
        
            
                
            
        

    
  Playing at Work is Dangerous

  Ch. 01 - Loving Wives - He finds it's dangerous for his wife to flirt at work


  Jen added a few more numbers to the spreadsheet, then swiveled her chair to look at Randy. "See, it's all fixed."


  Randy smiled. "Jen, thanks, you're a life saver."


  Jen smiled at the compliment. As a mid-level account executive, she was happy to help wherever she could, especially when it was for a senior executive like Randy. She swiveled back to face the computer and pointed at the computer screen. "If you need to go back to where you started, just change these two numbers. Do you see how this works?"


  Jen spoke on for a few moments before she realized Randy hadn't responded. She glanced behind her. Instead of looking at the screen, Randy's eyes were on her legs. Startled, Jen quickly looked back at the screen. She glanced down at her lap. In swiveling back and forth, her skirt had risen, exposing most of her legs. Her skirt had risen so far, in fact, that about a half inch of her lacy stocking tops could be seen.


  She suddenly felt uncomfortable, being so exposed, and knowing Randy's eyes were on her. Trying to act normally, she continued talking. "And you just have to change these numbers if you want to include other markets," Jen said, trying to keep her rising nervousness out of her voice.


  Jen glanced at the photo on her desk, of her husband Michael. Thinking of her husband, and steeling her nerves, she scrolled to another part of the spreadsheet. "Let me show you something else I fixed." As she played with the mouse, Jen casually crossed her legs. She felt the skirt inch further up her legs. She didn't dare look down, knowing that more of her stocking tops were exposed.


  Jen continued her tour of the spreadsheet. She felt the executive's eyes on her. Finally, Randy stood up. "Jen, I'm very impressed with your work." He put his hand on Jen's shoulder. "Keep up the good work." Randy's hand lingered on Jen's shoulder. With his thumb he rubbed along her bra strap, over the light material of her blouse.


  Jen blushed, uncomfortable with Randy's hand on her. "Uh, thanks, I will," she managed to say.


  Randy smiled. He squeezed Jen's shoulder, and then turned to leave. Jen couldn't help noticing the tent formed in Randy's pants.


  **************************


  Michael slowly fucked his wife. He was so excited. He willed himself not to cum too quickly.


  "You're sure he saw your stocking tops?" Michael urgently said in his wife's ear.


  "Yeah," Jen moaned, pushing up to meet her husband's thrusts. Michael was fucking her so good. She loved it when he was this excited. He felt so good ... and soooo hard.


  "I let my skirt ride up my legs," Jen continued. "He definitely saw my stocking tops. Maybe even the straps of my garter belt.


  "Oh god," Michael groaned. He clenched his eyes shut, painting the picture in his head of his pretty wife revealing her long shapely legs to the senior executive. "Did he touch you? Rub his hand along your stocking tops? Did he?"


  "No, but you wish he had, don't you?" Jen sexily taunted. She took her husband's hand and guided him to her lacy stocking tops. "You wish he'd touched me here, don't you?"


  "Yes, yes!"


  Jen felt her husband get even harder. God, he felt so good. She loved it when he was so excited.


  "He rubbed my shoulder," Jen said truthfully. "He ran his fingers along my bra strap."


  "He did?" Michael asked excitedly. "He really did? You're telling the truth? God, I'm going to cum."


  "Play with yourself," Michael said urgently, knowing his wife couldn't reach orgasm from intercourse alone. "I want you to cum at the same time."


  Jen eagerly snaked her hand between their bodies. "Fuck me, fuck me!" she begged as she rubbed her clit.


  Michael's body tensed. "I'm cumming!"


  "Me too!" Jen wailed, her hand furiously rubbing her clit.


  Michael planted his lips on his wife's as the married couple orgasmed at the same time.


  Ch. 02 - Loving Wives - Mike watches as his wife flirts with other guys at a bar


  Jen nervously adjusted in her seat. She reached for her martini glass, and had to concentrate to keep from shaking. She took a long sip but the Cosmopolitan didn't help calm her nerves.


  "This isn't as easy as Michael thinks," she thought to herself. She felt so exposed. She couldn't remember the last time she had worn a skirt so short. Maybe her high school cheerleading outfit, she thought with chagrin. She crossed her legs and re-adjusted, tugging her skirt down.


  She heard her cell ring in her purse. She opened the phone and saw she had a text message. "Stop worrying about your skirt," it said. Jen glanced around the room, trying to spot her husband Michael. While she couldn't see him, she knew he was watching her.


  Jen took a long drink of her martini, finishing it. She hesitated, letting the warm rush of vodka seep through her body and calm her. Then, trying to act as normal as possible, she re-crossed her legs, this time pretending not to notice as her skirt inched up her thighs. She glanced around the room again, looking for her husband. Instead of seeing him, she saw a lot of guys looking at her. She quickly looked back at her martini glass, now empty. Butterflies flew through her stomach. She had never felt so on display.


