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CHAPTER 1 – HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN I’M MARRIED?

On Friday, Harper and Sophie invited Jessie to happy hour. She decided to go. Ollie wouldn't be home until tomorrow evening because of another business trip, and it was lonely at home.

The three friends went to a trendy bar in the Meat Packing district. Good looking guys repeatedly approached Jessie and hit on her, ignoring Harper and Sophie. Sophie looked at her sourly. "Jessie, don't take this the wrong way, but this is the last time you're coming to happy hour with us." Jessie smiled trying to look modest, but deep down she loved the attention.

"Jessie, there’s your guy," Harper said pointing across the room. Jessie looked, and she saw Roman.

“He’s not my guy,” Jessie insisted, trying to look innocent.  Then she looked at the girl Roman was with.  It was Fletcher from the gym.  She looked even younger here with what she wore, a short mini-skirt that barely covered her butt, and a tight sweater that strained to contain her huge breasts.

Harper lamented, "God, I wish I could get a man like that to notice me. What's she got that I don't?"

Jessie and Sophie looked at Roman's date, and then at Harper’s chest, trying to hold back laughter. Finally, Harper smiled sheepishly. "Okay, about three bra sizes," Harper said, and then all three girls burst out laughing.

“You should go over and say hi,” Harper encouraged.  With a laugh, she added “At least this time he’s got clothes on.”  The first time Harper had seen him, Roman had been talking to Jessie wearing just a towel around his waist.

Warning alarms went off in Jessie’s head.  Harper already thought something was up between her and Roman.  The last thing she needed were rumors flying around their office that she was cheating on Ollie.

Before she could answer, though, Roman was standing at their table with Fletcher.  “Hey, I thought it was you,” he said to Jessie with a big grin.  He motioned to his date and said, “You know Fletcher right? From the gym.”

“Oh yeah.  Hi,” Jessie said to Fletcher.

“Hi,” Fletcher replied.  Yes, she recognized Jessie from the gym. She'd seen her there, parading her tight little body around in skintight Danskins, tights and ballet slippers. She'd heard rumors there was something going on between her and Roman.

Jessie introduced Harper and Sophie.  Harper, always the troublemaker, invited them to join them for a drink.

Roman devoted all his attention to Jessie, barely saying anything to Fletcher, and ignoring Harper and Sophie completely.  Jessie said as little as she could, looking down at her feet most of the time.  She worried about what her friends suspected with Roman showering so much attention on her.

Jessie excused herself to go to the bathroom, mostly just to get away from Roman.  But he followed her.  For a moment they were alone in the darken corridor leading to the restrooms.

“Are you freaking crazy?” she practically screamed at him.  She waved her left hand with the wedding and engagement rings on her ring finger.  “Have you forgotten I’m married?  My friends will think there’s something going on between us.”

Roman was unfazed.  He moved closer and wrapped his arms around her waist.  With a grin he said, “There is something going on between us.”

Jessie squirmed away from his embrace.  “We have to be careful!” she admonished him.  “And anyways, you’re with Fletcher.  And what is it with you and soap opera names?”

“What?”

“Bianca. Fletcher.  Even your name, Roman.  You all sound like you’re from The Young and the Restless or something.”

Roman laughed. 

“How old is Fletcher?” Jessie asked.  “She looks younger than Bianca.”

“She’s legal,” Roman said with a grin.  Then with a chuckle, he added “I think.”  Jessie gave a sarcastic laugh and rolled her eyes.

Roman wrapped his arms around her again.  “I’ve been thinking about you,” he said.  “Let’s go to your place.  We’ll give Ollie another show.”

“Ollie’s not home,” Jessie said, pulling away from him again.  “And hello?  Fletcher?  Remember?”

“Don’t worry about her.  I’ll get rid of her.  I’d rather be with you,” Roman said.

Jessie was struck by how dismissive and uncaring Roman was about Fletcher.  He’d been the same way about Bianca.  But she was focused more on what else he said: I’d rather be with you. It made her feel giddy inside. 

Roman wrapped his arms around her again.  This time she didn’t pull away.  He kissed her, and Jessie kissed him back.

After long moments of passionate kissing, she managed to pull away.  She was panting.  “I told you Ollie’s not home.  He’s traveling for work,” she told him. 

She saw her lipstick on Roman’s lips.  She got a tissue from her purse to wipe it away.   She thought, “God, if Harper or Sophie saw that … or Fletcher ….”

Roman grinned as she wiped the lipstick from his lips.  “That was fun,” he joked.

Jessie scowled at him.

Roman laughed. He said, “So what Ollie’s not home?  We fooled around after church and he wasn’t there.”

“That’s true,” Jessie thought to herself.  “And I know Ollie would love it if I went home with Roman and had a sexy story to tell him when he got home tomorrow.” 

“We just have to be careful,” Jessie said cautiously.  “Harper and Sophie can’t suspect anything.”

Roman grinned, knowing he was going to get inside Jessie’s pants tonight.  “I’ll leave with Fletcher and take her home.  Then I’ll meet you at your apartment,” he said, the big grin still on his face.

Jessie hesitated a moment, then nodded her head yes.  “But be careful,” she cautioned again.  “We have neighbors.  Don’t let anyone see you coming to my apartment.”

Roman was turning to leave when she stopped him with a hand on his arm.  “And Roman,” she said.  “Bring condoms, okay?” 


CHAPTER 2 – WHAT ARE YOU DOING TO ME?

About an hour later, there was a knock on Jessie’s door.   She opened the door.  It was Roman.  Looking nervously down the hallway, she ushered him to step inside quickly and shut the door.  “Anyone see you?” she asked anxiously.

“No one,” Roman assured her.  “You know, if someone did see me, it’d probably be better if you didn’t look so guilty.”

“Sorry, I guess I’m new to this ‘having sex with another man’ thing,” Jessie deadpanned sarcastically.  Roman laughed.

“Any problems getting away from your friends?” he asked.

Jessie shook her head no.  “Fletcher?” she asked.

“She’ll get over it,” Roman said with an unconcerned shrug.  Then he wrapped his arms around Jessie and kissed her.

They fell onto the sofa as they continued to kiss and fondle each other.  “Let’s go to your bedroom,” he said between kisses.  The first time they had sex here, they’d done it on the sofa they were on now.  This time, Roman wanted more room.  Jessie seemed to agree, and nodded her head.  She stood up, took his hand, and led him to the bedroom. 

They fell onto the bed, urgently undressing each other, their lips locked in passionate kisses.  Within moments, they were both naked.  Jessie was on her back with Roman on top of her.  His big cock was hard and pressed between their bodies.

Then Jessie’s phone rang.  She broke away from Roman’s lips and looked at the screen.  “It’s Ollie,” Jessie said as she reached for her phone.

But Roman was still on top of her and she couldn’t reach her phone.  “Roman, it’s Ollie,” she said again, pushing him up.  Finally, he relented and rolled off.

Roman got on one elbow and watched as Jessie pulled her long blonde hair to the side and brought the iPhone to her ear.  “Ollie baby?” she said. “I tried calling you.”

“I was at dinner with clients,” Ollie replied.  With a grin in his voice, he asked, “How’d happy hour go with Sophie and Harper?  Meet any Harem-worthy guys?  Are you home now?”

Even with the phone at her ear, Roman could hear what Ollie was saying.  Jessie looked at him as she said, “Yes, I’m at home.  I ran into Roman at happy hour.  And, well, he’s here with me.  That’s what I was calling about.  To see if it was okay if I … well, you know ….”

Roman reached over and put his hand on Jessie breast.  He cupped and gently fondled her.  She frowned and pushed his hand away as she waited for her husband to respond.

Ollie was silent for long moments.  Jessie could hear his breathing growing heavier.  Finally, he asked, “Where are you?”  His voice was hoarse with excitement.

“I’m at home.”

“No, I mean, in our apartment.  Where are you?”

“In our bedroom,” Jessie answered. 

“You’re on our bed?” Ollie asked.

“Well … yeah,” Jessie answered, not quite understanding the question.  Where else would they be?

Ollie was silent again.  All Jessie heard was his heavy breathing.  Finally, she asked, “Ollie baby, are you okay?”

“What are you wearing?” Ollie asked with a strained voice.  His voice was so low and hoarse she could barely understand him.

“We’re, ah …” Jessie hesitantly sputtered.  “We’re naked.”

Roman grinned at her.  He reached for her breast again.  Once again she pushed his hand away.

“So you’ve already started, without asking me?” Ollie asked.

“I tried calling you,” Jessie reminded him, feeling defensive.  She also felt guilty.  She asked, “Do you want me to stop?”

Now Roman was frowning at her.

“No, it’s just …,” Ollie began, then stopped.  He was tongue tied with so many thoughts and emotions swirling inside him.  Finally, he managed to say “You have condoms?”

Jessie looked questioningly at Roman and mouthed “Condoms?”

Roman nodded.  He reached over to his pants on the floor and pulled out a handful of condoms from the pocket.  Seeing them, Jessie said “Yes we have condoms.”

“Because I don’t think this is the best time for you,” Ollie said.

They’d begun tracking her cycle closely, and this definitely was not a safe time of the month for her.  “We’ll be really careful,” she promised. 

Ollie softly moaned.  Then he said “Okay then … then I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“I’ll call you,” Jessie promised.

“No,” Ollie sputtered.  “I’d rather … I’d rather wait to talk when I get home.”  After a moment, he added, “The buildup … it makes it more exciting for me.”

“Okay then,” Jessie said hesitantly.  “I can’t wait to see you.  I love you Ollie.”

“I love you too,” Ollie said. 

After hanging up, Jessie looked at Roman.  She felt awkward now, being naked in her bed with a man not her husband.  She’d been with Roman before, of course, but still ….

Having heard both sides of the call, Roman said “I guess it must be kind of strange.  What you guys are doing.”

“Yeah,” Jessie said.  “This isn’t the kind of thing a girl dreams about growing up.  And the fact we met at church.” With a half laugh, she added “I doubt Pastor Jacques would approve.”  Jacques was the senior Pastor at their church.  They liked him because he was a normal person.  Ollie was in a fantasy football league with him.  But Pastor Jacques always won.  Maybe because of divine intervention.

Roman gave a half laugh too.  He still held the condoms in his hand.  He asked, “I don’t mind bringing condoms.  But if you’re not on the pill, don’t you have condoms around?”

“We do, I guess,” Jessie said with a shrug.  “Ollie doesn’t wear condoms of course.  We’re trying to start a family.  That’s why I went off the pill.”

