company's biggest project in years. Lots of Google VIPs would be there too. For Jen it was like a coming out ball, she was being hailed as one of the brightest young marketing stars in the country.


  Mike was invited and of course he went, this was Jen's big day. Keri immediately gave him a hug and kiss hello. "We finally meet," she said warmly, "I feel like I already know you." She took his arm and led him through the crowd. "Let's go find your lovely wife."


  Jen was surrounded by all the bigwigs, everyone congratulating her. "Look who I found wandering around," Keri said to Jen.


  Jen hugged and kissed Mike, and held his arm as she introduced him. Suddenly, everyone's attention focused on Mike. He was bombarded with questions about Sapphire, many about whether the fund was going to re-open soon for new inventors.


  A little later Keri returned holding her husband Jim's arm and introduced him around. Mike and Jen were grateful for the opportunity to step away from the limelight. "I'm so proud of you," Mike gushed.


  "I'm proud of you mister," Jen said beaming into his eyes.


  "I can't wait until Cabo," Mike said. They'd decided to go to Cabo after the launch for a few days, to get away from it all and re-energize.


  "Me too!" she agreed.


  Keri approached and took Jen's arm. "Still a lot of mingling to do," she told Jen, smiling. She led Jen back into the fray, working the crowd.


  Keri's husband Jim approached Mike and introduced himself. "How about a drink?" Jim said. Mike was happy to get away from the crowd, and sensed Jim wanted that too. Advertising people certainly knew how to throw a party, but this was a madhouse.


  They found a semi-quiet table, away from the big party. Both ordered single malt scotch. "I've wanted to talk to you," Jim said. "Your wife is very lovely. I hope I'm not being too forward."


  "No, that's okay," Mike said. Jim had fucked Jen after all, in a threesome with Keri. It was awkward to sit here and talk about it, but Jim wasn't coming on too strong. He reminded Mike of a good natured college professor. "Keri is beautiful too."


  "Yes," Jim agreed, and gave Mike a knowing look. "It's a worn saying, but it's difficult to be married to such a beautiful girl."


  "You have an open marriage?" Mike asked.


  "I guess Jen told you our story?" Jim asked.


  "Yeah ... hope that's okay," Mike said, feeling like he was prying.


  "No worries," Jim laughed. "I know about your marriage too, I read Jen's file."


  "The file?" Mike said confused.


  "You know, the file Keri put together on Jen when she was being vetted for the project," Jim said.


  "Oh yeah, that file," Mike said. Jen had never told him about any file, but he didn't want Jim to know that. He hesitantly asked, "How does your open marriage work?"


  "Sometimes another person joins us, usually a girl," Jim said. "Like that time with Jen." He quickly added, "Does it bother you to talk about it?"


  "No, that's okay," Mike said. Then he laughed, thinking how strange it was to have this conversation with a guy he just met.


  Jim read Mike's mind and he laughed too. They ordered a re-fill on their scotch. Then Jim continued. "Mostly though, we play on our own. Keri travels a lot. She has a regular lover on her team, Byron. She has lovers around the country too. I do too. I know that sounds hedonistic ..."


  "I'd be the last person to judge someone else," Mike joked, laughing.


  "I guess so," Jim laughed back.


  "Can I ask you something?" Mike said. "Don't you get jealous? Upset if Keri spends too much time with other guys?"


  "Yes, I guess," Jim said with a shrug. "Like I said, it's hard to be married to someone so beautiful, Keri has a lot more suitors than me." He laughed. "But if I get lonely, I call one of my lovers, or find a new lover." Mike knew Jim would have no trouble doing that. While not the best looking guy, Jim was rich and powerful, both strong aphrodisiacs.


  "Keri's with her lovers more than I'm with mine," Jim said with a laugh. "I think our wives are both insatiable. But it works for us, we're happy, and our sex life is always exciting."


  "That's good," Mike said, nodding and thinking.


  "Jen doesn't want you to sleep with other girls?" Jim asked. "If you don't mind me saying, that seems unfair."


  "I really don't want anyone else," Mike said with a shrug.


  "Still ... look, I like Jen, but she seems a little spoiled," Jim said.


  "Just a little?" Mike said with a laugh, knowing Jen better than anyone, including her flaws. "I hear what you're saying. But I'm okay with the way things are."


  "You've gone through some tough times?" Jim asked. He'd read Jen's file, so knew the answer was yes.


  "Yeah," Mike admitted. "But it's better this time. I don't expect you to understand. No offense, but you either get it or don't. To be honest, I pushed her into this, and she's never done anything I didn't want, not really. It hurts sometimes, but that's part of it for me. I feel like we're closer now than ever."


  Back in the main part of the restaurant, Jen managed to break away from Keri and was momentarily alone with Tom. "Hi," he said.


  "Hey you," she said. She inconspicuously gave his hand a quick squeeze.


  "Sure we can't get together tonight?" he asked with a raised inquiring eyebrow.


  "You know that's not possible," she said. They'd talked about it earlier. She missed him, wanted him ... it'd been over a week, they'd been so busy with the launch. Her infatuation with him hadn't ended. But she had to spend tonight with Mike.


  "This weekend then," Tom said.


  "I can't, remember?" she said gently. "Mike and I are going to Cabo tomorrow."


  "Jeez Jen," he said frustrated. "Then why not tonight? We can even go to your place, so Mike can watch."


  Jen shook her head. "Try to understand Tom. This is a big day for me. Mike will want me to celebrate it with him."


  "What do you want?"


  "Don't go there, okay?" she said gently.


  "So it's all about him?" he said bitterly.


  "Tom, come on," she said. "He's my husband."


  "Did I tell you how proud I am of you?" Mike said later at home, hugging and kissing Jen.


  "Thanks," she said hugging him back. "I saw you with Jim. What'd you talk about?"


  "Oh yeah," Mike said, pretending like he just remembered. He asked nonchalantly, "Keri ran a report on you?"


  "Um yeah," Jen stammered. "You know, SOP stuff."


  "Can I see it?" Mike asked. "Jim said it mentioned me and had a section on our marriage."


  "Oh yeah sure, I think it's at work, I'll look for it," she lied. In fact, she had the thick report in her closet not 15 feet away. There were parts of the report she didn't want Mike to see, like its description of her no good dad and his effect on her, and how fucked up she was just before meeting him. He knew her history of course, but she didn't think he'd connected the dots on how close to the edge she'd been before meeting him. She knew her husband thought she was the best thing since slice bread, and was embarrassed he might find out how much of a fuck up she'd been before meeting him.


  Later in bed, Jen moaned as she came on Mike's tongue. Yet even as the pleasure rippled through her body, she longed for Tom's long thick cock inside her. A few minutes later as she opened her legs and Mike entered her, she definitely missed the wonderful sensations of feeling completely full.


  The next day Jen rolled her suitcase into the office. "I thought you and bubble boy were going to Cabo," Allie said. "We've got everything under control boss lady," she assured her.


  "I just wanted to check on some things," Jen said. Allie left and she picked up the phone. She called Tom. During the early stages of the launch he was working in the office instead of his home studio. "Can you stop by?" she asked.


  "What's up?" he said a few minutes later. He looked annoy and angry.


  Jen locked the door. "Don't be mad," she said getting up on her tiptoes and kissing him. "I came in to see you, that's something right?" She rubbed his chest and kissed him again.


  "Where's Mike?" he asked, bitterness still in his voice.


  "I'm meeting him at the airport," she said rubbing his chest. "I don't have much time."


  "What, you can't go off with your limp dick husband without a good fuck first?" he derided contemptuously.


  "Don't be like that," she said kissing him again on her tiptoes. "I wanted to see you." She pressed her body against his. Despite his anger he was hard. He couldn't help it, he was just as infatuated with her as she was with him.


  Fuck it, he thought. He'd have the satisfaction of sending her to Cabo with her pussy full of his cum. He shoved her onto the desk and yanked up her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties. Despite being wet, she grimaced as he rammed his cock in.