  Michael's heart pounded as he watched his wife from the shadows. She looked so good sitting at the bar. His 25 year old blonde wife was hot. She was 5'4" and petite, with smallish breasts, a flat stomach, and a tight ass. Her best feature, besides her Cover Girl pretty face, were her long shapely legs.


  Michael watched as Jen crossed her legs, his heart skipping a beat as her skirt rose just enough to reveal her black lace stocking tops. He stiffened in his pants.


  A well-dressed man approached Jen, and Michael's throat went dry. He quickly finished his beer and ordered another one, never once taking his eyes off his wife.


  "Can I buy you another drink?"


  Jen turned at the voice. She saw a handsome, 30-something man. "Uh, yes, thanks."


  The man looked at the bartender. "Vodka martini, and ..."


  "A Cosmo," Jen said.


  "My name is Matt," the man said, smiling and offering his hand.


  Jen took his hand. "I'm Jen," she replied.


  Jen tried to pull her hand away, but Matt held it. "I'm sorry to be so forward, but I can't help myself. If you don't mind me saying, you're one of the most beautiful girls I've ever seen."


  Jen blushed from the compliment. "Thank you."


  "No, really," Matt said, as he began to caress Jen's hand in his. "You're breathtaking. You must be a model."


  Jen laughed nervously. She couldn't believe how forward this stranger was being. Had the dating scene changed so much? But then, back when she was dating, she had never gone to a bar alone, or dressed in such a revealing outfit.


  "Are you a model?"


  "No," Jen laughed again. "I work in advertising."


  "For what firm?"


  "Dickstein Slater."


  "Ah, yes, a good firm."


  Matt finally released Jen's hand when the drinks arrived. "To my beautiful new friend," Matt toasted, clinking his glass against Jen's.


  "Thank you again," Jen said, feeling more and more uncomfortable. She almost jumped when she felt Matt's hand on her knee.


  "You have incredible legs," Matt whispered in Jen's ear, his hot breath giving her a chill.


  Jen's instincts were to push Matt's hands away. But she knew her husband was watching. "You ... you probably say that to all the girls you meet in bars."


  "I'm wounded – you think I'm a gigolo?" Matt asked, pretending to be hurt. Matt and Jen both laughed, breaking the tension. But Matt didn't pull his hand away. He began to lightly draw circles on Jen's leg with his fingers.


  "Umm," Jen started, her heart in her throat. Her instinct was to make Matt stop, but she knew Michael would want her to let Matt play for awhile. Not knowing what else to do, she took a long sip of her Cosmo.


  Matt's grin grew. Taking Jen's inaction as permission, he began moving up her leg, from her knee to her thigh.


  "You're very sure of yourself, aren't you?" Jen finally managed to say.


  "I'm curious, that's all," Matt said with a boyish smile.


  "Curious about what?"


  "About what this feels like." Matt moved his hand higher until his fingers touched Jen's lace stocking tops. He rubbed his thumb across the soft lace. "This is so sexy."


  Jen looked down, seeing Matt's hand on her exposed stocking tops. She had forgotten how high her skirt had edged up her thighs. She covered Matt's hands with hers, stopping his upward movement. She forced a smile. "I think that's far enough, Matt. I've only just met you."


  "I'd love to get to know you better," Matt said, undiscouraged.


  "Maybe, but not tonight. I think I'd better go." Jen got off the bar stool and tugged her skirt down. "Thank you for the drink." She almost turned to go, but then paused. Hesitantly, she kissed Matt on the cheek. "Maybe I'll see you again," she said, then turned for the door.


  Jen's legs were shaky (and her nerves raw) as she hailed a taxi. The trip took 20 minutes, but even after getting home her heart still beat wildly. Five minutes later the door opened and Michael entered. He looked flustered and excited. "God, you were so good tonight!" Michael said as he took his wife into his arms.


  Ch. 03 - NonConsent/Reluctance - Randy shows an interest in Michael's wife


  "Wake up sleepy-head."


  Michael opened his eyes to see the pretty, smiling face of his wife. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes and sat up.


  Michael looked at the clock. "Shit, I overslept! I better get going!"


  Jen giggled, and said playfully, "Well, maybe if you hadn't ravished me all night, you'd be more awake!"


  Michael remembered the night before. How he had watched his wife flirt at a bar, and how he had fucked her all night long. He ran his hand along his wife's leg, over her skirt. "You were so good last night." Michael's hand continued moving up Jen's leg until he felt her garter straps underneath her skirt. "I love it when you wear this."