Jessie’s eyes lowered to Roman’s crotch.  His cock was long and thick, and he wasn’t fully hard yet.  With her eyes focused on his huge manhood, she added, “Anyways, I don’t think Ollie’s condoms would fit you.”

“Oh,” Roman said.  He tried to keep a straight face, but failed and laughed.

Jessie couldn’t help grinning back.  “Don’t get too full of yourself,” she playfully scolded him.  They both laughed again.

Roman was still propped up on one elbow.  Like before when she was talking to Ollie, he reached over and cupped one of Jessie’s bare breasts.  He gently fondled her.

This time, Jessie didn’t push his hand away.  She felt her face getting flushed.  Especially when he began to thumb her nipple.

Roman’s touch was so different than Ollie’s.  His hand was bigger so her entire small breast disappeared in his palm.  And because he owned a gym and worked free weights all the time, his hands and fingers were calloused.  That roughness against her tender flesh – so in contrast to Ollie’s smaller and softer hands – felt so exciting.

Also, Roman was getting to know her body.  Where she liked to be touched, and how she liked to be touched.  It was surprising, since this was only their third time together.  It showed how experienced – and talented – Roman was as a lover.

And he proved this even more when he moved his lips to Jessie’s face.  But he didn’t kiss her, not at first.  Instead, he trailed his lips across her cheek until he reached her neck.  Then he began nibbling and kissing her lower neck, just below her ear.

“Oh god,” Jessie moaned.  That exact spot had always been a major erogenous zone for her.  How had he known?  It had taken Ollie months of dating before he discovered that about her.

Roman spent long moments softly kissing behind Jessie’s ear.  Then he kissed down her body until he reached her breasts.  He cupped her breasts in his hands, fondling and caressing her.  He used his thumbs to gently stroke her hard nipples. 

Roman took one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking and licking it, and moving from one  nipple to the next.  Jessie groaned and arched her back.  Then he began sucking hard with his mouth, and rubbing harder with his thumbs.  Jessie clenched her jaws tightly shut – the pleasure was so intense it was almost painful. 

Roman kissed down her body, over her sexy flat stomach, and then to her thin landing strip.  He thumbed the soft trimmed pubic hair for a moment, looking at the fine blonde hair like he was thinking about whether he liked it or not. Then he gently elbowed Jessie’s thighs apart, and moved his head between her legs.  He moved his lips to her pussy, then softly licked her slit up and down.

“Oh fuck! Roman!” Jessie moaned as her body clenched from the sudden pleasure. 

“Your pussy’s beautiful,” Roman said as he ran a fingertip up and down her slit.  Jessie’s pussy was tight and small.  The lips were smooth and slender, just a shade darker than the surrounding skin. “It looks like a teenager’s pussy.”

“Well, you have experience with that, with Bianca and Fletcher,” Jessie joked with a laugh.

Roman laughed.  “They’re not teenagers,” he said.  Then he joked “But I think Fletcher’s driver’s license might be a fake.”

Jessie rolled her eyes, but then her expression became serious again as Roman ran his fingertip up her slit again.  He said, “Your pussy is beautiful.  Just like the rest of you.” 

Then he leaned down and licked up and down her slit, and swirled his tongue around her clit.  “And you taste fucking good,” he said.

Roman licked Jessie’s clit up and down.  “Oh God!” she cried, her slender fingers clawing at the sheets.

Roman edged her that way for long moments, eating her pussy like an expert.  He repeatedly got her close to an orgasm, then backed off.  Jessie was panting uncontrollably, her moans constant now.

When he judged her ready, Roman moved up her body.  He was on his knees as he opened her legs wide.  “I wanted to get you really wet, so I can get all the way inside you this time.”

“What?” Jessie asked.  She didn’t understand.  “You’ve been all the way inside me.”

Roman shook his head no as he rolled a condom down his cock.  “I haven’t been all the way inside you yet,” he said.

Jessie’s eyes went wide.  “What?” she said, shocked.  The other two times, she’d never felt so full, or so stretched.  Yet, he hadn’t been fully inside her? 

“What do you mean?” she asked.

Roman leaned down and softly kissed Jessie’s lips.  “Your pussy’s so tight,” he said as he kissed her again.  “I didn’t want to hurt you.  So I haven’t gone all the way in yet.”

Jessie looked up at Roman, astonishment written across her pretty face.  Before she could respond, she felt his cockhead pressing against her pussy lips. 

Roman’s face became serious.  He was supporting his weight with his elbows resting on either side of Jessie’s slim body.  He dug his toes into the mattress and pushed forward.  He applied constant pressure, and finally his fat cockhead penetrated Jessie’s pussy.

“Oh god,” Jessie groaned, clenching her teeth.  She felt her pussy lips stretch around the big bulbous cockhead.  Roman applied more pressure and that fat cockhead slid down her canal.  She had never felt so stretched, except for the other two times they’d fucked, and she still wasn’t used to the sensations.  At first it felt a little painful, and then the pain eased into discomfort.  And then the discomfort morphed into pleasure.

It was the kind of pleasure she’d never felt before.  His cock was so tight inside her, it was like he was pressing against every nerve in her pussy.  And the stimulation of those nerves was sending wave after wave of pleasure through her tight body.

Roman kept pushing into her.  Deeper and deeper.  Their first two times together had been rushed, with Ollie either in the room or waiting at home.  Now with her husband away, Roman was able to take his time with Jessie.  With her tight little body.

Jessie was constantly moaning, “Oh god, oh god, oh god …,” by the time Roman stopped pushing into her.  In addition to the stretching, his cock was so deep inside her now.  The thick shaft was pressing against even more nerves now, and the pleasure was incredible.  And it felt like he was pressing against something inside her.

“I’m all the way inside,” Roman said.  His breathing was labored, his handsome face a mix of exertion and pleasure.  “I think I’m hitting your cervix.”

Jessie’s eyes went wide.

Roman saw her look of surprise and asked, “No one’s ever done that to you?”

Jessie shook her head no.

“Does it hurt?” Roman asked.  “Sometimes it hurts a girl when I push against her cervix.”

Jessie was bothered that Roman had so much experience with hitting other girls’ cervixes.  But then she inwardly chastised herself.  Ollie was her husband, not Roman.  Roman was just a hookup, a friend with benefits.  She shouldn’t care what he did with other girls.

So Jessie focused on what her body was experiencing, and said “It doesn’t hurt.  It feels kind of strange.  Mostly it feels good.  You feel really good inside me.”

“You’re so fucking tight!” Roman exclaimed.  Beads of sweat coated his forehead.  “Your pussy feels like a teenager’s.”

Jessie gave a half laugh.  Despite her thoughts a moment ago, she couldn’t help asking “Is my teenager pussy as tight as Fletcher and Bianca’s?”

“You’re way tighter,” Roman said with his own laugh.  “Tighter than Alicia too.  But at least she has the excuse of giving birth 3 times.  I don’t know what Fletcher and Bianca’s deal is.  Maybe they’ve had big-dicked boyfriends all their lives.”

Jessie gave another laugh.  She thought about Ollie and his smaller penis.  Maybe that was why her pussy was so tight, because he’d been her only lover for years.

Her thoughts were interrupted as Roman began pulling out.  Her face became serious, and her lips formed a small O as she experienced the new sensations of his long thick cock pulling out of her.

“Fuck you feel good!” Roman groaned as he experienced his own pleasure as he pulled out.  “Your pussy’s so fucking tight and smooth!”

Roman pulled all the way out, only the tip of his cockhead still inside her, and then he pushed back in.  He went slow, and then a little faster.  He paused briefly to put Jessie’s legs on his shoulders.  Now, with each inward push, he was able to press down hard so his thick shaft rubbed against Jessie’s clit as it disappeared into her pussy. 

Jessie felt her climax building.  It didn’t take much.  She was already so close. 

As Roman pushed in again, stretching her and rubbing against her clit, her body spasmed with a colossal explosion of orgasmic pleasure.  She cried out, “Oh fuck Roman!”   Jessie’s painted toes curled, and her manicured fingers clawed at the sheets as a supernova of orgasmic pleasure exploded in her tight body.

Roman passionately kissed Jessie through her orgasm.  As she recovered, panting, he kept pushing in and out.  She knew he hadn’t cum yet. 

“Roman just give me a minute,” she said breathlessly.  She still felt lightheaded and tingly from the huge orgasm he just gave her.  She wanted a few moments to gather herself, and then she’d let him use her body for his own gratification.

But Roman ignored her words. Instead, he rolled his hips and changed his angle of penetration, then pushed in and out again.  He continued to push in and out, slowly and deeply, each time subtlety changing the penetration angle, a little to the left, then a little to the right.

“Are you close?” Jessie asked.

“Not yet,” he said with a shake of his head, his brow furrowed like he was concentrating, searching for something.  “I’m still working on you.”

“I came already.”

“I know,” Roman said as he pushed in again.  “I’m gonna make you cum again.”

“I can’t cum again that fast,” Jessie told him.  “I’m too sensitive.”

“Your clit’s too sensitive.  Not your g-spot,” Roman said knowingly.

“What?” Jessie asked, not understanding.

In answer, Roman rolled his hips and pushed in again at a slightly different angle.  He asked,  “Does that feel good?”

“What?” Jessie said, still not understanding.  Then she felt it as he pulled out and pushed in again.  “What …?” she asked, the one word coming out like a moan.  She felt it again.  The pleasure.  “What are you doing to me?” she asked, looking bewildered and staring up into his face.

“Have you ever had a g-spot orgasm?” Roman asked.  He locked in on that angle and began pushing in and out, harder, and then faster, rubbing against her g-spot with each in and out thrust.

Jessie looked questioningly up into his face, like she still didn’t understand what he was doing to her.  To her body.  All she knew was, it felt good.  Orgasmic pleasure.  But a different kind of pleasure. 

Her breathing became heavier as that pleasure – the orgasm -- built inside her.  It was a different kind of orgasm.  It wasn’t connected to her clitoris.  No, this orgasm was different.  It was inside her, inside her entire body.

As Roman pumped in and out, the orgasmic pleasure slowly grew, plateaued, and then grew again, getting bigger and stronger.  It was like a wave growing in the ocean.  But this wave wasn’t water but an orgasm.  The orgasmic wave built, getting both higher and broader. 

The pleasure wave never crashed down like a clitoral orgasm, which was a brief intense explosion of pleasure.  Instead, this g-spot orgasm didn’t seem to have a beginning or end, the pleasure just slowly growing and growing until it consumed her entire body. 