  He fucked her angry, the way he used to. Jen groaned and her eyes rolled back into her head, loving every second! God she so needed this!


  He ripped open her blouse, buttons flying everywhere. She wasn't wearing a bra either. He roughly groped her tiny tits, rubbing her nipples hard, making her writhe and moan.


  He kissed her, then moved to her neck, sucking hard where her neck met her shoulder. He wanted to mark her, so her pathetic husband would see his mark all week in Cabo as she sat on the beach in a bikini.


  Jen came, and he came soon after, filling her womb with his thick milky seed. They lay on top of her desk, panting, their bodies still connected.


  "I'm gonna miss you," he said sad.


  "I'm gonna miss you too," she said tussling his hair.


  "Will Mike want you to play this "game" of yours in Cabo?" he asked, barely able to keep contempt out of his voice.


  "I don't know," she said. "Maybe." He scowled. She brushed his hair again, and said gently, "You have to remember --."


  "Yeah, I know, he's your husband," he said bitterly.


  "Well ... he is," Jen said.


  "So what am I, just a good fuck?"


  "No Tom, you're way more than that, you know I care about you," she assured him.


  "Then you've gotta do something for me," he said.


  "What?"


  "Don't play Mike's pathetic game," he said. "I don't wanna think about you in Cabo fucking other guys. Your cuckold husband might like that, but I don't. Believe me Jen, real men don't want their girls fucking other guys."


  "Mike's a real man, Tom," Jen insisted, although gently.


  "Yeah right," he said contemptuously.


  "I'll think about it, okay?" she said softly, then reached up and kissed him.


  Tom pulled out and helped Jen to her feet. She pulled her skirt down. She tried to button her blouse but Tom had ripped off too many buttons. "I'm not sure what I'm gonna do about this," she said with a laugh, looking down at the open blouse.


  "Sorry about that," he said sheepishly.


  "That's okay, I've got a jacket," she said with another laugh.


  He reached into her open blouse and ran a finger between her breasts. "No bra? No panties?" he asked with a crooked grin.


  She stepped to him and moved his hands so they cupped her small perfect breasts. "Just wanna remind you how sexy I am, so you'll think twice before hooking up with a cheap floozy while I'm away."


  "A cheap floozy?" he said with a laugh.


  "I'm just kidding," Jen said laughing back. "You know I'm not jealous."


  Tom's cock showed signs of renewed life. Jen got on her knees and went down on him. She worked her oral magic on him, and soon he was cumming. She pulled him out just as he ejaculated, so a jet of his jism splattered her face and hair, and then she put him back into her mouth as he finished. After he was done, she took him out of her mouth. Smiling with her eyes, she opened her mouth and showed him all his cum. He grinned, looking down at her cum splattered face as she used her tongue to swirl his cum in her mouth.


  Watching her finally swallow his cum, he said admiringly, "You are one dirty girl."


  "You like your going away present?" she teased with a crooked smile.


  Two hours later in LaGuardia, Mike watched annoyed as his wife hurriedly approached the gate.


  "Where have you been?" he said impatiently. "The plane's already boarding."


  "I'm sorry, traffic was horrendous," Jen explained following her husband onto the plane.


  They settled into their first class seats. "Ma'am, would you like me to take your jacket?" the flight attendant asked Jen.


  "Thanks, but I'll keep it," Jen said.


  Mike eyed his wife's chest. "Why'd you go to the office anyway?" he asked irritated. "I thought Allie could handle everything for a few days."


  Jen didn't notice the irritation in her husband's voice. Grinning teasingly, she said, "I wanted to see Tom."


  Mike's eyes narrowed. "You wanted to see him before our vacation?" he said disbelievingly. "Open your jacket" he told her. Despite keeping his voice low people were turning to look.


  "I better not do that," Jen said looking around to see if people were looking.


  "Do it!" he hissed.


  Jen unbuttoned the jacket. She opened it slightly. While only Mike could see, it was clear buttons were missing from her blouse, and she wasn't wearing a bra underneath. He frowned seeing the hickey on her neck.


  "You just fucked him?" he whispered disbelievingly.


  She nodded. Still not sensing his irritation, she crossed her legs. It caused her skirt to hike up, and she reached down to pull it up a tad more. Her lacy stocking tops came into view. They were soaking with Tom's jism. She gave him a teasing smile.


  "God Jen, before our vacation?" Mike said, as if saying "how could you?" Hurt and anger were in his eyes.


  Jen's smile disappeared. Finally she saw his irritation and anger. But she didn't understand it. Yes she'd wanted Tom. But she'd thought it would turn Mike on, push his cuckold buttons, if she fucked him right before their trip.


  She re-buttoned the jacket (she looked obscene with it open), and laid her head on Mike's chest. "I thought you'd like it," she said feeling like she fucked up, but also annoyed. Once again she felt confused, not knowing where her husband's fantasies began and ended. Mike was coldly silent, but at least he didn't push her away.


  Jen's lush blonde hair was just below his nose. She'd cleaned up after Tom's facial, but his musky scent remained in her hair. Mike's cock had been hard since realizing she'd been with Tom. Smelling him in her hair pushed his angst into the background, his lust taking over.


  "You didn't clean up?" he whispered.


  She heard the excitement in his voice. She rose up off his chest and looked at him. She shook her hair. "I thought you'd want me that way," she whispered back.


  "He came in your mouth too?" he whispered.


  "Yes," she admitted.


  Suddenly Mike pulled her into his arms and pressed his lips against hers, urgently thrusting his tongue into her mouth. He passionately kissed her like a man out of control, which at that moment he was. He reached into her jacket and blouse and squeezed her tit. The flight attendant politely coughed. Mortified, Jen pushed against Mike and he finally let her go.


  Now it was Jen's turn to be annoyed. "You don't know what you want, do you?" she derided, feeling embarrassed as people stared at them.


  The flight and taxi to their hotel were chilly. But it helped them both calm down.


  "Sorry about that," Mike apologized in their hotel room. "I told Jim just last night I was getting better ..."


  "I should have told you before I did it," Jen admitted. "I thought it would excite you --."


  "Yeah, like you didn't enjoy it," Mike said playfully with a crooked grin.


  "I did enjoy it," she admitted. "But it wasn't all about me and Tom. I was thinking about you too. That's what the game is about, right?"


  "Yeah," Mike said eyes downcast, feeling bad.


  Jen took his face in her hands, making him look at her. "Mike, do you want to keep playing the game?" she asked.


  "Yes," he said immediately.


  "Then you have to stop getting upset," she scolded him. "I mean, Mike, you're pissing me off." She took his head in her hands again. "That doesn't mean I don't love you. Okay?"


  "Okay, okay, I get it," he said.


  "And you have to control yourself," she said. "I thought they were going to kick us off the plane." She continued to scowl at him, but finally she gave him a crooked grin. "Okay then," she said. "Come on, we need to get ready for dinner, I'm starving."


  She took off her jacket, revealing the ruined blouse underneath. "Tom was rough?" he asked rubbing her back and feeling the lack of a bra strap, his erection growing.


  "Forget it," she laughed incredulously, pushing his hand away. "You might get some later -- maybe! -- but not now." She was no longer mad at him, but she still felt annoyed and the way he'd groped her in the plane had been sooo embarrassing.


  She pulled off the blouse. Then she moved her hands to the side and unzipped her skirt, pushing it down her long legs. This left her in just stockings and high heels. Mike stared at her landing strip, matted from Tom's cum. He was practically salivating.


  She saw him looking. Fuck it, she thought. He was her husband after all, she loved him, and they were on vacation. Looking at him with a crooked smile, she pushed him onto the bed. She pulled off his pants and straddled his crotch, then guided him into her.


  "You went braless?" Mike moaned.


  She nodded with a mischievous grin. "Commando too," she said.