  "You better," Jen said with mock scorn. "They cost a lot more than pantyhose."


  "Ugh. You know I hate it when you wear pantyhose."


  Jen ruffled her husband's hair. "No duh, Sherlock. That's why I only wear stockings. Just for you, because I love you so much."


  Michael grinned. "The guy last night. Matt, right? He liked them too."


  Jen suppressed a shudder at the memory of the night before. "Well ... other guys might like it, but I wear them for you. Just remember that, okay?" Jen looked at the clock. "Oops, I'm late! I've got to go!" Jen kissed her husband quickly, and then quickly left for work.


  Michael lingered in bed. He looked at his wife's lingerie from the night before, scattered on the floor. He picked up her panties. He remembered how wet Jen had been. He touched the crotch of her panties and felt his wife's dried pussy juices. "Matt really turned her on last night," he thought.


  Michael re-played in his mind the night before. He had been surprised (and delighted) at how far Jen had let Matt go. Letting him caress her so intimately. Letting him run his hand up her leg, even letting him touch her stocking tops. Clearly Matt had gotten to her. The thought of another man arousing his wife made Michael dizzy with excitement.


  He felt himself stiffening. Michael pushed the covers away and grasped his semi-hard cock. He loved playing these games with Jen. It had taken years, but finally she was getting into it, letting herself go.


  He reached down and picked up Jen's stockings. He ran the silky fabric over his chest, and then his face. He reveled in the pungently sweet scent of the stocking feet. Then he wrapped the delicate fabric around his hard penis. He stroked himself, remembering how Matt had so boldly tried to pick up his wife. "He wanted to fuck her. Penetrate her married pussy with his huge cock. Shoot his sperm into her fertile womb."


  His excitement growing, Michael caressed the lacy stocking top with his other hand. "Matt touched this," Michael thought. "He ran his fingers along this lace." With a grunt, Michael spasmed and came on his wife's stocking.


  ++++++++++++++++++


  Jen's mind wandered as she rode the subway to work. Her thoughts were on the night before.


  She couldn't believe what she had done, what she had let Matt do. She was happily married, how could she let a stranger feel her up like that?


  Because that's what Michael wants, she told herself. Still, she had been scared that Michael would be mad at how far she had let Matt go. But instead of being mad, Michael was just turned on, and their sex had been great.


  They had met in college, when she was a senior and he a graduate student. Despite their differences -- she was a popular leggy sorority girl and he was a geeky business major -- they had fallen in love. They married soon after graduation, and recently celebrated their second anniversary.


  Michael had always been kinky. It turned him on when other guys paid attention to her. He always encouraged (and cajoled) her to wear revealing clothing, and flirt with other guys.


  She didn't mind. Harmless flirting was fun, and didn't hurt anyone. She enjoyed the self-esteem boost whenever guys paid attention to her.


  But lately, their games were getting more intense. Michael was pushing the envelope, asking her to go farther and farther. It seemed he could only get excited -- and hard -- when they played their games.


  Jen hurried to her office, late for a meeting. She rifled through her bag, finally finding her heels. She tossed off her sneakers, and slipped into her black stilettos. Her long blond hair almost brushed the floor as she bent over to attach the ankle straps of her Jimmy Choos.


  "I'll never understand why girls wear different shoes to the office."


  The unexpected voice startled Jen. Her voice caught in her throat when she saw a confident and smiling Randy standing in the doorway. "Um, well, it's hard enough wearing these all day long." She extended her shapely leg, showing off her stiletto heels. "Besides, these shoes are too pretty to wear on the subway." Jen stood up and reached across her desk for her notes. "I'm sorry, I'm late for a meeting, can I help you with something?"


  Turning, Jen caught Randy staring at her legs. She blushed, wondering if, in stretching for her notes, she had flashed her stocking tops.


  Randy's gaze left her legs, then slowly traveled up her body, over her flat tummy, her breasts, and finally to her face. He didn't apologize or try to hide the fact that he was checking her out, undressing her with his eyes. Jen was unnerved by his unabashed confidence.


  "Um, I'm sorry, can I help you with something?" Jen asked again, willing her voice to be steady.


  "Have lunch with me today," Randy finally said.


  "Lunch? Uh, I can't. My meeting will probably go into the afternoon."


  "Fine. Then tomorrow then. I'll pick you up at 1230."


  It wasn't a question, but a statement. "Um, okay," Jen agreed uncertainly.


  ++++++++++++++++++


  Jen couldn't concentrate at the meeting. She kept thinking about Randy. He was a rising superstar, barely 30 and already a senior executive. He was tall, broad shouldered and ruggedly handsome. All the single girls in the office swooned over him. She knew she was pretty and guys were attracted to her. But he was so accomplished. She felt like a school girl when around him.