“Oh god Roman, oh god, Roman, god!” Jessie moaned.  Her face was hot and she felt like there was an inferno inside her, the way her older female friends described hot flashes.  The orgasm filled her entire body and seemed to go on forever.  “Roman, Roman, Roman ….,” she moaned, her consciousness unable to do anything except chant her lover’s name over and over. 

Finally the orgasm subsided, gradually receding until her body felt weak, like jelly.  She gasped “oh god, oh god, oh god …” as the after-effects of her first g-spot orgasm reverberated through her body. 

Jessie was awestruck.  She had just experienced the best orgasms of her life.  Within minutes of each other.  And they were completely different.  The clitoral orgasm was a supernova of intense orgasmic pleasure centered on her clit and exploding to incredible heights, but lasting just a few moments. 

The g-spot orgasm was a wave of pleasure that slowly grew and grew.  Not intense, but lasting a long time.  The orgasm wasn’t confided to her clit but rippled through her entire body.

As Jessie panted, feeling weak, her main thought was – “What did Roman just do to me?”

“Are you okay?” Roman asked.

“Yeah … I’m … I’m okay …,” Jessie managed to say.  Her brain and body were still on overload.  She found it hard to think or talk.

Roman flipped Jessie onto her stomach.  She was in no position to resist, not that she would have anyway.  With his hands on her hips, he propped up her ass, then he began fucking her fast and hard.  He’d given her pleasure.  Now it was his turn.

Jessie’s pretty face was buried in the mattress and her hands gripped the sheets as Roman fucked her hard. 

Jessie sensed he was about to cum.  Somehow, she retained enough clarity of thought to look back at him and say, “Don’t cum in me Roman.”

At the last moment, Roman pulled out.  He ripped off the condom.  Jessie managed to twist around.  She wrapped her hands around his big cock and rapidly stroked him to completion.  When he came, thick ropes of his cum splashed against her breasts and stomach.


CHAPTER 3 – HOW LONG UNTIL HE RUINS HER?

Ollie was so excited, he was shaking.  The shaking was from deep inside, he couldn’t control it.

So many thoughts and emotions swirled in his head.  In his loins.  In his heart.

Jessie was going to have sex with Roman again.  And she hadn’t asked him.  Yes, she tried calling earlier when he was at dinner, and just asked him a moment ago.  But that wasn’t really asking.  She’d already decided.  She was naked with Roman! She would’ve fucked him whether he called a moment ago or not.

And Jessie made this decision even though she knew – they both knew –this was the worst time of the month for her.  The most dangerous.  Ollie had no doubt she would use condoms with Roman, but already once the condom had ripped.  What if that happened again tonight, and Roman’s virile seed (that impregnated Alisha three times) got into Jessie’s completely unprotected, fertile womb?

But what hit Ollie the hardest … what hit him like a ton of bricks … what tore his guts apart and felt like sharp arrows into his heart … was the fact Jessie took Roman up to their bed.  To their bed! She was going to let Roman fuck her in their marital bed!

In their bed!

All this was making Ollie shake uncontrollably.  It was making his insides queasy, his head ready to burst, his heart tearing apart.  He had never felt so jealous, so anxious, so angry, so … so ….

So excited!

So FUCKING excited!

Laying in the hotel bed, he kicked down his pants and boxers, and wrapped his hand around his cock.  It felt like steel.  He had never been so hard.  So turned on.

His cock was incredibly sensitive.  Ready to explode.

When he grasped the shaft, it felt like shockwaves vibrating through his body.  He knew he wouldn’t last long, and all it took was three up and down jerks of his hand.  Then his body exploded with the most powerful orgasm of his life.  His cock jerked such a strong jet of sperm it hit his chin.

And then Ollie felt something he wasn’t expecting.  Depression, sorrow, regret and indecision.  It was like, in the moments after cumming, with his lust sated and coherent thought returning, all the jealousy and fears crashed down on his soul.  He experienced what he’d read about on Literotica and ourhotwives – angst. 

Ollie lay there a long time, on his back in the hotel bed, his cock soft, jizz on his chest.  As he panted, recovering from his orgasm, he remembered what Roman said, about how Jessie’s pussy felt so good.  How her pussy felt like a tight silk glove.

How her pussy felt so much better than Alicia’s.

Ollie agreed of course.  His wife’s pussy was pristine. 

Unspoiled.

Part of it was good genes – everything about Jessie was perfect.

But also, Ollie knew it was her young age, and also the fact she hadn’t gone through child birth yet.  And, he admitted to himself, his penis was smaller than average.  Jessie’s wasn’t like Alicia – her pussy hadn’t been ravaged by a big cock for years.

Jessie’s pussy – his wife’s pussy – was immaculate.  It was unblemished.  But now Roman had her.  For how long?  Tonight?  Tomorrow?  How long?

How long would it take for Roman and his big cock to ruin Jessie?  To stretch and spoil her young pristine pussy so he could no longer get pleasure from her.  And she could no longer get pleasure from him.

Ollie looked down his body.  And saw he was already hard again. 

He still felt the angst, but now with his lust returning, that angst added to the fire of his passions. 

Ollie wrapped his hand around his hard cock and began to slowly stroke himself.  He closed his eyes and imagined what Roman was doing with his wife’s young sexy body.


CHAPTER 4 – THE BEST SEX OF HER LIFE

After cumming, Roman collapsed onto his back next to Jessie.  They lay there for long moments, the only sounds their collective panting.

Finally, Jessie grabbed the sheet with her hand and wiped the cum from her chest and stomach.  “Can you get me a glass of water?” she asked him.

“Sure,” Roman said.  He climbed out of the bed and walked to the kitchen.

Jessie wasn’t thirsty.  She just needed a moment alone.  As she waited for Roman to return, she was still breathing hard.  Her thinking was muddled, and her body still tingled. 

Her eyes focused on the used condom on the bed.  It was stretched and wet from their juices.  Inside, the condom held some of Roman’s milky pre-cum.

She was still staring at the condom when Roman returned with the glass of water.  He saw what she was looking at.  He probed the condom with his finger.  “It didn’t rip,” he assured her.

“I know it didn’t,” Jessie said softly.  She hadn’t thought it had.  It was just something to look at as she tried to compose her jumbled thoughts.

“Here you go,” Roman said, handling the glass of water to Jessie.

She took it.  She took a sip, looking over the glass at Roman.

He was so freaking handsome.  She reached out a hand and ran her fingers along his close-cropped beard.  “I like this,” she said.  She said it softly, like she was talking to herself. Roman smiled at her.

Jessie ran her fingertips down the cords of his neck.  They felt like steel cables, the kind used to construct skyscrapers.  Then she traced the hard muscles of his pecs with her manicured fingernails.  She’d never been with a man who was so muscular.  So ripped.

Roman began breathing harder.  “You have a nice touch,” he said.

Jessie didn’t answer.  Her pretty blue eyes moved lower.  Over the dark hair from his belly button to the top of this cock.  What they called a man’s happy trail.

And then her eyes were on his cock.  Even soft, it was huge.  It looked like a long thick python running along his thigh.  She still couldn’t believe his size.  She couldn’t believe all that fit inside her.

Then she looked away from his manhood.  Not looking at him, she softly said “You should go.”

Roman looked surprised, and disappointed.  He asked, “You don’t wanna hang out a while?  Maybe go again? Give me a few minutes and I’ll be ready.”

Jessie looked at the clock.  It was past midnight.  She said “It’s late.”

“Come on.  It’s not that late,” Roman urged, moving his hand and cupping her breast.

Jessie pulled away.  Finally she looked at him.  She said “You should go.  I don’t think Ollie would want you here this late.”

Roman and Jessie locked eyes for long moments.  Then finally he nodded.  He got dressed and left.

After he was gone, Jessie collapsed onto the bed.  The bed – the entire bedroom – smelled like sex.  She would change the sheets and open the windows to air out the room tomorrow.  But at that moment she needed time to calm down.  To compose herself.  She needed time to think.

Tonight had been a revelation.  It’d been a shock.

Jessie had already known Roman was good in bed.  Both times before, their sex had been great.

But tonight, things moved up a level.  Two levels.  A thousand levels.

Tonight, Jessie experienced the best sex of her life.  The best FREAKING sex of her life.

And it hadn’t been with her husband Ollie.

It had been with Roman.

And that’s why Jessie told Roman to leave.  Why she needed him to leave. Because this was something she needed to think about.


CHAPTER 5 – PROCREATION OF SPECIES

The next day, on Saturday, Jessie forced herself not to think about Roman.  She thought about work.  The grocery list.  Her mother’s upcoming birthday.  And she busied herself around the apartment.  Especially, she washed the sheets and blankets of the bed, and opened the windows to air out the master bedroom.

Roman called a few times, but she didn’t answer.  She couldn’t handle talking to him, at least until after she spoke to Ollie.

She took a long shower – an extra long shower – and shrubbed herself clean, doing all she could to remove any trace of Roman from her body.  Then she dressed as she knew Ollie liked.  A heavily laced, matching bra and panty set.  Garter belt and stockings.  A dress that hugged her curves.  And high heels.

She wore her hair down.  Wet, pink lipstick, that matched her nails.  His favorite perfume.

Jessie made Ollie’s favorite meal – steak, mashed potatoes and gravy.  She opened a bottle of wine.  She had his favorite scotch – Highland Park – ready for a pre-dinner cocktail.

Then Jessie waited for her husband to come home.  She felt anxious.  Scared.  Confused.

Finally Ollie got home and Jessie rushed into his arms.  He was incredibly lustful.  He dragged Jessie into their bedroom and threw her on the bed. 

Only then, with her skirt flaring up to reveal her garters and stockings, did Ollie take in the vision of his wife.  She looked so beautiful!  So sexy!  So achingly hot!

Ollie felt like a man insane!  He pulled out his hard cock and ripped off Jessie’s panties!  Then he was inside her!  Then he was fucking her hard!

Jessie knew she wasn’t going to cum.  But that was okay.  This was for Ollie.  And she wanted him inside her.  She wanted him fucking her.

She wanted him to reclaim her as his wife.

Afterwards, Jessie snuggled into Ollie’s arms.  She needed that.  So did he.  They both needed the intimacy.  The husband and wife needed to renew their emotional connection.

Then Jessie undressed Ollie.  She pulled down her skirt and fixed her hair and lipstick so she looked perfect again.

Ollie was soft.  She licked his soft shaft to wipe away their combined juices.  Then she licked his balls.  Then she put his soft cock in her mouth.