  "Why?"


  "Easier access," she joked.


  "No, really."


  "I wanted to be extra sexy for him," she admitted.


  "Because you wouldn't see him for a week?" he asked panting.


  "Yeah," she said, leaning down and kissing her husband. He grunted and came.


  After sex they showered. After putting on a lacy thong panty, Jen was putting on a bra.


  "Go braless," Mike said with a smile.


  "Pervert," she said, but tossed the bra onto the bed.


  Heads turned as they walked into the restaurant. Jen wore a thin spaghetti strap sundress. It ended way above her knees, and with high heeled sandals, her slim shapely legs seemed to go on forever.


  The waiter tried looking down Jen's dress as they ordered. Mike smiled and glanced around the room. More than a few guys were looking at Jen, especially her legs. He smiled slyly. "Any one catch your eye?"


  "Seriously? After what happened today?" she said incredulously. Mike was smart enough to let it go.


  A little later Jen asked, "What else did you and Jim talk about last night?"


  "Keri has fuck buddies all over the world," Mike said with a laugh.


  "I knew that," Jen said laughing back. "What else?"


  "I asked Jim if he ever gets upset," Mike said with a shrug.


  "And?" Jen said with a raised eyebrow.


  "He said whenever that happens he calls up one of his lovers," Mike said with a laugh.


  Jen put down her folk and crossed her arms on her chest. "Is that what you want Michael? A pretty blonde fuck buddy to call when you get upset?"


  She was smiling, but her eyes were not. Mike said, "I've told you before, I'm not looking for that."


  "Just admit it Mike, if that's what you want," she pressed.


  He suddenly got annoyed. It was such a one way street with her! "You know Jen, if that's what I wanted, I would have done it already," he said with more anger than he intended.


  "Okay, whatever," she said. The rest of dinner they were mostly silent.


  Back in their room, Jen brushed her hair, wearing Mike's old fraternity shirt. "So what else did you and Jim talk about."


  "He thinks you're spoiled," Mike said still annoyed.


  "And Keri's not?" Jen said sarcastically.


  Mike shrugged, not wanting to say anything more after what happened at dinner. Jen could tell he was holding back.


  "Tell me, what?" she insisted.


  Mike sighed. He said, "He thinks it's unfair, only you messing around." Seeing Jen frown, he added "Look Jen, I only want you, okay? But lately you've had this attitude, and it's annoying."


  Jen knew what he was talking about. Keri's advice, that she was "entitled." Mike had noticed, and he was calling her on it.


  She put down the brush and walked up to him. He was sitting on the edge of the bed. She affectionately pressed her flat tummy against his face. "Okay, you're right, I'm sorry," she said softly. She put her arms around his neck. "I guess I've been out of control lately." She smiled sheepishly and admitted, "This Google thing has gotten to my head."


  Her apology seemed to release the tension from the room. He pulled her onto the bed, and they made love.


  Afterwards Jen snuggled in Mike's arms. She said, "I know it's unfair, that only I play with other people. You're really okay with that?"


  "Jen -- yes," Mike said exasperated. "If I wasn't I would have told you by now. You know how I am. I'm not interested in other girls. It's you with other guys that turn me on."


  Jen got up on an elbow and looked into his face. "Sometimes I don't get that."


  "What do you mean?"


  "Doesn't it bother you when I'm with someone?" she asked.


  "That's part of it for me," Mike said, not understanding where she was going. "I've told you that."


  "I know, you have," she said, struggling to explain. "I know it gets you hot. But doesn't it bother you?" She remembered what Tom had said, 'real men don't let other guys fuck their wives.' She laughed to keep their conversation light, and said "I mean, husbands are supposed to protect and take care of their wives. They're not supposed to give their wives to other men."


  "I protect you Jen," Mike said immediately, suddenly defensive. "I take care of you. You don't think so?"


  "Of course I do," she said immediately. "Forget I said anything."


  Mike was bothered by this. "Taking care of you and the Game are completely different things," he insisted.


  "I know that," she assured him. She hugged him. "You take good care of me baby. Just forget I mentioned it, okay?"


  Mike frowned, but he let it go.


  They spent the next day lounging by the pool. Wearing a string bikini, Tom's hickey was clearly visible on her neck. The first time he rubbed it she pushed him away and said sarcastically "So you like it now huh?" But she knew she was being a bitch, they'd both made mistakes and were even now. After that first time, whenever he rubbed it she smiled and didn't stop him if he wanted to kiss or make love.


  As they relaxed in the sun, Mike noticed Jen take off her rings. Seeing his look, she said "I don't want to get lotion on them." Then she admitted, "It'll be easier if I don't come home with a tan line."


  "I get it," Mike said. Jen could tell he was bothered (although he tried not to show it). She made sure to put her rings back on at night.


  Jen attracted even more male attention the next night. They went to a nightclub after dinner and a buncha guys asked her to dance. She politely turned them down.


  "It's okay with me if you want to dance," Mike said, a lustful glint in his eye. He loved watching his wife dance with other men.


  "I know," she said. She shrugged. "I'm not feeling it tonight honey. I'm happy to just hang and listen to the music."


  Mike eyed her. "You don't feel like playing?"


  "I kinda don't want to," she said.


  Suddenly suspicious, he asked "Is this about Tom? Did he say something?"


  "He mentioned it," she hesitantly admitted.


  "What did he say?"


  "It's not what he said," she said avoiding his question. "He's supposed to be my boyfriend, right? I know it sounds weird, but I'd feel like I'd be cheating on him." She added jokingly, "God we have the strangest conversations!"


  When Mike didn't say anything, she asked "Are you okay?"


  "What you said last night," Mike said. "You must think Tom protects you and I don't."


  "I don't think that," she assured him. "It's just, Tom's not into what you're into. That's all."


  "Yeah, but I'm your husband," Mike said getting angry. "You're picking what he wants over what I want?"


  "I'm not picking him over you," she said. "It's my body Mike. Sometimes I just don't want to." She squeezed his hand to soften her words.


  "Okay, okay," he relented, knowing he couldn't argue with that.


  Jen got back to the office the following week. "So how was the vacay?" Allie asked falling into Jen's comfy sofa.


  "I got a good tan," Jen said.


  Allie tilted her head. "The first thing you mention is your tan? Not long romantic moonlit walks on the beach holding bubble boy's hand?"


  "You're just jealous of my tan," Jen joked.


  "What happened?" Allie said stealing M&Ms from the bowl on Jen's desk. "What's wrong?"


  "Nothing's wrong Allie," Jen said. "We had fun. A lot of sun, the water was beautiful, I read two books. A lot of good R&R."


  "Sounds boring," Allie said.


  Jen laughed. "We've been together for years, our vacations don't have to be adventures or fireworks," she said.


  "How was the sex?" Allie asked.


  "Fine Allie," Jen said with another laugh.


  "I bet," Allie said doubtfully. "So when do you see Tom?"


  "Tonight," Jen said an excited sparkle in her eye.


  Tom attacked Jen as soon as she walked in, pushing her against the wall. "Tommy?" Jen asked between kisses.


  "Maria took him to the mall, we have a couple of hours," he said running his hands over her body.


  "Oh god, then hurry," she urged him, unbuckling his pants.


  "God I so needed that," Jen gushed afterwards in Tom's bed, aglow in post-orgasmic bliss. He'd given her two intense orgasms before cumming himself.


  "I needed this too," she giggled as he handed her a cigarette. She'd deferred to Mike's wishes and not smoked in Cabo.


  "I missed you," Tom said kissing her.


  "I missed you too," she said beaming into his eyes and kissing him back.


  "So how was your sex in Cabo?" he asked with a knowing grin. By know he knew she liked muscular guys with big cocks. He had both, Mike had neither.


  "It was fine you jerk," she said with a laugh, hitting him.


  "So you played Mike's game?"