  Jen almost jumped when she felt her cell phone vibrate. She read the text message: "Meet me at the Hudson at 8." Jen inwardly sighed. It was only last night that she let guys hit on her at the bar. She hoped that Michael just wanted to have dinner, with no extracurricular activities. But she wasn't sure, especially since he wanted to go to the Hudson, a notorious pick-up bar. Michael was becoming insatiable, and she didn't know if she was up for another night of playing their game.


  +++++++++++++++++++


  Jen checked her hair and makeup, touching up her lipstick. The meeting ran long and she was late. She grabbed her purse, and hurried to the elevator.


  The door opened and Jen was startled to see Randy.


  "Late night?"


  "Um, yeah," Jen said nervously, edging into the elevator.


  Jen shyly kept her eyes locked on her toes as the elevator descended. She could feel Randy's eyes on her. She shifted nervously in her heels.


  "You don't change your shoes when you go home?"


  "Um, well, I'm meeting my husband for dinner."


  "Ah. And what does your husband do?"


  "He's an accountant."


  "I see. He does people's taxes, like H&R Block?"


  "No," Jen said defensively. She felt like Randy was demeaning her husband. "I mean, yes, he does taxes, but not for H&R Block. He works for a firm."


  "Which one? EY? PWC?"


  "No -- I mean, not a big firm. It's a small firm."


  "Where? Here in the city?"


  "Um, no. In Jersey." Jen felt her face flush. She felt Randy was mocking Michael. She wished she could defend him better.


  "And what does he do there?"


  "He ... he does people's taxes," Jen admitted, feeling embarrassed.


  The elevator finally reached the lobby. "So, where are you meeting your husband?"


  Not thinking, Jen reflexively answered, "The Hudson."


  Randy looked surprised. "An interesting choice. That's a singles bar." Then, with a stare that Jen felt was reaching into her soul, he added, "A notorious pick-up bar."


  Jen felt caught, like a deer in the headlights. "We, ah, we like the food," she said weakly.


  Randy searched Jen's face. Then he abruptly changed the subject. "Here, I'll give you a ride."


  "No, no," Jen immediately objected. "I'm fine, I'll get a cab."


  "Jen, there's no way you'll get a cab at this time of night," he said firmly. "I'm going that way, it's no trouble."


  Randy opened the door to his jet back BMW sedan. "Please," he said, gesturing for Jen to get in. Jen carefully slid into the car, holding her skirt so it wouldn't rise too much. Despite her efforts, she felt the lacy stocking tops brush against her hand, and she knew she was exposing more leg than she wanted. She surreptitiously glanced up, and saw that Randy was enjoying the show. She slid over as far as she could, and tugged her skirt down.


  Randy closed the door and then addressed the driver. "The Hudson bar, Tommy."


  "Yes sir," the young black driver replied immediately.


  "So ... you get a company car?"


  Randy nodded. "One of the perks of being on the executive management team."


  As they drove through traffic, Jen nervously shifted and rubbed her legs together. The rustling sound of her silky nylons rubbing together heightened the tension in the car.


  Finally Randy broke the silence. "How did your meeting go today?"


  Relieved to talk business, Jen spent a few minutes describing the day long meeting. The purpose of the meeting was to close a big deal for a client. In the darken car, she didn't notice as Randy slid closer and closer to her. When she finished speaking, she was alarmed to find Randy sitting right next to her.


  "Jen, let me give you some advice," he said, leading slightly so his leg pressed against hers. "In our business, if you want to close deals and get ahead, you have to use all your god given gifts."


  "Um ... I'm not sure what you mean."


  "Jen, you're smarter than that. You know exactly what I mean. You're a beautiful girl. You know the effect you have on men. Use that to your advantage."


  Jen's discomfort was increasing by the second. What was Randy asking her to do?


  The young executive seemed to read her mind. "Jen, your job isn't to be the pit bull. Your job is to be the charmer." Randy flashed a conspiratorial smile. "A little innuendo. A touch here and there. A little flirting. That's what I'm saying."


  Jen froze when she felt Randy put his hand on her knee. "You know how to flirt with men, don't you Jen?"


  Jen firmly pushed Randy's hand away. "I'm married, so the only man I flirt with is my husband," Jen said with as much indignation as she could muster.


  Randy laughed. "That's a shame." Then his tone became serious. "Maybe you can practice with other men at the Hudson tonight."


  Again, Jen felt like she was caught. Did Randy know something? Just then her cell phone buzzed.


  "Aren't you going to answer? It's probably about the deal."


  Jen didn't want to answer with Randy sitting so close, but she felt she had no choice.


  It was a text message. "Take off your wedding rings. You'll see why."