Ollie was beginning to stiffen.  Jessie opened his legs and knelt between his knees.  Then she did something that Ollie loved.  She slowly and lightly scraped her pink manicured nails down the inside of his thighs. 

Ollie shivered at her caress, and his cock got hard.  Jessie continued to tease his inner thighs with her nails, running from just under his balls to his knees.  Sometimes she ran her nails in circles over his knees, and that made him moan.

As she continued to caress him like this, she asked “Don’t you have questions for me?”

“Were you really with Roman last night?” Ollie asked.

“Yes.”

“You weren’t just teasing me?”

“I wasn’t teasing you.”

Ollie stared at Jessie.  After a few moments, he asked “And you fucked him in our bed?”  His voice was harsher than he intended, but he was very emotional at that moment.

Jessie stopped caressing Ollie and her lips parted in surprise.  She thought back to the stories on the Internet that Ollie encouraged her to read so she could gain a better understanding of his fantasies.  All the stories involved the wife (or fiancée, or girlfriend) having sex with other men. 

In many of the stories, a tension point was when the wife and her lover had sex in the bed she shared with her husband.  Almost always, the authors of those stories call it the “marital bed.”

So now Jessie understood why Ollie was so upset.

“I’m sorry,” Jessie said.  “I wasn’t thinking. We just … I mean, the sofa’s small.  We were just looking for more room.”

Ollie slowly nodded, still staring at his wife.  He said “It’s okay.  I just want you to know, it hit me kind of hard.”

“I won’t do it again,” Jessie promised.

“No, you can,” Ollie said quickly.  “It’s just more intense for me, when you bring him to our apartment, and especially if it’s in our bed.  I just want you to know that.”

“I didn’t want to go to his house, because it was already late and I’d been drinking,” Jessie explained.  “I was afraid I might fall asleep there.”

“I don’t want you to do that,” Ollie said.

“Me either,” Jessie said.  “Unless we talk about it first, and you’re alright with it.”

Ollie’s eyes widened with surprise.  “So you mean, you want to sleep with him?” he asked.  He meant of course, sleep sleep, not sleep sex.

“Well, maybe …,” Jessie said hesitantly.  “If we talk about it first.  And you’re alright with it.”

“I don’t think I’ll ever be alright with it,” Ollie told her.

“And that’s okay,” Jessie said immediately.

They were silent for long moments.  Jessie began caressing his inner thighs again.  Lightly scraping her sweet pink nails over his sensitive flesh.  Ollie’s eyes fluttered at the pleasure.  His breathing got heavier.

“I’m just kind of surprised you picked last night,” Ollie said  “Since you’re probably ovulating right now.”

“I didn’t pick it.  It wasn’t intentional,” Jessie said.  “We just ran into each other at happy hour.  And, well … one thing led to another.”

“And we were really careful,” Jessie continued.  “We used condoms.  And Roman was really sweet.  I told him to pull out, and he pulled out.”

Ollie smiled sheepishly at her.  “It kind of kills me when you say things like that.  When you call him sweet.”

With a laugh he added, “If you say he’s a great fuck, it doesn’t hurt as much.  But when you say he’s sweet, it kills me.  That’s crazy, right?”

Jessie smiled but didn’t say anything.  She didn’t know what to say.

“Sometimes I wonder – and I know this is crazy – but I wonder if Roman wants to get you pregnant,” Ollie said.

Jessie couldn’t help laughing, although not in a mean way.  She said, “God Ollie that is crazy.  He already has 3 kids and I’ve never heard him talk about wanting more.  Although ….”

“What?”

“It’s nothing.”

“Although what, Jessie?  If he said something you have to tell me,” Ollie insisted. 

“It was just, it was the second time we did it, and I insisted we use condoms,” Jessie said.  “And he asked why I was being so anal, because we didn’t use condoms the first time, and I told him that had been a mistake.  I told him I wasn’t on birth control because we were trying to have a baby, and that’s when he made a joke about procreation of species.”

“What do you mean a joke?  What was the joke?”

“That’s it.  Procreation of species,” Jessie said.  “When I told him I wasn’t on birth control, he got hard, and I guess I gave him a funny look.  Because that’s when he said he couldn’t help it, it was instinct.”

“Procreation of species,” Ollie said.

“Yeah.”

Ollie was silent for long moments.

“Don’t go crazy on me Ollie,” Jessie said with a smile in her voice.  “It was a joke.  You just got harder talking about this, just like Roman.  So maybe it is instinct for a man to get horny when he finds out the girl he’s with isn’t on birth control.”

“I was already hard,” Ollie told her.

“I said harder.”

Seeing Ollie’s skeptical look, Jessie said, “Believe me Ollie, I know your cock better than you know your cock, and you got harder. And anyways, now you have major fuck face.”  Jessie always said he had “major fuck face” when he was more horny than usual.

Ollie was frowning at her.  Jessie gave him a playful pout, and then pushed him down onto his back.  She pulled up her skirt and straddled his hips.  Then she lowered herself onto Ollie’s cock.

“You’re loose,” Ollie said as Jessie moved up and down on his shaft.  “Roman stretched you.”

“He’s really thick,” Jessie said.

“And long.”

“Yes.”

“Longer than me?” Ollie asked.

“You know he is Ollie.  You’ve seen it,” Jessie said.

“I want to hear you say it,” Ollie insisted.

“Yes, baby.  Roman’s cock is bigger than yours,” Jessie said.  Then she kissed him.

“Can you feel me inside you?”

“Ollie baby, yes, of course I can feel you,” Jessie assured him.

“I’m just worried, if you keep fucking him, he’ll stretch you out so you can’t feel me anymore,” Ollie said.

“Ollie baby, you’re sounding like those stories you read,” Jessie said with another kiss to his lips.  “That doesn’t happen in real life.”

“So does that mean you want to keep fucking him?”

“I don’t know,” Jessie said. She was still moving up and down on his cock. “I want to talk to you about that?”

“About what?”

“It’s just … I think it might be getting dangerous,” Jessie hesitantly said.  “Because … I might be growing feelings for him.”

Ollie’s eyes grew wide with shock.  Then his body lurched as he orgasmed.


CHAPTER 6 – I’VE NEVER HAD GREAT SEX BEFORE

They were still in bed.  Ollie naked, Jessie still dressed (she still even had her high heels on).  She was still dressed because that’s how Ollie wanted her.

But now Jessie was sipping a Belvedere dirty martini, and Ollie was holding a Waterford crystal glass with two fingers of Highland Park 12 year scotch (with one large ice cube).  The Waterford glass had been a wedding gift, from their registry.

“So what do you mean, you’re growing feelings for him?” Ollie asked.

“It’s just …,” Jessie began, and then stopped.  She took another sip of the martini.  “We were already friends, you know?  So when you have sex with a friend, sometimes you develop feelings for him.”

“I don’t see the problem,” Ollie said.  “Having a friend with benefits is normal nowadays.”

“For a married girl?”

“Yes, for a married girl who plays the games we’re playing.”

“It’s more than that,” Jessie said.

“Then tell me,” Ollie urged.  He could tell she was holding back.

Jessie was silent for long moments.  Then she said “Okay, then, look … the only way I can explain this is to explain it.  And it might hurt your feelings.”

“Jess baby, it’s okay,” Ollie assured his wife.  “You can always tell me anything.  You know that.”

Jessie gave him an appreciative smile.  Then she said “Okay, so, you know how girls say I can’t get enough sex?  Well, I’ve never understood that.  I mean, I like sex, you know that.  But I don’t need it every day.  We do it 2 or 3 times a week, and I’m good with that.  That’s all I need.”

Ollie nodded, encouraging her to continue.

“But last night … I mean Ollie, last night the sex was amazing.  Freaking amazing.  And now, I get it.  When a girl says I can’t get enough sex – what she’s really saying is, I can’t get enough GREAT sex.” 

And then Jessie added, “And what I’ve realized is, until last night, I’ve never had great sex.”

They were silent for a few moments.  Then Jessie said “And that’s where I probably hurt your feelings.”

“Because that includes with me,” Ollie said.

Jessie looked down like she was ashamed.  “Yes,” she said softly.

Ollie gave a half laugh.  He gulped down the rest of the scotch.  “I think I need a refill,” he said. 

“I’ll get it for you,” Jessie said, taking his glass and moving towards the kitchen.  Her high heels clicked-clicked on the hardwood floors.

Ollie got out of bed too.  He put on his boxers and a t-shirt and followed his wife into the kitchen.  When he caught up to her, she had refilled both their glasses.

“I made steak and mashed potatoes,” Jessie said, gesturing to the food on the table.

“Thanks, but I’m not really hungry.”

“Me neither,” Jessie said.  “Maybe we’ll have a liquid dinner tonight.”

“That sounds good,” Ollie said, and they both laughed.


CHAPTER 7 – IT’S JUST A CRUSH

“Okay, so last night you had the best sex of your life,” Ollie began.  Now they were sitting on the sofa in their TV room.  “That’s how it should work, right?  If you’re going to have a lover, he should be better in bed than me.  Otherwise, what’s the point?”

“Yeah I guess,” Jessie said with a half laugh.

“So how does great sex mean you’re developing feelings for him?” Ollie asked.

“I don’t know,” Jessie said, looking at the martini glass in her small hands.  “Maybe it’s just how I am.  Like, how I chose Roman because I wanted to do this with a friend.  I’ve had a few one-night stands -- I’ve told you about them -- but mostly all my sexual relationships have been with men I’ve had a connection with. So ….”

Ollie nodded, again prompting her to continue.

“Roman’s the best lover I’ve ever had in my life,” Jessie told her husband.  “And I’m sorry baby, but that includes you too.  Last night, he took me places I didn’t know existed.  And if I keep seeing him, I know I’ll develop feelings for him.  I know I will.  I won’t be able to help it. It’s how I am.”

“And I’m afraid, if I have feelings for Roman, how that will affect us?  How will it affect our marriage?”

Ollie was silent a long time, taking sips of the scotch.  He didn’t look at Jessie.  Jessie wanted him to look at her, to tell her what he was feeling, but he wouldn’t.  He kept just taking little sips of the scotch.

But finally, Ollie looked at her and said, “I think it’s natural.  I think it’s just a crush.”

“What?”

“It’s the way it is with any new relationship,” Ollie said.  “There’s new relationship energy.  You go through an infatuation period.  That’s what you’re feeling now – NRE.”