  "It's OUR game," she corrected him. "And no, we didn't play."


  "Thanks, I really appreciate that," he said kissing her.


  "I wasn't feeling it in Cabo," she explained. "I'm not promising I'll never play the game again."


  "I guess you're playing your game right now, with me," he said.


  She laughed. "I meant with another guy."


  "I still don't get how Mike can let you fuck other men," he said.


  "Sometimes I don't get it either, but you benefit from it, right?" she said putting her arms around his neck and kissing him.


  They showered and dressed. Soon after Maria got back with Tommy. Jen had a great time playing with the toddler. She even made him his favorite dinner (hot dogs and mac and cheese from a box, putting her cooking skills to the test).


  After Tommy went down, Tom fucked Jen again, giving her another intense toe-curling orgasm. "I better get going," Jen said getting dressed.


  "I thought you were spending the night," Tom said disappointed.


  "I really can't, we just got back," she said kissing him. Sleeping over with Tom was tempting, but she didn't want Mike to think she couldn't wait to get back from Cabo to spend the night with her lover. Just like Mike was trying to get better, she was trying to get better too.


  Cabo had been relaxing, but not the romantic getaway they'd both hoped for. But was a romantic getaway with Mike really possible since she was still in the infatuation phase with Tom? Especially given the drama at the beginning? Okay, she shouldn't have hooked up with Tom right before the flight without talking to Mike first. But if that had been so wrong, Mike sure had a funny way of showing it. He wanted to play the game the very next day! Sometimes she didn't know about him ...


  *


  (Author's note: In the Interlude I said the story would end with Part 12, but it looks like it will take a few more chapters. Chapter 14 should be the last chapter.)


  Ch. 11 - Loving Wives - Things get heavy between Jen and Tom


  A couple of Saturdays later, Mike was at home trying to keep himself busy. Jen was sleeping over with Tom. In the past, Mike would have spent the entire evening fantasizing and jerking off. But then he'd get upset and depressed after cumming. He no longer did that. Now, he kept himself busy, trying not to think about Jen and what she was doing with Tom. The sexual tension was always there in the background, and it kept him perpetually hot and hard. But by not masturbating, his lust pushed his hurt and jealousy into the background, keeping him from getting into bad hurt territory. He knew his back-and-forth moods were driving Jen crazy. He was trying to get better.


  Cabo had been a disappointment. He'd hoped they'd play the game. Nothing too intense. A little dancing with a guy who caught her eye, some flirting, maybe even some kissing and petting. It didn't have to include sex, although he certainly wouldn't have objected if Jen wanted to. He wanted this because it excited him. But also because he wanted distance between her and Tom. Jen's dating and having a boyfriend were fine, he got off on that, but he was hoping she'd move on from Tom and find a new guy.


  Their conversation in Cabo bothered him. How could she use the game as a measuring stick of how well he took care of her, protected her? Yes, he let her fuck other guys, encouraged her even. But that had nothing to do with his caring and protection of her. He treated her like a goddess! Jim was right, she WAS spoiled, but a lot of it was because HE spoiled her. He gave her anything she wanted. ANYTHING!


  And it was more than just being a good provider. He thought of that time in college, just after they started going out, when Colin made trouble. He shook his head. How could she not think he took care of her, protected her, do anything for her?


  He found himself getting annoyed with his wife. While he'd always been clumsy around girls, especially pretty blondes like Jen, he had a quiet resolute confidence about his smarts and talents. The success of Sapphire proved that. A lot of people were paying attention to him now, including a lot of pretty girls like Jasmine Kelly. Mike understood himself better now. He was less willing to put up with Jen's drama. Yes, she was still the prettiest, hottest girl who ever walked the earth (in his opinion). But if this was going to work, she had to get better too, it wasn't all on him.


  The phone rang. It was Mike's mom. When he answered it sounded like she was crying. "Mike, honey," his mom said. "Joe's had a relapse."


  Damn!, Mike thought hanging up the phone. Joe, his older brother, was a cancer survivor. But now the cancer was back.


  He called Jen. No answer. Her cell was probably out of power again. Jen often forgot to plug it in – she called it her blonde moments – but he couldn't blame her really, iPhones were notorious for running dry.


  He took a taxi to Tom's brownstone. Approaching the front door, he looked in the window. It was dark outside so he had a clear view of the inside.


  Jen sat on a sofa, between Tom and a young boy, no doubt Tom's son Tommy. Well-used board games were on the coffee table, but at that moment Jen was reading a book to Tommy. Tom had his arm around Jen, a big smile on his face as she read to his son.


  Anyone looking at them would assume they were a happily married couple spending an enjoyable evening with their young son. In fact, Tommy had blonde hair, so he could easily pass for Jen's son.


  Jen got up to get another book from the bookcase. She wore a long shirt and cute fluffy ankle socks. She reached on her tiptoes for the book, and once again Mike admired his wife's long, perfect legs, now tanned as if airbrushed from their Cabo vacation


  As Jen turned, Mike saw the shirt she wore was a Michigan State football jersey. The back said "Mason," Tom's last name. Mike realized she was wearing Tom's old football jersey.


  His head spinning, Mike knocked on the door. As the door opened, he heard talking and laughing inside. "A young happy family," he thought to himself.


  Tom's smile disappeared when he saw Mike. Sensing the sudden tension, Jen appeared in the doorway, Tommy in her arms.


  Jen's smile disappeared too. "Mike, what?" she said.


  Tommy, unaware of the sudden awkwardness, gleefully said, "I'm Tommy, what's your name?" He tugged his father's jersey, the one Jen wore. "This is Jenny, my daddy's girlfriend."


  Mike smiled. "Hi Tommy, I'm Mike." He tussled the boy's hair; the toddler WAS really cute. Then he looked at Jen. "Your daddy's girlfriend is really pretty."


  Tom asked Maria to put Tommy down. Tommy insisted on a hug and kiss from Jen before he would go.


  "What's wrong?" Jen asked Mike. Tom stood off to the side, giving them some space, but close enough to hear.


  "Joe's had a relapse," Mike said.


  "Oh god no," Jen said her hand going to her mouth. She hugged Mike.


  "Mom and Dad are taking him to Mayo Clinic," he said. "I'm flying up tonight. I'm just going to say hi, you know? I'll be back tomorrow. You don't need to go. I just wanted to let you know."


  "Of course I'm going," Jen said. She hurried upstairs to get dressed.


  Tom followed her upstairs. "You don't need to go," he said. "Mike said that."


  "Tom, he's my brother-in-law," Jen said on the verge of tears.


  "Okay, I'm sorry," he said holding her. "I'm gonna miss you."


  "I'll miss you too," she said hugging him back. Feeling like he deserved more of an explanation, she said, "Joe's more than my brother-in-law. He's my friend."


  "I get it," Tom said. They hugged again and kissed. Tom couldn't keep his hands from roaming her body. She felt herself getting wet, and his renewed erection pressed against her stomach.


  She reluctantly broke away. "I've gotta go." Walking back down the stairs, she put her wedding rings back on.


  "Are you okay?" Jen asked holding Mike's hand in the plane.


  "Yeah, I'm good," Mike said. But he wasn't. Seeing them in the window acting like a happy family bothered him. And she'd been flushed and her nipples hard coming down the stairs. And of course he was worried about Joe.


  Jen could tell he wasn't okay, and she knew it wasn't all about Joe. By now she could read his mind. She said "I wear his jersey when I sleep over," she said, part explanation, part admission. She joked, "He's my boyfriend, right?" When he didn't smile, she squeezed his hand and said "You want it that way."


  "You want it too, I can tell."


  "I guess so," she admitted. "I like him. That's the point, right?" She could tell this conversation wasn't helping. She hugged his arm. "You're upset about Joe. Let's talk about this later."


  They arrived at the hospital. There were tears and hugs all around. Mike broke down and hugged his big brother. Mike had always looked up to Joe. Joe was his protector, mentor, best friend. He'd been his best man at their wedding.