  Randy read the message, pretending it was work related. He looked at Jen quizzically. "Take off your wedding rings?"


  Jen quickly deleted the message. "It must be a wrong number."


  They finally arrived at the Hudson Hotel. The driver opened Jen's door. Before Jen could get out, Randy said, "Keep in mind my advice." He put his hand on Jen's thigh, over her skirt, feeling her garter strap underneath. Jen was momentarily frozen, giving Randy more time to caress her thigh. "With legs like yours, you should wear shorter skirts."


  "I need to go," Jen said. She immediately scolded herself, as her words came out like a request, and she certainly didn't need his permission to leave.


  Randy continued to caress Jen's stockinged leg. "Think about what I said, Jen. Closing this deal will do wonders for your career."


  Jen finally pulled away, and rushed into the Hudson Hotel.


  "Where to now, sir?" Tommy asked.


  Randy thought for a moment. "Park the car, Tommy. I think I'll have a drink."


  Ch. 04 - NonConsent/Reluctance - Michael sets his wife up with a friend


  Jen hurried to the ladies room. She was shaking and unsteady on her feet. She gripped the counter and took deep breaths to try to calm herself.


  Her entire body was tingling, on fire. She felt a mix of emotions. She was angry, embarrassed, outraged, and humiliated, all at the same time.


  She was also aroused. Randy oozed confidence and charisma. She wasn't used to that. Michael was loving and sweet. But he wasn't a man's man like Randy.


  Jen scorned herself for thinking that. She felt she was betraying her husband.


  But she couldn't deny the attraction she felt for Randy. The girls around the office said Randy was gorgeous, and they were right. But that's not why she was attracted to him, or at least not the only reason. The way Randy put his hand on her thigh, like he owned her. His take charge personality. The commanding way he spoke to her. For a moment, Jen allowed herself to imagine what it would be like in bed with Randy. Would he dominate her? Make her do things ...


  Treat her like a slut?


  The thought made Jen shudder.


  Then she shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. "Michael is upstairs waiting for me," she pleaded with herself. "He's waiting for me."


  She checked her hair and makeup, and re-applied her lip stick. She sprayed perfume behind her ears, neck and her wrists. She pulled up her skirt and checked her garter straps and stockings. Then she smoothed her skirt, and was about to leave when she remembered her husband's text message. "Take off your wedding rings." She couldn't imagine what he had in mine. With a shrugged, Jen took off her engagement and wedding rings, and put them inside a zippered pouch of her purse. Then she headed to the elevator.


  The bar was packed. She looked, and finally spotted Michael near the bar. He was talking to an older man. Michael saw her and waved her over.


  Jen walked over. Before she could say anything or kiss her husband, Michael said, "Dick, this is the friend I told you about. Jen, this is Dick. I met him last year at a conference."


  Jen took Dick's offered hand, but was confused into silence. Why did Michael introduce her as a friend, and not his wife?


  An awkward silence followed. Dick openly stared at Jen, his eyes moving from her pretty face to stiletto heels, and back again.


  Michael finally broke the silence. "Um, Jen, I explained to Dick how you're my wife's friend from college."


  "Yes, yes," Dick said, his eyes continuing to feast on Jen's face and body. "It's convenient that you and Mike's wife have the same name. Easy to remember, right? It's too bad Mike's wife couldn't be here tonight."


  Understanding hit Jen. "Um, yeah, too bad." Jen looked at Dick for the first time. He was older, maybe late forties. He was short and paunchy, with thinning jet black hair (clearly colored). Did Michael want her to flirt with him?


  "Dick, what terrible gentlemen we are! Jen doesn't have a drink. Could you get her something, while she and I catch up a bit?"


  Dick looked disappointed that he had to leave Jen's side, if only for a moment, but he agreed.


  "What's going on?" Jen said as soon as Dick left for the bar.


  Michael grinned. "It's a perfect set-up. I can watch close-up while you flirt with him."


  "Michael, this is crazy. You know him. He's going to find out we're married."


  "He lives in Minnesota, and goes back in a week. He'll never find out."


  Jen shook her head. "I don't know ..."


  Michael smiled encouragingly. "Okay, I know he's not the best looking guy around. He's not Matt." Michael's grin widened. "But remember the line from that movie, 'Romance'? Ugly attracts beauty. Give it a chance, you have fun."


  Jen looked uncertain. "I don't know, Michael. We just did this last night."


  "And you were great," Michael said enthusiastically. "Listen, honey, I wouldn't want to pay the game again so soon either, but Dick called out of the blue today. He knows I'm married, but doesn't know what you look like. It's too perfect to pass up."


  Jen was still doubtful, but she couldn't do anything because Dick returned with the drinks. "Here you are, my dear, a Cosmopolitan."