Jessie was silent, thinking.  Then she said, “So, what you’re saying is, I’m crushing on Roman?” She spoke slowly like she was considering this new idea in her head.

“Right, it’s a crush,” Ollie said.  “It’s like back in high school and college, before you met me.  You went through all those boyfriends.  They were all like Roman.  And you eventually got tired of them.  Then you met me. I’m different from those guys.  And you married me.”

“So I think it’s okay if you’ve got feeling things for Roman,” Ollie continued.  “You’re crushing on him.  And that’s okay.  You’ll eventually get tired of him just like all those other guys.  It won’t hurt our marriage at all.”

Jessie slowly nodded as she processed her husband’s words.  Roman was like those guys she dated before Ollie.  He was older and more mature, and clearly a good father.  But she remembered how shitty he treated Bianca and Fletcher.  And she remembered how Roman kept photos of his old girlfriends in his living room.  That was a shitty move too.

“Maybe you’re right,” Jessie said slowly, still thinking about it.  “Roman does kind of act like my old boyfriends.”

“You’re just infatuated with him right now.  That’s natural,” Ollie said.  “And it’s hot.  For me.”

Jessie laughed and shook her head.  She didn’t really understand her husband’s fantasies, or what he got out of this.  But after years of talking about it, she just accepted that this was how he was.

“So you should keep seeing him,” Ollie encouraged her.

“Are you sure that’s what you want?” Jessie said looking skeptical.  “I mean, I feel better about it now.  But when you got home you didn’t look happy.  And last night you didn’t sound happy.”

“Last night, a lot happened fast, and I just needed to catch up to it all,” Ollie said.  “And I get jealous and hurt, but I’ve told you, that’s part of it for me.”

“The angst,” Jessie said, repeating a word he had said before.

“Right.  So, I’m okay with all this.  If you are.  Do you want to keep seeing Roman?”

Jessie hesitated only a short moment.  She smiled and said, “Yes.  I think I do.”


CHAPTER 8 – YOU SHOULD SHAVE OFF YOUR LANDING STRIP

On Tuesday, Jessie finished her dance class at Manhattan Motion when the instructor, Brooke, approached her.  “You know we have a tanning salon now?” she asked.

“Oh yeah, I think I heard that,” Jessie said.

“Roman asked me to give you this free coupon,” Brooke said.  With a sly I know what’s going on smile, she added “It’s good only today.  Like, right now.”

“Oh,” Jessie said.

Brooke glanced around to make sure they were alone in the dance studio.  Then she said “I know you and Roman are having an affair.”  Looking at the wedding and engagement rings on Jessie’s left hand, she added “I don’t judge people.  Shit, if Roman was interested in me, I’d probably cheat on my boyfriend too.” 

Jessie’s cheeks flushed.  She wanted to tell Brooke that she wasn’t cheating, that she had her husband’s permission, but that would out Ollie and she didn’t want to do that.

“Do other people know?” Jessie asked.  She was whispering, even though they were alone.

“Bianca and Fletcher have big mouths.  And Roman’s not helping, the way he always talks about you.  But no one else knows.  I just know because I’ve known Roman for a long time and I can tell he’s crazy about you.”

“Crazy about me?” Jessie asked.

“He’s always looking at you, talking about you,” Brooke said.  “I know he dumped Fletcher on Friday to be with you.  He gave her a bullshit story but I know he was with you.  Am I right?”

Jessie nodded.  Brooke laughed and said, “See?  I told you I know my boy!”

Jessie gave a weak smile.  She said “You won’t tell anyone?  Because it would be a major shit storm if it got out.  About me and Roman.  To my husband, I mean.”

“You can trust me,” Brooke promised, and with her fingers she motioned a lock gesture at her lips.  With a laugh she joked, “It may cost you someday though.”

“But here, take this,” Brooke said, putting the coupon in Jessie’s hand.  She grinned as she said, “You might find a surprise when you get to the tanning salon.”

Jessie walked to the tanning salon, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible.  The tanning salon was next to Manhattan Motion.  It was a separate business, but you could get to it through a hallway.  The hallway was empty most of the time.  It led only to the tanning salon and a few little used storage closets.

It was no surprise that Roman was waiting in the tanning salon when Jessie got there. 

Jessie looked around nervously.  Roman said “Don’t worry.  We’re alone.  The tanning salon’s not opening until next week.”

“Then what good is this?” Jessie said, showing him the coupon in her hand.

“Everything works,” Roman said with a wave around the salon.  “So I guess this is the soft opening.  And you’re the only customer.”

Jessie gave a half laugh.  Then she got serious and said “Roman, I told you we have to be careful.  It would hurt Ollie if it got out about us.  The firm he works for is really conservative.  If they found out, it would ruin his career.  And if our friends found out, oh my god, it would be horrible.”

Roman gave an unconcerned smile.  “No one here knows anything,” he said.  “So maybe there are some rumors.  But no one knows anything.  And no one from Ollie’s firm is a member here, right?  None of your friends are members here, right?  So don’t worry so much.  No one will ever find out.”

“I guess …,” Jessie said, not sounding entirely convinced.

“I called Saturday.  And Sunday.  And yesterday.  What?  Are you playing hard to get?”

“I am hard to get, Roman,” Jessie told him.  “I’m married – I have a husband.  Remember?”

“A husband who wants me to fuck you,” Roman reminded her with a grin.

“Well, yeah, there’s that,” Jessie said, and they both laughed.

Roman moved close to her.  He said, “You do look really sexy in leotards and tights.”  He moved his hand up and cupped her breast.  With his other hand, he reached behind her and squeezed her tight, shapely ass.

“Are you still watching me on the security cameras?” she asked with a grin in her voice.

“Only on days that end in Y,” Roman joked.

“Oh my god,” Jessie said with a laugh.  She gave him a lopsided smile and said, “So this coupon thing was all a trick to get me here alone with you?”

“No, it’s really about tanning,” Roman insisted.  “We have a couples tanning bed.”

“Are you freaking serious?”

“It’s a thing nowadays,” Roman said.  “I thought we’d try it out.”

Jessie looked around the tanning salon and joked “Are you sure this isn’t really a sex club?”

Roman laughed.  “That’s my next business,” he joked.

Then they both undressed and got into the couples tanning bed.   The bed was bigger than normal single person tanning beds so they were able to move around.

Jessie’s eyes moved down Roman’s body.  He was so muscular and sexy.  Then her eyes lingered on his cock.  He was still mostly soft, but still his cock reached almost to the middle of his thigh, and it was incredibly thick.

“I still can’t believe how big you are,” she said.  “How do you even get that thing into your pants?”

“Can’t if I’m hard,” Roman told her.

Jessie looked questioningly at him.  “So what do you do if you have a morning woodie?  Jerk off?”

“Let’s just say, I keep baby oil in the shower,” Roman answered with a grin. 

Jessie laughed. “So, baby oil is your lube of choice?”

“It is in the shower.  You know how oil and water don’t mix?  That’s why baby oil works in the shower.”

Jessie laughed again, and joked “Wow. I just learned something new today.”  Roman grinned at her. 

Then Jessie ran her fingertips lightly along his chest hair.  Soft dark hair ran from just above his penis, up his chest, and around his biceps.  She focused her light caresses on the pubic hair from the top of his cock to his belly button.  “This is sexy.  They call this the Happy Trail,” she said with a smile.

“There’s a name for it?” Roman said with a laugh.

“Well, it’s only fair,” Jessie joked back.  “My thing has a name – landing strip.”

“So I guess you think Ollie’s Happy Trail is sexy too,” Roman said.

“He doesn’t really have one.  He doesn’t have a lot of chest hair,” Jessie said.

“He’s more metro,” Roman said.

“Ollie’s not metro.”

“He wears skinny jeans,” Roman said.

“He doesn’t wear freaking skinny jeans,” Jessie said.  “He’s just slim.”

“Okay, okay, no offense intended,” Roman said.  To change the subject, he leaned towards Jessie and kissed her.  They made out for long moments.  When they stopped, they were both panting.

Roman ran his fingertips along Jessie’s landing strip.  “You should shave this off,” he said.

Jessie laughed.  She said, “God, now you sound like Ollie.  He wants me to shave it off too. Not happening though. I don’t want to look like a teenager.”

“Nothing wrong with looking barely legal,” Roman joked. 

Jessie laughed again.  “Yeah, and you would know all about that, right?” she teased.  They both knew she was referring to his young dates.

“You’ve got a hate thing about Bianca and Fletcher,” Roman said.  “You know you’re prettier and hotter than both of them put together, right?”

Jessie’s heart leaped in her chest, loving the compliment he just gave her.  And she was still glowing inside about how Brooke said he was crazy about her.  “Yeah, I’m definitely infatuated,” she thought to herself, remember her conversation with Ollie.

Roman moved his fingers from her landing strip to her pussy.  “You’re wet,” he said as he kissed her.

“Can you do that thing to me again?” Jessie asked him.

“What?”

“The g-spot orgasm,” Jessie said.  She looked almost shy when she said it.

“No one’s ever done that to you before?” Roman asked.

“No.”

“Not Metro Ollie?”

“Stop,” she said with a laugh.

Roman grinned.  “I need to get you wetter,” he told her.  “Like last time.  So I can get deep inside you.”

“Okay,” Jessie said, still sounding shy.

“So I’ll play with your body awhile.  Okay?”

Before Jessie could answer, Roman began caressing her breasts, and kissing just below her ear. 

“Oh god …,” Jessie moaned as her body responded to him.

It didn’t take long for Jessie to get wet enough for Roman to penetrate her deep.  And he did give her another g-spot orgasm.  And he came in her mouth.

And they never got around to turning on the tanning bed.


CHAPTER 9 – GOING ON A DATE

It was like a drug.  The more they did, the more Ollie wanted.  The more Jessie saw Roman – the more she fucked him – the more he wanted his wife to be with her lover.

This scared Ollie.  But like a drug addict, he wasn’t able to control himself.  After one hit, he needed another.  And then another.

When Ollie got home on Monday, Jessie told him what happened in the couples tanning bed that afternoon.  She told him about g-spot orgasms, and how Roman had done that to her Friday night, and how she asked him to do it to her again.  And how Roman did do it to her again.  In the freaking couples tanning bed.

They were in their bed as Jessie told Ollie this.  He was naked, and she wore the same leotard, tights and ballet slippers from earlier that day.  Ollie wanted to see his wife as Roman had seen her.

Jessie knelt between Ollie’s open legs, caressing his inner thighs with her sweet pink fingernails, as she’d done the other day.