  Fortunately, they'd caught the cancer in time. The doctors were confident Joe would make a full recovery, like last time.


  With great relief, the family went to dinner to celebrate. Jen sat between Mike and Joe, giving Mike's brother a lot of hugs.


  Later in their hotel room, Jen snuggled into Mike's arms. She'd always liked Joe, and she cried tears of relief as Mike held her. After she was cried out, she asked "are you okay?"


  "Yeah. Joe should be okay." Mike's voice was filled with relief, but Jen could tell he was still bothered.


  She wiped away the last tears and sat up, sitting cross-legged next to Mike on the bed. "We should talk about earlier."


  "I'm okay Jen," Mike insisted. He was trying to get his jealousy under control.


  "No you're not, I can tell," she said. "You're mad I wear his jersey." She saw his hard-on and cupped his cock over his boxers. "Mad and turned on," she said with a giggle.


  "You know me," he said with a sheepish smile. "It was weird seeing you with Tom and his son."


  "Tommy's a sweet boy," she said.


  "I can see that," Mike agreed. "Tom must be a good father."


  "Yeah, he really is," Jen said.


  Mike didn't say anything. Finally Jen added, "Just cause Tom's a good father doesn't mean I'm falling in love with him. I like him, we have fun, that's all."


  Mike didn't answer immediately. Finally he said, "Jen, just cause I like seeing you with other men doesn't mean I don't protect you."


  "Is that still bothering you?" she asked. "Baby, I didn't mean anything. I know you protect me."


  "I'd do anything for you."


  "I know that," she assured him, snuggling back into his arm. They were silent for a few minutes, just hugging.


  "Sorry I pulled you away tonight," he said.


  "That's okay," she said. "This is way more important."


  "Did you guys have a chance to ...?"


  "Once," Jen said. "When I got there. Tommy was taking a nap."


  "Do you guys usually do it again?" Mike asked.


  "Yeah, usually, after Tommy goes down for the night."


  "You two blow away that thing about sex ending after kids," Mike joked.


  "Yeah, I guess," Jen said laughing back.


  "Do you always wear his jersey to bed?" Mike asked hesitantly.


  Jen saw he was hard. She reached into his boxers and wrapped her hand around his shaft. "Yeah, he likes when I wear it," she said, kissing his chest and stroking his cock.


  "Does he spoon you when you sleep?"


  "Yeah, or I snuggle into his arm," she said. "You know me, I like that."


  "Yeah," Mike said.


  "What else do you want to know?" she asked with another kiss on his chest, continuing to stroke him.


  "Do you guys really sleep?" Mike joked with a laugh.


  "We sleep a little," she said. "Not a lot, you know how tired I am when I get home."


  "Are you sore now?" Mike asked.


  "No," she said still stroking him. "Do you want it that way?"


  "No, that's okay, this feels good," he said. "You probably wouldn't cum anyway," he added, half question, half statement.


  Jen said honestly "probably not, not now." As Mike was about to say something, she put her fingers on his lips. "Don't go there, okay?" she said gently in a soft voice. "You make me cum all the time when you're inside me."


  After a moment she giggled and said "God you're so obsessed with that."


  "You're obsessed with orgasms too," he joked.


  "I guess I am," she conceded with a laugh.


  "What does it feel like to have a big cock inside you?"


  "It feels good," she admitted. "Tom has these two big veins that run up his thing. He stretches me so much I can actually feel them."


  "Does my cock stretch you like that?" Mike asked. He knew the answer, but liked hearing his wife say it.


  "Not so much baby," she said gently, kissing him on the chest. "Wanna know another thing that feels good?"


  "What?"


  "He cums really hard. His cock jerks around inside me, and when he cums I can feel it, like jets hitting inside me."


  "That's really hot," Mike said, panting now. He was close to cumming. "He always fucks you bareback?"


  "Yeah ... I mean, we talked about that right?"


  "Yeah ... I'm just asking."


  "One time I made him wear a condom," she said remembering. "I'd forgotten to take my birth control pills a few days."


  "God Jen, he could have gotten you pregnant!" Mike said alarmed.


  "I was probably safe anyway ..." she said, continuing to stroke him with her soft delicate hand.


  "Jen?" he said on the verge of cumming.


  "Yeah?"


  "Next time ... don't make him wear a condom," Mike said, his words coming out like a moan.


  "That's what you want?" She moved his hand to her flat tummy. "You want me to grow big with Tom's baby?"


  "Ugh god!" Mike yelled as he came, his cum covering Jen's hand and shooting onto his chest.


  A few weeks later at Tom's house, after another great fuck, Tom said "I'm taking a few days off, taking Tommy to the beach."


  "Sounds fun," Jen said.


  "Why don't you come with us? I'm renting a 3 bedroom condo and taking Maria to babysit at night, so we'll have a great time with Tommy and have a lot of alone time too."


  "Hmmm, I just got back you know," she said uncertainly.


  "You're the boss lady right?" he said grinning. "You can do anything."


  "Doesn't exactly work that way," Jen said smiling back.


  "You know Mike will be okay with it, 4 days of his wife fucking another man," Tom joked.


  "You might be right," Jen said grinning.


  "Just make sure you call him once a day," he teased her.


  "Be nice!" she said playfully hitting his chest. "Okay, I'll ask Mike."


  Jen told Mike the next morning, after she got home from Tom's. He looked bothered.


  "It's only 4 days," she said. "We went away a week last month," she added referring to Cabo.


  "We're married!" Mike said, not believing she just said that.


  "That's not what I meant," she said conciliatorily, rubbing his arm. "I'm just saying it's not that long." In the end, Mike reluctantly agreed. Jen left with Tom and Tommy two weekends later.


  During the day they played on the beach with Tommy. The toddler loved making sand castles with Jen. He loved stepping into the waves, with his dad and Jen on either side holding his hands. During Tommy's afternoon naps, Maria babysat as Tom and Jen got some alone time. The first day they fucked. But the rest of the trip they used the afternoon free time to take long walks on the beach, their heads close together, holding hands.


  They left the beach in the late afternoon and played board games and read books with Tommy. After an early dinner, Tommy insisted Jen read him more books. Jen didn't mind, in fact it was a highlight of her day. She loved it when Tommy fell asleep in her arms, it felt so good to cuddle the toddler as he slept.


  Tommy went down early, so Jen and Tom had the entire evening for alone time (with Maria at the condo babysitting the toddler). They had the best time at the trendiest restaurants and night clubs. Afterwards they fucked late into the night, and into the early morning. Twice they sat on the beach snuggling under a blanket, watching the sun rise. Fortunately they were able to catch catnaps on the beach, with Maria watching Tommy.


  At dinner the first night, Tom said, "You and Mike are so different."


  "Opposites attract I guess," Jen said.


  "How'd you get together?"


  "I met him in college ...," Jen said, her voice trailing off.


  "And?" Tom prompted.


  "I'd gone through a bad breakup," Jen explained uncomfortably, not liking thinking back to her time with Colin. "My grades sucked, they pulled my scholarship. My parents had no money. I had drop-out written all over me. It was bad." She grimaced remembering the low point of her life. "Mike saved me. He tutored me in math, in everything. He paid my tuition until I got my scholarship back. I worked summers and eventually paid him back, but still ... he helped me get my act together." She laughed remembering. "My grades went up so fast my teachers thought I was cheating."


  "So you married him," Tom said.


  "Yeah," she said. "Don't go there Tom, okay? I love him."


  "Do you love him because you love him?" he asked. "Or do you love him because he saved you?"


  Jen frowned. "Isn't it the same thing?"


  The second night at dinner, Tom held Jen's hands. "Tommy really loves you," he said kissing her hands.


  "I love Tommy too, he's adorable," Jen gushed.