  Jen managed a weak smile as she took the martini glass. "To such a beautiful girl. And to the start of a wonderful evening." They clinked glasses, and Jen took a long sip. Dick finished his with a long gulp, and ordered another one from a passing waiter.


  "Mike told me there's a rooftop garden here," Dick said after receiving his new drink. "Jen, would you like to see it with me?"


  Jen looked over at her husband, who nodded with a slight smile. "Um, okay."


  "I'll hang out here," Michael said, his smile growing.


  Jen took Dick's offered arm, and they took the yellow-lit glass elevator to the roof. The garden was crowded, but not as crowded as the bar. Dick put his arm around Jen's waist. In her heels, Jen was taller than Dick, so his hand was dangerously close to her shapely ass. Dick didn't seem to mind.


  "Come on," Dick said as he lead her behind a few trees. "It's not as crowded here. We can talk."


  "Mike tells me you're recently divorced."


  Jen was shocked. "He did?"


  Dick smiled reassuringly, revealing yellowed smoke stained teeth. "Don't worry, he told me to be quiet about it." Dick took out a cigar. "Do you mind? I can't believe smoking is banned in bars, even here in New York City. Where is the world coming to?"


  Dick lit up and took three long draws. Jen tried to avoid the cigar smoke, which she hated.


  Dick finished his bourbon, and then ordered another from a passing waiter. Somehow he held both the glass and the cigar in one hand, so his other hand remained around Jen. His hand drifted from Jen's waist to her ass. "If you ever need company, just let me know. I mean, from your divorce. It must be terrible what you're going through."


  "Ah -- thanks." Jen wasn't sure what he was talking about.


  "I mean, getting it all the time, then the divorce, and poof, no more sex."


  Jen was shocked. What had Michael told Dick?


  Dick caressed Jen's ass over her skirt, stroking between her cheeks. "Listen, you're a looker. I know you can have any guy you want. But sometimes it's good to have sex with no strings attached. Do you know what I mean?"


  "Um, I guess so." Jen broke away from Dick and walked to the end of the terrace, looking over the New York skyline. She hoped this creep wouldn't follow, but soon she felt his presence behind her.


  Jen felt Dick put his meaty hands around her waist, and press his body against her. He ran his hands down the front of her skirt, surprised to feel the garter straps underneath. "Shit, you're fucking hot!"


  "I've got what you need," Dick growled into Jen's ear. He took her hand and pressed it against his crotch. "Feel that? Pretty good, huh? I can take care of you. I can give you what you need."


  Jen pulled away. "Um, we should go see how Michael is doing." But Dick pressed her against the edge of the terrace, and covered her mouth with his. His thick tongue snaked into her mouth, exploring. Jen almost gagged from his terrible, smoke and alcohol tainted breath. She tried to push him away, but he was too strong.


  Dick groped her tits, kneading her small breasts through her blouse and bra. He rubbed her nipples through the material. Jen struggled but she didn't want to make a scene.


  Suddenly Jen felt Dick's other hand under her skirt. He quickly moved from her stocking tops, over her garter straps, and then he was touching her panties. "Fuck, you're so wet," she heard him growl. "You need it bad, don't you bitch?"


  Jen felt Dick press his finger against her clit, and suddenly pleasure sparked through her body. She felt more pleasure as he rubbed her clit over her soaking panties. "Oh god, god," she moaned.


  "Look at them go! The fat guy is going to fuck her right here!" Jen heard someone say. She looked to the side. A large excited crowd had gathered around them. Jen snapped to her senses, and with all her strength, she pushed Dick away. She pushed down her skirt and left as fast as she could.


  Ch. 05 - Fetish - Michael fucks Jen's feet, and Randy schemes to get Jen


  "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Michael pleaded, having just gotten home from the Hudson and finding his wife crying on the sofa. "I didn't think Dick would be like that."


  "What did you tell him?" Jen cried, tears running down her cheeks. "He said you said I was divorced."


  "I did, but only because I wanted him to think he might have a chance with you. I didn't think he'd be that aggressive."


  Michael kissed away the tears on Jen's cheeks. "I'm so sorry, honey." He kissed his wife's face repeatedly, apologizing again and again, kissing her again and again.


  Michael kissed Jen's lips, and then kissed under her chin, and then down her neck. He returned to her cheeks, lightly kissing again and again. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry," he said, kissing her over and over.


  Soon his kisses went from tenderness to passionate. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry" he kept saying, but his kisses became more urgent and probing. As he kissed her, his hands cupped her breasts. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," he said.


  "No, Michael, no," Jen protested, pushing her husband away.