“You should go on a date,” Ollie told her, his breathing heavy.

“What?”

“So far it’s all been sex,” Ollie said.  “You should go on a date with him.”

Jessie stopped caressing her husband.  “I don’t even know what that means,” she told him.

“Yes you do,” Ollie insisted.  “You’ve gone on dates.  Lots of dates.”

“Not – since – I’ve – been – with – you,” Jessie said, emphasizing each word.

Ollie smiled.  “This is part of it,” he said.

“Part of what?”

Ollie replied, “Having a boyfriend.”

For long moments, Jessie didn’t say anything.  She just stared at her husband.

Finally, she said, “Exactly how would this work?  Don’t you worry about people seeing me with Roman?”

“We’d go someplace.  Like Brooklyn.  No one goes there.  Especially since KD got traded.”

Jessie grimaced at his joke.  She didn’t even like basketball.

Then she said, “And you’ll be okay with that?  If I go out with Roman?”

“I’ll wait at home.  And then watch you with him when you get home.”

“And you’ll be okay with that?” Jessie asked again.

“I told you, the ---.”

“The angst gets you hot,” Jessie said, finishing his sentence.  She gave him a chagrined look.  “You’re freaking crazy,” she said.

Then Jessie lowered her head and swallowed her husband’s hard cock into her mouth.

§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§

The discussion continued the next day.  Again with Jessie fully dressed, still in her work clothes.  She wore a tailored white button-up blouse, a slim black pinpoint skirt that ended just above her knees, dark hose and shiny black high heels.

Ollie was naked, his legs spread.  Jessie knelt between his knees, hiking up the tight skirt a bit to do so.  She was slowly and lightly scraping her manicured nails across his sensitive inner thighs.  This had become their favorite pillow talk position.  Jessie liked her husband to be naked when they did this.  And Ollie liked his wife to be fully dressed.

“Did you talk to him today?” he asked.

“No … he called me though ….”

“You didn’t answer?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to freaking make sure you’re okay with this,” Jessie said with exasperation.

Ollie smiled.  Jessie looked incredibly cute when she was irritated.

“How exactly would this work?  If I go on a date with him?” Jessie asked.  “You know I’m freaked about this.”

“Would it help if I went with you?”

“How would that make it better?” Jessie said with even more exasperation.

“You wouldn’t be with me.  You’ll be with him.  I’ll be your platonic friend.  Like, from college,” Ollie said. 

“I’m not sure I can do that,” Jessie said doubtfully.  “If you’re there, of course I’d be with you.”

“Maybe at first.  But you’re crushing on him right?  And he’s a player.  I doubt it’ll be too long before you’re on his arm instead of mine.”

Jessie looked skeptically at him.  She asked, “And you’ll be okay with that?”

“No, it’ll kill me.  But --- ….”

“The angst gets you hot,” Jessie said, finishing his sentence.  This time, she got on top of him and guided his hard cock into her pussy.

§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§

It was all set for Friday night.  As they got ready, Ollie said to Jessie “It’s important you treat me like your platonic friend from college.”

“I’ll try,” Jessie said.  She was in the middle of doing her hair and makeup.

“I’ll wait in the TV room,” Ollie said.  “As your buddy from college, I shouldn’t see you like this.”

Jessie was in her bra and panties as she blew out her hair.  She stared at her husband for long moments.  Finally, she nodded her head.

Roman arrived about 45 minutes later.  Since Ollie was there, it wasn’t necessary to be so careful coming to their apartment.  “Jessie’s still getting ready,” Ollie told Roman.  “How’s Alicia?”

“Bitchy as always,” Roman said with an unconcerned shrug.  Ollie laughed, but it was an uncomfortable laugh.

Jessie emerged from the bedroom a moment later. 

She looked like a movie star!  Like a super model!

“Wow,” Roman said, in awe, as she walked towards him.  Jessie turned so her back was to Roman.  “Can you zip me?”

Jessie looked at Ollie as Roman zipped her.  Her message was clear.  You want me to be with Roman?  Fine.  I’m with Roman.

Then Jessie handed her lipstick and ID to Roman.  “Can you hold these for me?” she asked.  Once again she looked at Ollie as she said this.  Again her message was clear.  Roman is my date tonight.  Not you.

They ubered to Sweet Polly in Brooklyn.  Roman picked it.  He said it was a trendy club with creative, craft cocktails.  Very crowded, and the lights were low.  So even if people they knew were there (which was doubtful), it was unlikely anyone would see them.

Ollie sat shot gun next to the uber driver.  Jessie sat next to Roman in the back seat.  They were the couple.  He was the tag along.

Ollie’s insides were churning.  He realized this was the first time since they began dating in college that they weren’t sitting next to each other.

Roman put his arm around Jessie.  She felt awkward so she stiffened when he put his arm around her.

“You look beautiful,” Roman said into her ear.  He was whispering but Ollie could hear (so could the uber driver for that matter).

“Thank you,” Jessie said tersely, still feeling awkward.

“We opened the tanning salon today,” Roman told her.

“I thought it was supposed to be next week.”

“We opened early.”

“That’s awesome,” Jessie said.

“It was packed today,” Roman said.

“That’s awesome Romes.  I’m really happy for you,” Jessie said.

Roman grinned at her, clearing liking her words.  And he liked when she called him Romes.

“I’ve got a book of coupons for you,” he told her.

“Oh I bet you do,” Jessie said with a laugh.

“No really, these are legit,” Roman insisted.  Then he joked, “And you could use a few tanning sessions. You’re looking kind of pale.”

“Ok, so, is this your best pick-up line?  Because I think you need to work on it.”

“Hey, I’ve got a great pick-up line.  You wanna hear it?”

“Sure.  Hit me with it,” Jessie said, grinning.

Roman put a serious look on his face, and said “Do you live here?”

“… because I need directions ….”

“…. to your house.”

“Oh – my – god,” Jessie said, laughing.  “That’s so bad.  How did you ever get Bianca and Fletcher to go out with you?”

With a sly grin, Roman put Jessie’s hand on his crotch.  He said, “With chicks I just make sure they know I’ve got this.  Like that time I stood over you when you were lifting.”

Jessie’s jaw dropped.  “You did that on purpose?” she asked, shocked.

“Do you really think I go commando at the gym?” Roman said with a laugh.

Jessie laughed back, and gave his cock a squeeze through his pants.

In the front seat, Ollie listened to his wife flirting with Roman.  He marveled at how fast Roman worked.  He put Jessie at ease, as she was still feeling awkward about going on this date when she got into the uber.  And he manipulated the dynamic between the three of them, so now it was clear Jessie was his date, as opposed to being his wife.  And he’d done all this while the uber was just a few minutes from their apartment and still in Manhattan, still a couple of miles from the Brooklyn Bridge.

Ollie felt all of this in his gut.  In his heart.  In his loins.

He felt Jessie slipping away.  From him to Roman.  From being his wife to being Roman’s date. 

It hurt seeing Jessie so familiar with Roman.  She should be that way only with him.  But she was Roman’s date tonight.  She was with Roman, not him.

It was scary.  He was so jealous. 

But god, all this was so thrilling!

It was like a drug.  And even though Ollie knew it was dangerous, he wanted more.  He craved more.


CHAPTER 10 – MR. AND MRS. DI SALVO

Jessie was on Roman’s arm as they walked into Sweet Polly. Clearly she was feeling more comfortable about this date thing.

Ollie followed behind.  He was already feeling like a third wheel.  And he loved it.  He hated it.  But he loved it.

Roman had made a reservation so they went to the hostess stand.   “Oh yes, I see you here,” the pretty young hostess said as she looked at her iPad.  “Right this way, Mr. and Mrs. Di Salvo.”

Ollie was taken aback.  Di Salvo was Roman’s last name.  It was jarring for him to hear Jessie referred to as another man’s wife.

Their table was a booth.  Jessie slid in, with Roman and Ollie on either side of her.  At first, Jessie instinctively sat closer to Ollie with a good amount of space between her and Roman.  But then she remembered.  She slid over towards Roman.  Now she sat close to Roman, with a lot of space between her and Ollie.  Even though it was a booth, it was like he sat across the table from Jessie and Roman.  Ollie felt like there was an ocean between him and his wife.

Roman smiled at Jessie.  He put his arm around her.  This time, unlike in the uber, she didn’t freeze up at the gesture.   She did appear to feel awkward though when she looked across the table at Ollie. 

Ollie wanted Jessie to feel comfortable.  So he gave Jessie a supportive smile, even though his insides were churning.

Roman said, “Hey Ollie, sorry for the mix up with the hostess.  I didn’t make the reservation that way.  The hostess just assumed Jessie and I were married.”

Ollie shrugged and said “It was a honest mistake.  You’re both wearing wedding rings, and you walked in together.  So it was natural for the hostess to assume you were married.”

“You’re okay with my arm around Jessie?” Roman asked.

“Sure.  You two are on a date,” Ollie said.  With a forced smile, he added “I’m the third wheel here.”

“Oh Ollie, you’re not a third wheel,” Jessie insisted.  Ollie gave her that same forced smile, but he felt a tight clamp around his heart since what she said was exactly the type of thing you would say to a third wheel.

Ollie felt even more like a third wheel as the drinks began flowing and the conversation became animated.  But the conversation was mostly between Roman and Jessie. 

Jessie seemed enthralled by whatever Roman said, and she laughed at all his jokes.  It killed Ollie to see his wife acting this way with another man.  Especially the way Jessie looked into Roman’s eyes as he talked to her.  But it was thrilling too.  He truly began to understand the deliciousness of cuckold angst.

They ordered a charcuterie plate of various cheeses from France and Italy.  It became a game, as they tried each cheese and then talked about what they liked and didn’t like about it. 

But soon the game was just between Roman and Jessie.  And it quickly evolved to Jessie taking a bite of a cheese, and then feeding the rest of the cheese to Roman, with a lot of talking and laughing in between.

As Ollie watched Jessie interacting with Roman, he felt more like a third wheel.  And it really hurt to see Jessie feeding food into Roman’s mouth.  They looked like a couple at the beginning stages of a romantic relationship.  Which they were. 

And that realization was killing Ollie.  Yes, he found it thrilling and exciting.  But now he was beginning to think all this was a mistake.  Jessie “dating” Roman was too much.  Ollie found it strange.  It was easier for him to see Jessie fucking Roman, than dating him.

Jessie eventually realized she was giving too much attention to Roman and ignoring Ollie.  The cheese plate was mostly empty.  “Oh Ollie, I’m sorry, we ate most of the cheese,” she said.  “You take the rest.”