  Tom squeezed Jen's hands and looked into her eyes. "I think I love you too," he said.


  Jen flushed and looked down. Finally she looked back at him. "Let's not go there, okay?" she said.


  Jen called Mike each morning. "Having fun?" Mike asked the next morning.


  "Yeah, the weather's perfect. Tommy's so adorable."


  "How's Tom?"


  "He's good," Jen said hesitantly.


  Mike heard something in his wife's voice. "Are you okay?" he asked.


  She was bothered by Tom's use of the L word. She always talked to Mike about stuff that bothered her. He was her best friend in addition to being her husband. But she knew telling Mike over the phone would be a bad move. "Everything's good," she finally said.


  That night Jen and Tom avoided any heavy talk at dinner. They decided to go for an evening swim.


  During the day Jen wore sexy but not outrageous bikinis. But now she put on a tiny bikini she'd bought for the trip. The string top had tiny triangles that covered her nipples and areolas but not much else. The bottom was just as revealing. It had a small patch of cloth that barely covered her pussy and small landing strip above, and her ass cheeks were completely exposed with a string snug in her crack. It was definitely a bedroom only suit and she'd never wear it in public, but at night with the beach mostly deserted, she decided to give Tom a treat.


  Jen stood on the beach and gazed at the moonlight reflecting off the ocean, which at that moment was smooth like a lake. Behind her, Tom admired the view. She looked achingly beautiful, the revealing string bikini somehow making her even more sexy than if she had been nude.


  He walked up and ran his hand down her back, lingering just above her ass. "You need some ink right here," he said caressing her lower back. She'd admired the tats on his arms, so he knew she was into tattoos.


  "Maybe someday," she said smiling, turning to him and putting her arms around his neck. They kissed and were soon making out, and then they were on the sand, the bikini thrown to the side, his hard cock inside her.


  They'd fucked twice already today, but they were still hot for each other. They were so sexually compatible, it was like they were addicted to the other's body. They fucked sitting up, moving slowly but urgently back and forth, his long thick cock deep inside her. They hugged as they fucked, their lips close, looking into the other's eyes.


  Jen felt a massive orgasm building, like a tidal wave peaking. Tom said, "I love you Jenny."


  Then her orgasm hit, the tidal wave of pleasure and release breaking and crashed down. "I love you too Tom!" she moaned urgently as pleasure flooded her body.


  Later in bed, Jen looked out the window as Tom softly snored, spooning her. "Fuck," she lamented under her breath.


  The forth night at dinner – their last night – Tom said "We need to talk about last night."


  "Do we have to?" Jen asked with a nervous laugh. "Tom – listen – I like you a lot. But I'm married."


  "You said you loved me," he insisted.


  "Tom, honey, think about when I said it," she said gently. "I do care for you, I like you a lot, but let's not use the L word. Let's not go there, okay?"


  "Jenny, Adria and I met in college, opposites just like you and Mike," he said. "Most times it doesn't work out when you get married that young. The thing about opposites attract is bullshit, it wears off."


  "Tom, stop okay?" she said. "What do you want? We're having fun --."


  "Fun's not enough," he said. "I've got Tommy --."


  "You know I adore Tommy," Jen said.


  "I know that, and he loves you too," Tom said. He tried to gather his thoughts. "I'm just saying ... I want ... I'm asking you to give us a chance."


  "What do you mean? I'm here with you."


  "That's not enough," he said frustrated. "I need to know you're gonna be there. I can't do that seeing you only two nights a week. I need to see you more."


  "Tom ... I'm married."


  "You said you cared for me."


  "I do," Jen insisted reaching over and squeezing his hand.


  "Give us a chance Jenny," he urged her, squeezing her hand back. "I get Mike helped you in college. I admire him for that. But you can't stay with him out of a sense of obligation."


  "It's more than that Tom," Jen said.


  "Spend more time with me Jenny," he urged her. "With me and Tommy. Then make your decision. That's all I'm asking."


  Despite their heavy conversation, they had sex that night. They couldn't keep their hands off each other. But their love making, although still pleasurable, was sober and less frantic than usual.


  Jen was exhausted the next day when she got home, both physically and emotionally. They fucked as she told her husband the sexual highlights. Mike especially liked the sex on the beach story and insisted she model the string bikini for him. He almost came from the sight of the dried cum caked on the string of the bikini bottom.


  She didn't mention their heavy dinner conversations. She wasn't ready to talk to Mike about that. She had to figure it out for herself before she could deal with Mike.


  Mike could tell something was wrong. Their sex had been half-hearted on her part, as if she did it only because she had to. It bothered him. She'd been with Tom for days, and now it seemed like she was still with him, still thinking about him. He felt jealous and hurt, and angry too.


  The next day Jen sought out Allie. "So Tom laid it on heavy huh?" Allie asked after Jen recounted their conversations. "I'm not surprised. You two act like love birds." Then she added with a laugh, "Love birds in heat."


  Jen grimaced. "I lose control sometimes," she said as if chastising herself.


  Allie tilted her head, studying her friend. "No, it's different this time," she said.


  "How?" Jen asked surprised.


  "I'm not sure," Allie said with a shrug. "So, do you love Tom?"


  "I don't know," Jen said. "I like him a lot. I care about him. I don't wanna hurt him, or Tommy." She put her head in her hands. "I really don't want to hurt Tommy, he's only two years old." She felt so stupid.


  "What if you made it more permanent with Tom?" Allie suggested.


  "What?"


  "Tom and Adria have joint custody, right?" Allie said, thinking out loud. "What if you shacked up with Tom when he had Tommy?"


  "You mean, live with Tom half time?" Jen asked.


  "Yeah, that's what he wants right?"


  "I guess, but --."


  "It'll probably turn bubble boy on," Allie said, warming to the idea. "You living with Tom, taking care of another man's baby, that pushes a lot of Mike's cucky buttons doesn't it?"


  "Allie, you know, sometimes I think you hate Mike," Jen said.


  "I don't, really. He's kinda grown on me," she said laughing. "I'm just saying ... Talk to Mike about it, I bet he'll like it."


  Jen shook her head. She didn't think so.


  Saturday night Tom asked "Have you thought about what we talked about?"


  "Yes," Jen said with a nervous laugh.


  "Have you talked to Mike?"


  "No," she said with another laugh.


  "Why not?" he pressed.


  "I need time Tom."


  "Do you want me to talk to Mike?" Tom asked.


  "Don't you dare," Jen said with another nervous laugh.


  Mike forced the issue the next week. Jen had been distracted since getting back from her vacation with Tom. Even when she was there she wasn't there. She seemed to be thinking about Tom all the time. Getting more hurt and jealous, Mike finally asked "Do you love him?"


  Jen didn't answer for a long time. She was confused, with Tom pushing her, with Allie's idea of living part time with Tom, with worrying about hurting little Tommy. Finally she said, "I don't know. I like him. I care about him."


  Strangely, with the issue out in the open, Mike grew calm. He said reasonably, "I guess that's natural." She and Tom had been dating a while now, months. He'd wanted her to develop feelings for him. That was part of his fantasy. He said cautiously, "You felt that way with Ricky and Scott too."


  "Yeah, I guess," Jen said. She remembered Allie's words "it's different this time."


  "Eventually you got over them," Mike said. He hoped she'd say she was getting over Tom, thinking about breaking up with him. Yes, he wanted her to date and develop feelings for Tom, but now he wanted it over. They could take a break for a few months, and then play the game again with someone new who caught Jen's eye. That's how the game was supposed to work.


  After a long pause, Jen tentatively asked, "Mike ... what if I never get over Tom?" After Mike didn't say anything, she added, "I mean ... what if I keep going with him?" Jen waited for Mike to say something.


  "I guess I never thought of it that way," Mike finally said. His voice carried emotion, but he wasn't emotional. She'd later tell Allie their conversation was like a postmortem meeting at work after a project cratered, when they talked about what went wrong, what they should've done different.