  "Please, let me," Michael begged, unbuttoning his wife's blouse and snaking a hand inside. He cupped her small breasts over her bra. "Please," he pleaded, kissing her neck and lips, kneading her breasts. He had watched it all. Watched as Dick fondled and caressed his wife, how he had even fingered her. He hadn't thought Dick would be so aggressive, but he loved seeing the older man's lips and hands on his pretty wife.


  Michael was pleased to feel Jen's nipples harden. He pushed her bra down and rubbed her nipples between his fingers. "Nooo, Michael," Jen said, but her protest came out more like a moan. Michael unbuttoned her blouse completely. He lowered his head and took Jen's nipples in his mouth. "No, no," she said, but she didn't try to push him away.


  When Jen's nipples were rock hard, Michael slid to the floor. He pushed her legs apart and kneeled between them, his hands running up her legs, over her stockings, pushing her skirt up to her waist. He buried his head against her legs, loving the feel of the silky nylons against his face. He kissed her nylons, moving from her knee to her thighs, kissing and running his cheek along the heavy lace of the stocking tops.


  Although aroused, Jen felt hurt and upset, so she pushed her husband away with her foot. Undeterred, Michael took her slim ankle in this hands, kissing her shapely calves, rubbing his cheeks against the silky nylons from her ankles to her knee. He took off the high heel from her right foot. He caressed and massaged her stockinged foot. Unable to control his passion, he buried his face in her toes, and then sucked her toes into his mouth. He caressed her shapely leg with his hands, running his fingers from her ankle, pass her knee, and then to her stocking tops.


  "Go away," Jen said, hurt in her voice. She was confused, her husband had never acted like this. She pulled her toes from his mouth and pressed her stockinged foot against his face. "Leave me alone."


  "Please," Michael begged, dizzy with passion. He took her petite foot in his hands again, caressing and kissing her, and then again sucking her stocking-covered toes in his mouth.


  Michael slowly moved from her foot to her thighs, kissing and caressing. He spread his wife's legs wider, giving him a clear view of her panties. They were soaking. Maybe Dick turned her on after all? Michael knew better than to ask. But he remembered how Jen responded to Dick's touch. He had definitely turned her on. She probably would have let Dick go further, if not for the crowd.


  Michael buried his head between his wife's legs, pulling her panties to the side, reveling in the soft delicate flesh that he knew Jen kept completely hairless from her ass to her bellybutton, except for a thin landing strip above her clit.


  Michael slowly licked Jen's clit with the point of his tongue. Jen moaned and soon she was thrusting into her husband's face. Michael maintained his slow, deliberate licking, and soon he felt Jen tense and then arch her back with an orgasm.


  Michael looked at his wife's post-orgasmic face. Her eyes were closed, and her lips formed a small O. Her bosom rose and fell rapidly. It took a few moments for her to remember he was still there. Finally, she opened her eyes, focusing on him. Despite her orgasm, she still looked upset and hurt. She still wore her shoe on her left foot. She placed her heel on his chest and pushed him away. "Go away," she said.


  The sting of the stiletto heel made Michael's cock twitch. He took her foot in his hand and lovingly caressed the high heel shoe, running his fingers along the smooth patent leather, lightly clutching the stiletto like it was his penis. Michael unzipped himself and took out his member. Jen pushed against his chest again, but this time Michael forced her foot to his crotch, firmly gripping her foot so it pressed against his erect penis.


  Jen was still upset and hurt, and confused. Why was he acting this way, obsessed with her feet? Why did he let Dick take advantage of her? She pressed the stiletto against Michael's bare penis. Surprising her, Michael grunted with as much pleasure as pain. She flexed her foot and dug the toe of her heel into her husband's tender member. "Oh gawd," Michael moaned.


  Michael pulled his wife's right foot to his crotch. "Please," he begged. Although shocked, Jen understood what her husband wanted. She cradled Michael's penis between her feet, and stroked him. "God, it feels good," Michael groaned, the feeling of Jen's high heel and her stockinged foot almost too pleasurable to bear. He ran his hands up her legs, grabbed her garter straps, and pulled her towards him, increasing the friction between her feet and his penis. "I'm cumming," he soon said, and his cock twitched and began spurting on Jen's stockinged legs. Spent, Michael collapsed on his wife. Unsure what else to do, Jen wrapped her arms around her husband, and softly stroked his hair.


  **************************


  Jen lay in bed, listening to the heavy breathing of her sleeping husband. Her head was still spinning. What was happening to their lives?


  She was happily married. Yet, in the last 24 hours, she had been hit on 3 times. Twice, with Matt and Dick, it was with her husband's approval, and even encouragement. Michael didn't know about Randy yet, but she was sure it would excite him to no end when he found out.