And then Jessie realized she’d been feeding the cheeses to Roman, and not to Ollie.  She picked up one of the cheese and brought it to Ollie’s mouth.  “Here baby, try this one, it’s good,” she said. 

Ollie took the cheese into his mouth, and said “It’s good.”  But inside he was dying.  He felt like Jessie feeding the left-over cheese to him was like giving him a pity fuck. 


CHAPTER 11 – DO YOU KNOW WHAT A WALL FUCK IS?

“Hey Jessie, you want to grab some air?” Roman asked.  He got out of the booth and offered his hand to her.

Jessie looked from Roman to Ollie.  She said “Is that okay Ollie?  Are you alright?”

“Sure, I’m fine,” Ollie lied.  With that fake smile planted on his face again, he said “You guys go ahead.”

As soon as they were gone, Ollie ordered a double scotch.  This “date” thing was harder than he imagined.  He was going to need alcohol to get through the evening.  And he was happy to be alone for a while.  He needed to compose himself.  And his emotions.

Roman led Jessie out a side door into an alley.  “This alley look familiar to you?” he joked.  He was referring to the time he found her sucking face with a guy with his hand up her skirt.

“Oh god, don’t remind me,” Jessie said with a laugh.  She was comfortable enough with Roman now, that she could laugh about that experience.

Then her brow furrowed in concern.  “I’m worried about Ollie.  I don’t think he’s having fun.”

“He’s getting what he wants, right?” Roman said.  “He wants to watch you on a date with me.”

“I guess ….”

“I’m having fun,” Roman said smiling at her.  “It’s great spending time with you.”

Then seeing the concern on her pretty face, he said “But you’re not having fun.  You’re worried about Ollie.”

“I mean, I am having fun,” Jessie said.  “But I’m worried about Ollie too.”

“Maybe our next date, we can go just you and me,” Roman suggested.

“You think there will be a next date?”

“If it’s up to me there will,” Roman said.  Then he pulled Jessie into his arms and kissed her. 

Jessie kissed him back.  Soon their hands were exploring each other.

“You know that time I saw you?” Roman said between kisses. “With that guy’s hand up your skirt?”

“Yeah,” Jessie said, pushing her tongue into his mouth.

“You looked so fucking good,” Roman said.  “I wanted to be that guy.  I wanted to fuck you.  And you know what?”

“What?” Jessie said breathlessly.

“Tonight, I am that guy,” Roman told her.  Jessie looked at him, startled.

Then Roman roughly twisted her around so her back was to him.  Then he pushed her against the brick wall of the alley. Her pretty face was pressed against the roughness of the bricks.

“You ever been wall fucked?” Roman asked as he pulled up her skirt.  “You know what that is?”

Roman reached a hand around her front, and began fingering her.  As he did, he kissed the back of her neck below her ear.

“Oh god Roman,” Jessie moaned.

“You’re so wet!” Roman hissed.  “Are you wet for me Jessie?”

“Oh god yes!” Jessie told him.

“Me?  Not Ollie?”

“You!”

Roman grabbed her long blonde hair and roughly pulled her head back.  Then he opened his mouth and sucked hard at the crook of her neck.  At the same time, with his free hand, he roughly groped and squeezed her breast through her dress.

“Is this what you want Jessie?” Roman growled.

“Yes!”

“Tell me what you want!”

“I want you to use me!” Jessie cried.

Roman took out his cock and hurriedly rolled on a condom.  He pulled one of her stockinged legs off the pavement and to the side to open her up to him. Then, after pulling her thong to the side, he roughly penetrated Jessie’s wet pussy with his big hard cock.

“Oh god!” Jessie cried at the sudden penetration.

Then Roman was ramming into Jessie’s pussy.  Their sex didn’t last long.  Jessie came first, crying out as the orgasm ripped her body. 

Just before his own orgasm, Roman pulled out, jerked off the condom and shot his spunk onto Jessie tight shapely ass.

And they panted, recovering from their orgasms, Roman tenderly held her.  Her back was still to him.  Her face still pressed against the brick wall. “Sorry,” he said.  “Sometimes I like it rough.”

“That’s okay,” Jessie said, still panting.

“You like it rough?” he asked.

“Sometimes,” Jessie panted.

“You do?” Roman asked.

“I like it rough,” Jessie said.

“Metro Ollie do you that way?”

“No,” Jessie answered.

§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§

“Where’s Jessie?” Ollie asked as Roman slid back into the booth.

“She’s in the bathroom,” Roman said.  “Cleaning up.”

Ollie stared at Roman.  Then he said “You just fucked her?”

Roman grinned and gave a helpless shrug.  He said “Sorry man.  She just looked too good tonight.  I couldn’t wait.”

Before Ollie could respond, Jessie appeared.  She slid into the booth so she was next to Ollie, not Roman.  “Hey baby,” she softly said to him.  She hugged his arm, burying her face into his shoulder.

Jessie didn’t look just fucked.  Except for her flushed cheeks.  And she was still breathing hard. 

And she had a major hickey in the crook of her neck.

Ollie moved her hair aside so he could get a better look at it.  He frowned at the sight of it.  He knew the bruise would be bigger tomorrow.

“I’m sorry about that,” Jessie said to him.

Ollie glared at Roman.  “I don’t want you to mark her,” he told him. 

“Won’t happen again,” Roman promised, his hands out in surrender.

“Maybe we should go,” Jessie said to her husband.

“Just you and me?  Or all three of us?”

“I thought the plan was all three of us,” Jessie said cautiously.

Ollie nodded curtly.

§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§

When the uber arrived, Jessie said to Roman, “Can you follow us?”

“Sure,” Roman said agreeably.

Jessie and Ollie got into the uber.  “Did he hurt you?” Ollie asked.  They whispered so the uber driver couldn’t hear.

“No.”

“Then how did you get that hickey?”

“He was rough.”

As Ollie started to get riled up, Jessie hugged his arm hard.  “I don’t want him to be you Ollie,” she said.  “You make love to me.  Roman fucks me.”

“I can be rough,” Ollie told her.

“I don’t want you to be rough,” Jessie replied.  “You’re gentle and loving.  That’s you.  That’s what I want.”

They looked at each other for long moments.  Then Jessie said “Can you give me a twenty?”

Ollie didn’t understand.  But he reached into his wallet and handed her a twenty.

Jessie took the twenty and gave it to the uber driver.

“What’s this?” the driver asked.

“Don’t look back here,” Jessie told him.

Then she looked back at her husband.  “I promise I’ll make you cum more than him,” she said. 

Then Jessie took out her husband’s cock and went down on him.


CHAPTER 12 – I WANT YOU TO USE MY BODY!

Ollie and Jessie weren’t home for long – barely enough time for Jessie to brush her teeth -- when there was a knock at the door. “I’ll get it,” Jessie said.  It was Roman of course.

Jessie let him in and closed the door.  Then she reached up on her tiptoes and kissed him hello. 

She looked over to Ollie.  “Is this okay?” she asked.

Ollie nodded.  He said “You’re still on your date.”

Jessie smiled at him.  Then she turned her attention back to Roman.  “Do you want anything?” she asked.

“Maybe a beer,” Roman said.

Jessie nodded and moved towards the kitchen.  Ollie thought she was going to ignore him again, but as she passed, she kissed him on the lips.  She grinned and and said, “I know what you want, mister.”

Jessie returned from the kitchen after a few moments.  She handed Ollie one of their Waterford crystal glasses with 2 fingers of Highland Park and one large ice cube. 

She leaned over and whispered into his ear, “You’re really okay with this?”

Ollie felt better after the attention Jessie gave him in the uber.  He nodded and said “Definitely.”

Jessie smiled at her husband, then walked over to Roman holding a beer.  “You’re not drinking?” he asked.

Jessie grinned.  She took a drink of the beer then handed the bottle to him.

“So we’re sharing?” Roman asked with a grin.

“No, you’re drinking the beer,” Jessie said.  At the same time she pushed against his chest and he fell onto the sofa.  “And I’m going to suck you off.”

Jessie got on her knees and knelt between Roman’s open legs.  “I guess I better get this monster out before it gets too hard,” she joked, referring to their conversation from the couples tanning bed.

Jessie pulled down Roman’s loose jeans and fitted boxers.  His cock was mostly soft, but still freaking huge. 

Jessie took his cock into her hands. It was so heavy it took both of her small hands to hold it.  She began licking up and down.  She licked slow, savoring it, and it began to stiffen.

Jessie licked down the underside.  Then she moved to his balls, using one hand to push his still semi-soft shaft towards his belly button.  This gave her unimpeded access to his balls.  She used her free hand to caress one ball, while using her tongue to caress and lick the other, moving back and forth.  Roman moaned.

At that point, he was fully hard.  Given its immense weight, it seemed to defy gravity by standing up almost straight, with just a slight lean towards his muscular chest.

Jessie moved up his body.  She leaned into him so his hard cock pressed against her flat taut stomach.  She kissed him open mouth.  They kissed and tongued each other.  As they made out, Jessie scraped her sweet pink manicured fingernails up and down Roman’s chest and arms, tracing the ridges of his hard biceps, pecs, and six pack.

“God, fuck Jessie,” Roman moaned at the pleasure of her caresses.

Jessie returned to her knees between Roman’s open legs.  Now with him hard, Jessie spend more time licking up and down.  She used her tongue to trace the outline of the thick vein on the underside, and the two thinner veins curving up each side.

Jessie rose up a bit on her knees to provide her with easier access.  She licked the cockhead for long moments.  Then she opened her painted lips wide and took the fat cockhead into her mouth.  She sucked and licked the cockhead both at the same time.  Roman’s body stiffened and he moaned at the pleasure.

Ollie watched in awe as Jessie went down on Roman.  He had never seen her like this.  It was like she was worshipping Roman’s cock. 

Jessie had never spent so much time sucking him.  Usually she sucked him to get him hard for intercourse, or she sucked him to completion but typically it took him just minutes to cum (like in the uber not too long ago).

Ollie ached seeing how much his wife appeared to adore Roman’s long, thick cock.  He felt jealous and aroused as she spent so much time pleasuring Roman with her mouth.  Especially since she’d never taken so much time or effort with him.

Ollie couldn’t help it.  He pulled his pants down and began stroking himself, his eyes fixed on Roman’s cock in Jessie’s mouth.

Roman reached down to fondle Jessie’s breasts.  She was still in her dress.  So she took his cock out of her mouth and reached behind her. 