  "I figured you'd develop feelings for him, that's part of it for me," Mike continued. "But eventually get over him, like what happened with Ricky and Scott. I don't want to share you with another man, not permanently."


  "I get it," she said nodding.


  "He said he loved you?" Mike guessed.


  "Yes," she said.


  He asked "You said you loved him?"


  Jen warily nodded. She quickly added, "Just once." Seeing the cloud come over his face, she explained, "We were having sex."


  After a moment, she squeezed his arm and assured him, "You wouldn't be sharing me Mike. I'd still be your wife."


  "But he'd be your boyfriend, right?" Mike said bitterly.


  Jen shrugged. "He's that now, right?"


  "Jen, he's your boyfriend in the game, not real life," Mike said exasperation creeping into his voice. How could she not get this?


  "This isn't acceptable to me Jen," he added. "I won't agree to you having a permanent relationship with another guy." He was drawing a clear line in the sand. With the success of Sapphire, becoming the youngest partner at his firm, attention from the press, and attention from pretty girls like Jasmine Kelly, he felt more confident, more secure in himself. He loved playing the game, in some ways he was addicted to it. But there were limits.


  "I get it," she said. She squeezed his arm. "I didn't mean it'd be permanent."


  "Then what did you mean?" he said getting angry.


  She didn't know what she'd meant. She was unsure, confused. Tom was different from Rickey and Scott. Little Tommy made it different.


  She saw Mike was hard. He couldn't help getting aroused by this talk, despite the emotional turmoil. She got on her knees, between his legs. She took him out and went down on him.


  "Wait," Mike said as he got close to cumming. He laid her on her back and pushed up her skirt. He pulled down her panties.


  "You don't have to," she said as Mike lowered his face to her pussy.


  "I want to," he said. Before going down on her, he looked at her pussy. It still looked perfect, like a sweet teenager's, despite all the hard relentless fucking by Tom's long thick cock.


  Jen gripped the sheets as Mike ate her. He was so good at this, knew exactly where to touch her, the perfect pressure and pacing. She realized Tom never went down on her. But then, she'd never asked him to, always wanting his cock inside her.


  After Jen came, Mike moved up her body. "Can I?" he asked.


  "Yeah," she said. She moved her hand between their bodies and guided him into her.


  But Mike couldn't stay hard. He went soft, and his limp cock fell out of her. Suddenly emotions overtook them, and tears formed in their eyes.


  Jen was distracted the next morning. She dressed almost like a robot, her mind elsewhere, trying to sort out the situation with Tom, replaying her conversation with Mike last night. Then she remembered she had an early meeting with her team, and hurriedly finished dressing and rushed out of the apartment.


  Left untouched and forgotten, at the bottom of her lingerie drawer, was her container of birth control pills.


  Ch. 12 - Loving Wives - Tom wants Jen to leave Mike


  Jen went over to Tom's later that week. "Hey you," she said.


  "Hi," he said back, and they kissed.


  It was Adria's night with Tommy and Maria was off, so they had the house to themselves. Over dinner, Tom said "Thinking about it?"


  "Yes, it's been on my mind a little bit," Jen said making it sound like a lighthearted joke. But it was anything but.


  "Talk to Mike yet?" Tom said pressing.


  "Don't push me Tom," she warned. "This is hard for me."


  "You're still having sex with him?" Tom asked.


  "Yes!" Jen said exasperated. "God Tom, what a question! I'm still having sex with you too!"


  "Okay, okay," he said his hands up in surrender.


  Later in his bedroom, they were making out and petting. Both were panting as they hurriedly undressed each other. Jen rolled her head back, closing her eyes, as he sucked and nibbled her neck and nipples. She slowly stroked his long thick cock as he eased his hand over her flat stomach and fingered her clit.


  He moved between her legs, getting ready to mount her. Just as he pressed his cock against her excited pussy lips, she thought of her birth control pills. Had she taken one this morning? When was the last time she took one? She couldn't remember.


  She gently pushed against his chest. "Tom, we should use a condom," she said.


  "I don't have any," he said.


  "I think I have one in my purse," she said. "It's downstairs."


  A thought struck Tom. If he got her pregnant, that would push her off the fence. She'd be his! He knew her religious convictions against abortion. He didn't want another child, one was enough for him. But if that's what it took to break up her marriage and make her his, it'd be worth it.


  He leaned down and kissed Jen, at the same time pressing his cockhead between her pussy lips. "Come on Jenny, I hate condoms," he said between kisses. "I'll pull out."


  Jen didn't like condoms either, and her pussy was so ready for his cock. Her purse downstairs seemed so far away. "You promise you'll pull out?" she said.


  "Yeah," he lied, kissing her again.


  "Okay then," she said, reaching between their bodies and guiding his bare cock into her unprotected pussy.


  He fucked her hard and deep, he rotated his hips, he did everything she loved. He knew her body well by now, so he kept her from cumming, kept her right on the edge. Whenever she got close, he eased up. Soon she crazy with lust, her body writhing under him, desperate for the release and pleasure of an orgasm.


  He neared his own orgasm. She sensed this, and said, "remember to pull out Tom."


  "I will," he lied. Even as his own orgasm neared, he worked her body, pushing all her buttons, working all her erogenous zones. He wanted them to cum at the same time.


  "Oh god oh god," she panted, her orgasm about to hit. "Remember to pull out Tom," she managed to remind him again.


  He responded by pressing his lips over hers, thrusting his tongue down her throat. Then, both their bodies exploded in orgasms! He buried his cock deep into her and ejaculated ropes of his fertile seed into her unprotected fertile womb!


  They panted into the other's face as they recovered from their orgasms. "Oh fuck!" Jen cried realizing what just happened. "Get off me Tom!" she said pushing against his chest. "You said you'd pull out!" She ran into the bathroom and cleaned up as best she could.


  "I'm sorry, I meant to pull out," he lied as she came out with a towel around her.


  "God Tom," she said resignedly, sitting down on the bed. She felt so stupid. There was a condom in her purse, why hadn't she gotten it?


  "Come on, don't be upset," he said pulling her into his arms. He joked "People aren't rabbits, you're probably fine."


  She got up, avoiding his arms. "I've to go," she said gathering her clothes and quickly dressing.


  He stood up and hugged her. "I want you to know, I'll be there for you no matter what," he assured her, kissing her.


  She laughed but without any humor. "I doubt that'll make Mike feel better," she said with a grimace.


  "Jenny, honey, that's my point," he said stroking her long blonde hair. "I love you. I think you love me too. It doesn't matter what Mike thinks, does it?"


  After she left, Tom wondered if he'd gotten Jen pregnant. He hoped so. Part of him felt bad over what he'd done. But he did what he had to do to get the woman he loved.


  The next day, a distraught Jen said to Allie, "Tom wants me to leave Mike."


  "Seems like a clear choice to me," Allie said with a shrug. To her life was simple. Seeing Jen's frown, Allie scowled. "Don't look at me like that. I know what you want. So do you. You need to tell him, Jen."


  "It's not that easy Allie," Jen said. "It's complicated."


  "Just tell him," Allie said again. "Get it over with."


  Later while surfing the Internet, Allie discovered a couple of interesting pictures. She emailed the links to Jen.


  At her desk, Jen opened the pictures. Her eyes narrowed and she got angry. She printed them, then went home.


  Mike was surprised to see Jen at home before him. Usually she worked out before coming home.


  She sat at the table. There were two color 8x11s in front of her. She pointed at them. "What's this?" she asked angrily.


  They were pictures of Mike with Jasmine Kelly, from the society pages of the London Times and the New York Times. In both they sat close together, Jasmine leaning towards Mike, her arm through his. The caption in the New York Times read "Mike Andrews of Sapphire fame with CNN's Jasmine Kelley. The Big Apple's new power couple?"


  "Well?" Jen said anger in her voice.