Ollie briefly hoped Jessie would ask him to unzip her, because at least then she would be including him.  As it were, it seemed she had forgotten he was even in the room.  But it would be too humiliating for Ollie to undress his wife for Roman.  His fantasies didn’t extend that far.  So he remained seated as Jessie reached back and unzipped herself. 

Then Jessie stood up momentarily, to pull down her dress.  It was tight so she had to wiggle it down her body and long legs.  Once around her ankles, she kicked the dress to the side. 

Now Jessie was left in her lacy black bra and thong panties, and black thigh highs.  She’d worn a push up bra to give herself more cleavage.  She also still wore her high heels -- Christian Louboutin So Kate 4 inch stiletto pumps.  (They were the same heels Kate Middleton often wore.  In fact, that’s why Jessie had bought the heels, since she adored the Royals.)

“Fuck you’re so sexy!” Roman said, looking her up and down.

Jessie smiled at him.  She bundled her soft blonde locks in her hands, as if posing for him.  Then she let her hair fall back down as she got onto her knees again.

Ollie’s cock got harder at the sight.  With the dress off and the way she knelt on her knees, Jessie’s lacy thong was between her tight curvy ass cheeks, and the black silk of her stockings looked so sexy next to the lily white of her soft skin.  Also, the sexy red soles of the Louboutin high heels were clearly visible.  And with Jessie kneeling between the muscular thighs of the handsome and ripped Roman, it looked like a scene from the hottest Penthouse photo spread.  Ollie was so hard, he felt like he would burst at any moment.

Jessie took Roman’s cock in her hands again, and then swallowed as much of his big cockhead and thick shaft into her mouth as she could. 

Ollie swallowed hard watching his wife’s head and her beautiful blonde hair bob up and down on Roman’s cock.

Jessie seemed to remember Ollie was there.  While still holding Roman’s shaft with both hands, she pulled her mouth off his cockhead and looked back at her husband.  Her lips were wet with saliva and pre-cum.  She gave him a weak smile, then her eyes lowered to his crotch.  She saw he was jerking himself off.

Jessie saw that Ollie was masturbating by forming a circle with his thumb and forefinger.  He wrapped and tightened that circle around his shaft, stroking up and down his thin, 4 inch penis. 

Jessie knew Ollie masturbated this way, as she had seen him do it many times.  But with Roman’s cock in her hands – it took both her hands to hold it, and even still she struggled with its length, thickness, and weight – she was struck again by the huge size difference between Roman’s manhood, and her husband’s. 

It made Jessie envy Alisha, as she’d had Roman’s big cock to enjoy for the many years of their marriage.  And it made her feel – guiltily – that she’d been missing something during the years of being with Ollie.

Abruptly Roman grabbed Jessie’s hair and pulled her off his cock.  He jerked her hair hard, making Jessie wince in pain.  He growled “Where do you want this cock?!”

“Inside me!” Jessie whined.

“Where?!” Roman growled again.

“I want your cock inside me!” Jessie said pleadingly.  “Please!  Fuck me with your cock!”

Ollie’s eyes rose in surprise at this.  He had never seen this submissive side of Jessie.  He had never heard her beg for sex.  His feelings of inadequacy, of being unable to bring out the full passions and desires of his wife, intensified.

Roman threw Jessie onto her stomach on the sofa.  He rolled on a condom as he moved towards her.

“You like it rough?” he growled into her ear.

“Yes!” Jessie said.

“What do you want?”

“I want you to use me!” Jessie said.

“Say it again!”

“I want your cock in my pussy!  I want you to use my body!”

Roman rippled off her panties.  Then he pulled her ass up so she was in doggy position, and rammed his cock into her pussy.  Jessie screamed at the penetration. Then he fucked her hard, seemingly uncaring about her pleasure.

But this was exactly how Jessie wanted to be taken, because within moments she came.  Ollie watched as she screamed with her climax, her fingers and their sweet pink nails clawing into the sofa cushions as orgasmic pleasure exploded in her tight little body.

Roman twisted her around so now Jessie was facing him.  He continued fucking her hard, but now he was kissing her, plunging his tongue into her mouth, the same way he was thrusting his cock into her pussy.  Moments later, Roman roared as he came.  He pumped hard into Jessie as he ejaculated, the thin fragile latex of the condom being the only thing preventing his fertile seed from entering Jessie’s unprotected womb.

Ollie was breathing hard as he witnessed this.  And then he felt like he was falling into a dark deep abyss when he remembered.

Jessie was still probably ovulating.


CHAPTER 13 – JESSIE MAKES OLLIE WEAR A CONDOM

Roman lay on top of Jessie for long moments as they panted into each other’s faces.  Finally he pulled out.  “Go slow,” she told him.

“I know the routine,” Roman said with a chuckle.

Once he was out a few inches, Jessie reached between their bodies and held the condom so it wouldn’t fall off as he pulled out the rest of the way. 

Ollie watched this play out.  He was grateful Jessie was being so careful.  That was something, at least.

Roman tried to kiss and snuggle with Jessie after his cock was out, but Jessie said “Can you give me a minute with Ollie?”

Roman stood up.  With a chuckled he joked “Okay but remember it’s still our date night.”  Then he walked to the bathroom to clean up.

Jessie walked over to her husband.  “Are you alright?” she asked.

“Yes,” Ollie lied.  He was anything but alright.  But he was determined not to look weak in front of his wife.

“You haven’t cum yet,” Jessie said, looking at his cock.  He was still hard.

“No, not yet,” Ollie said.  That was the truth.  At least not since cumming in her mouth in the uber.

Ollie was sitting in the love seat.  There was more than enough room for Jessie to climb on top and straddle his hips.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and they kissed.  Ollie ran his hands over Jessie’s tight ass and her shapely stockinged legs.

For Ollie, kissing Jessie this way was like the sun coming out after a long gloomy day.  He desperately needed this reconnection with his wife.

“Do you think Roman stretched me?  Do you think I’ll feel loose?” Jessie asked.  She was grinning at him.  Teasing him. She was learning what buttons to push to excite him.  She confirmed it when she said “I know that gets you hot.”

“I need to be inside you,” Ollie said, pushing up towards his wife’s pussy.  He needed sexual release, yes.  But even more so, he needed more physical and emotional reconnection with his wife.

“Can you do something for me?” Jessie asked.  “I know it’s a lot to ask.  But can you wear a condom?”

“What? Why?”

“Because Roman doesn’t like the idea of your cum in me when he’s inside me,” Jessie explained.  She tried to lighten the mood by joking, “I guess it’s a guy thing.  You probably wouldn’t like that either.”

Ollie felt his insides tighten up.  That clamp around his heart again.

“So tonight’s still going on?” he asked.  “You’re going to have sex with him again?”

Jessie looked warily at her husband.  “Is that okay?” she asked cautiously. 

“Sure it’s okay.  I was just wondering,” Ollie assured her. 

No, it was not okay with him.  But he didn’t feel like he could pull the plug on the evening, since the date idea had been his.  He was the one who started all this.  And he didn’t want to pull the rug out from under Jessie like he’d done in the past.

Jessie produced a condom from somewhere.  It was one of his condoms, a normal size condom, not one of Roman’s huge Giant-Man sized condoms.  The fact she had it handy made Ollie wonder.  She planned this ahead of time, he thought.

Jessie rolled the condom down Ollie’s shaft.  Then, with her hand between their bodies, she guided him into her.

Jessie’s pussy was loose.  That inflamed his desires.  And it worried him.  He remembered his earlier thoughts, about Roman ruining his wife’s pristine pussy.  Yet those fears made him hot too.

Ollie wished he could fuck Jessie rough and hard like Roman.  But he could never treat Jessie that way.  To him, she was his delicate flower.  He adored her.  He could never fuck her the way Roman had.  And it wasn’t his personality anyway.

Ollie didn’t last long.  Within moments he was grunting his climax and shooting his sperm into the condom.

Jessie hugged and kissed him for long moments.  Then she pulled off of him.  She got on her knees and took off the condom.  She threw the condom away in a bundle of tissues, then kissed and licked Ollie’s cock clean.

“Be right back,” Jessie said.  With Roman still in the bathroom, she went into the kitchen.  She brushed her teeth and swirled mouthwash in her mouth. 

When she returned to Ollie, she grinned and joked “Don’t want cum breath.”

Ollie slowly nodded.  He thought, She planned this, putting her tooth brush and mouthwash in the kitchen.  And she hadn’t been worried about cum breath when she kissed him after going down on Roman. All this made Ollie’s heart sink.  The angst felt overwhelming. 

But he didn’t show it.  Again, he didn’t want to look weak in front of Jessie.

Then Jesse sent more daggers into his heart.  She asked,“Would it be okay if we moved into the bedroom?”

Ollie should have been ready for her question.  But he wasn’t.  Her question killed him. 

But again he put up a brave front.  Ollie plastered that fake smile on his face and said “Sure.”

Jessie grinned.  She pressed her almost naked body against him and said “This way it’ll be more exciting for you.  If Roman fucks me in our marital bed.”

Despite everything, Ollie felt his lust returning.  Yes, Jessie was learning how to push his buttons.

Roman came back into the TV room and she took his hand.  “He said it’s okay,” she said.  She took Roman’s hand and led him into their bedroom.

Now Ollie was certain.  They had planned all of this in advance.  The two of them.  They planned this behind his back.

And it hurt even more that Jessie – his wife – referred to him as “he.”  Like Roman was the main man in her life, instead of him.

As Jessie and Roman disappeared into their bedroom, Ollie collapsed back into the love seat.  Too many things had happened in too short of time.  He needed a moment to compose himself.  To rein in his emotions.

But then he heard moans coming from the bedroom.  Jessie’s moans.  And he felt his cock getting hard again.

Steeling himself for what was to come next, he got up and moved towards the bedroom.

TO BE CONTINUED IN --

Opening Pandora’s Box

Book Four: Jessie Loses Herself In Roman


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Just a couple of short notes.

Sweet Polly does indeed exist in Brooklyn at 71 Sixth Avenue.  It’s a cozy-chic bar.  I hope they don’t mind Roman taking Jessie there for their date.  The adorable couple told me they enjoyed Sweet Polly’s cheese plate, even though it caused Ollie some angst.

Of course, Christian Louboutin So Kate high heels are a real thing.  Kate Middleton does wear Louboutins, in fact Christian himself gave her a few pairs.  Although I don’t know if she actually wears So Kates.  But anyway, Jessie likes So Kates for the additional reason they were named after Kate Moss.
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