  Mike shrugged. He was tired of her double standard. Especially after their conversation the other night. "What does it look like?" he shot back.


  "That's what this has been about?!" she yelled angrily. "So you can fuck this slut?!!"


  "What, you think you're the only pretty girl in the world who might be interested in me?"


  Jen's eyes went wide with shock. "You know what I think?" she hissed, hurling the pictures at Mike's face. "I think you're a cheating shit!"


  Jen stormed out of the apartment, slamming the door behind her. She angrily called Allie. "Why did you send me those pictures?!"


  "To get you off your ass," Allie said, a smile in her voice.


  "Fuck you Allie!" Jen screamed and slammed the phone back into her purse.


  Having nowhere else to go, Jen went to her office. On her sofa she hugged her knees, crying. Despite everything, she cared for him. But Allie was right, she had to get it over with, it would be better that way.


  The next morning, she made two calls. In the first call, she said in a soft voice, "Will you be there in a little bit? I need to see you. Yeah, I'm going to tell him. Yeah. Right now. I'll be over right after, okay? Be there, okay? I ... I love you."


  In the second call, she said tersely, "We need to talk. Just stay there, okay? I'll be right over."


  Ch. 13 - Loving Wives - Jen tells him


  The door opened. Jen forced a smile. "Hi," she said.


  "Hi," Tom said with a big grin. He moved to the side of the doorway, inviting her in. Jen heard Tommy in the background.


  Jen took a step back. "Can we talk out here?"


  "Why?" Tom said still smiling. "Come on in Jenny, Tommy will want to see you."


  Jen didn't want to see Tommy, not at that moment. She took another step back. "Please Tom," she said.


  Tom's smile disappeared. He stepped out and closed the door.


  "I can't see you anymore Tom," Jen said, getting right to the point.


  "Jenny, come on," he said looking alarmed. "Let's talk about this." He moved to hug her.


  Jen stepped back. "No Tom. I'm sorry. I like you. But I love Mike."


  "Okay, okay, forget what I said," Tom said. "We'll go back to the way it was."


  "We can't Tom," Jen said. "After what you said – we can't go back after that. And I need to work things out with Mike."


  "So it's always about Mike, right?" Tom said bitterly.


  "Tom, he's my husband," she said. "You knew that when we started this."


  "Come on Jenny, we're great together," he said pulling her close to him.


  She stepped out of his arms. "Sex isn't love Tom," she said. "I'm sorry. We had fun, but it's over now."


  "I get it, you lead me on, then dump me," he said bitterly.


  "I didn't lead you on," Jen insisted. "We both had fun. But it was only a game, you knew that. It wasn't permanent. I kept reminding you. Remember? I kept telling you not to go there."


  "What about Tommy? He loves you."


  "I'm sorry Tom," she said painfully. "The last thing I want to do is hurt him."


  "You WILL hurt him!" he said bitterly. "Did you think about that?"


  "What can I do?" she said spreading her arms.


  "Stay with me Jenny," he pleaded. "Give us another chance."


  "I can't Tom," she said, taking another step back. "I can't stay with you, just for Tommy."


  At home, Mike sat on the sofa. Jen walked up to him, stopping just a foot away. They both felt raw, a mix of emotions, anger, hurt, jealousy, love.


  "I broke it off with Tom," she said.


  Mike nodded.


  "I should have ended it at the beach, when it got heavy," she explained. "I guess I got mixed up about Tommy. You know, Tom's son? I got close to him."


  "I get it," Mike said.


  Jen sat down next to Mike. Suddenly she started crying. "Mike, I really messed up," she sobbed.


  "What?" he asked, automatically putting his arm around her. "Tommy? I'm sure he'll be okay."


  "Not Tommy," she sobbed leaning into him and shaking her head, tears rolling down her cheeks.


  "Then what?" he asked. When she didn't answer, he said gently "Tell me what's wrong."


  "Tom might've ... I might be pregnant," she finally admitted. "I'm sorry Mike!" she wept into his chest.


  When Mike didn't say anything, she raised up and looked pleadingly into his face. "Mike?" she asked looking like an afraid little girl.


  "Tell me what happened," he demanded.


  Jen told him. At the end, she said "I think he did it on purpose."


  "Tried to get you pregnant?" Mike asked.


  "I think so," she said.


  "To make you his?" Mike said.


  Jen clutched her husband's hands. "I swear Mike, the baby's yours, no matter what," she promised.


  Mike brushed Jen's long blonde hair from her pretty face. Then suddenly, he was on top of her, yanking up her skirt, ripping off her panties, jerking her legs apart! He was out of control, a madman, as he'd been in the taxi and plane, frantically ramming himself inside, wildly fucking her. This time though, she welcomed him inside her, wrapping her arms and legs around him, hugging him tight, kissing him, urging him to take her, to take what was his. He came moments later, filling her up with his seed, and she hugged him even tighter, holding him inside her, not letting him go.


  "I'm sorry Mike, I'm so sorry!" Jen sobbed into his chest. "Please don't leave me!"


  Mike unbuttoned her blouse and pushed up her bra, revealing her small perfect breasts. He cupped her tits and then ran his hands over her firm flat tummy.


  Surprisingly, he got hard again. He pressed his lips against hers, urgently pushing his tongue down her throat. He fucked her again.


  The next day Jen went into Allie's office and closed the door. "Thanks for sending the photos," she said, only part sarcastically.


  "I had to do something to get you off your ass," Allie said with a knowing smile. "Mike's a demented geek, but he's the right guy for you." She knew Jen's history. Tom was just another Colin, another Scott. They weren't good for her. She knew Mike was the best thing that ever happened to Jen.


  "Yeah," Jen agreed. She couldn't help smiling. "I'll tell Mike you said that."


  "Don't," Allie said immediately. She grinned. "It's more fun if he thinks I hate him."


  "God Allie," Jen said with a laugh. Then her face turned sad. "Tommy --."


  "You should never have gotten close to him," Allie chastised.


  "Yeah ..." Jen agreed, her voice filled with melancholy.


  "Sometimes you're a dumb blonde," Allie teased with a laugh. "But don't worry about it. Tommy's young, he'll get over it."


  "Yeah," Jen agreed. She knew her friend was right.


  Allie studied her best friend. "What's wrong?" she asked, sensing something amiss. "You made up with bubble boy, right?"


  Jen shrugged slightly, looking uncertain.


  "Is it that Jasmine chick?" Allie asked. "Does Mike have something going on with her?"


  "I don't know," Jen said. "I don't think so."


  "You didn't ask?" Allie said incredulously. "You didn't kick his ass about the pictures?"


  Jen shook her head, looking scared.


  "What's wrong Jen?" Allie asked again. She was seriously getting worried.


  After a few moments, Jen said "Tom and I ... the last time we did it ..."


  "Oh my god!" Allie groaned looking up into the air. "Let me guess, you forgot to take the pill again. How long?"


  "I don't remember" Jen admitted.


  "God Jen!" Allie said, slapping her hand against her forehead. "And you're ovulating, right?"


  Jen nodded hesitantly.


  "You really ARE a dumb blonde sometimes!" Allie said scornfully. "What did Mike say?"


  "If I'm pregnant, it could be his, we had sex right after Tom," Jen hurriedly said.


  "You'd need a blood test to know for sure," Allie said.


  "I'd never do that, it's Mike's no matter what," Jen insisted. "I'm sure it's Mike's," she added, as if trying to convince herself.


  "This just happened?" Allie said. "So you can do a test next week."


  "Yeah," Jen said her eyes downcast.


  Allie studied her friend again. "But you know, right?" she said. "You think you're pregnant?"


  Jen took a long time to respond. Finally she nodded and said "I think so."


  "God Jen," Allie said shaking her head. She sat down next to Jen and hugged her. Jen began to cry.


  ~~ The End ~~


  (Jen and Mike's story continues in "Consequences")
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