  She didn't want this. Girls don't grow up hoping to flirt with strange men in pick-up bars after getting married. Michael's obsession with their game distressed her.


  Yet, it was a turn on too. She couldn't deny the arousal, couldn't deny how turned on Matt and Randy had gotten her. Even Dick ... god, she hated admitting it ... even Dick had aroused her. Thank god the crowd had snapped her out of it. How far would she have let Dick go?


  But the arousal was frustration, too. God, she was so horny. Michael had given her an orgasm, but it didn't satisfy her, not after Matt, not after Randy, not after Dick. She needed fucked, to have a hard penis inside her, and all Michael gave her was a tongue orgasm.


  She hated herself for thinking it. She loved Michael so much. But lately he was lacking in bed. Often he couldn't get fully hard. That's the reason she started playing these games with him, to help him get excited. It seemed like he could only get hard after playing one of these games. But now, sometimes he'd be so excited he'd cum too fast. Or sometimes he'd still get half way soft while fucking her.


  Oh, god, she was so horny. She glanced over at Michael, checking that he was asleep. Then she reached into her panties and rubbed her clit. God, she needed another orgasm. With her other hand she pulled her shirt up and pinched her nipples. Guiltily, she fantasized about Dick fucking her. She quickly came, and then rolled over, tears building in her eyes, feeling guilty and ashamed.


  ***********************************


  Randy opened his robe. The beautiful blonde hooker got on her knees and wrapped her hands around his cock. "Oh good, a big one," she cooed.


  "Shut up, bitch, and suck me!"


  Randy closed his eyes as the high priced, alluring prostitute took him in her mouth. He thought of Jen. She had given a good show tonight. And he knew he wasn't the only one who enjoyed it. Randy had spotted Jen's husband watching as well.


  "So Michael likes to watch his pretty bride with other guys," Randy thought. He smiled. This was going to be fun.


  Ch. 06 - Loving Wives - Dick asks Jen on a date; Jen teases to close a deal


  "Why aren't you getting ready for work?" Michael asked Jen, who was still in bed.


  Jen continued to channel surf. "I think I'll stay home today."


  "Why? Are you sick?"


  "Um, no, I'm okay."


  Michael grew concerned. He sat on the edge of the bed. "Are you still upset about last night, about Dick? I'm really sorry."


  Jen saw how sorry Michael was, and knew he was sincere. She kissed him. "No, I'm not mad anymore."


  "So ... you're not turned off playing our game?"


  Jen saw her husband's puppy-dog eyes, and her heart melted. Even though she had misgivings, she didn't want to disappoint him. "No, I still want to play." She smiled and poked him in the side, and then playfully scorned, "But not too soon, mister. Let's take a break."


  Michael looked relieved. "That's fine, I think we need a break, too. But, why are you staying home?"


  Jen hesitated, not wanting to tell her husband, because she dreaded what he would say. But she knew she had to tell him. "Yesterday ... I mean, we haven't had a chance to talk. Yesterday, Randy made another pass at me."


  "He did?" Michael said, excitement in his voice. "What happened? Tell me!"


  Jen shook her head. "No, Michael, no. Not after last night. I don't want to get into it. He hit on me, can't we leave it at that?"


  "Well, okay," Michael said, clearly disappointed, but not wanting to give up completely. "We'll talk about it later. But I still don't understand why you're staying home."


  "Well ... because he asked me to lunch today." Jen held up her hands, trying to head off her husband's cajoling and nagging. "Michael, no. I know you want me to go, but I just can't do it. Not after last night with Dick, and the night before with Matt."


  "It's just lunch," Michael insisted. "What's the harm?"


  "No, Michael," Jen said as firmly as she could. "I played the game last night with Dick, because you wanted me too, even though I didn't want to. You have to give me this one."


  Michael didn't believe his wife completely. Yes, she didn't want to play at first, but she sure got into it with Dick on the rooftop. If only the crowd hadn't interfered, who knows what would have happened.


  "Well, okay. But you can't hide from Randy forever. What about tomorrow?"


  Jen sighed. "I'll worry about tomorrow, tomorrow.


  +++++++++++++++++++++


  Tomorrow came faster than Jen wanted. The previous day, she spent a lot of time deciding how to deal with Randy. She decided she needed to take control of the situation, and that meant doing exactly the opposite of his advice.


  She walked into her office wearing a shapeless pants suit. She didn't often wear pants. Sometimes she wore jeans on casual business days, but those were tight designer jeans that made the most of her long legs and tight behind. These were shapeless pants. Under her clothes, she wore a simple white cotton bra and panties, no hose, and flats. She had pulled her hair into a pony tail, and wore little makeup. She did everything she could to look plain and unsexy.


  It was a quiet morning, until just before lunch, when Randy walked into her office. He closed the door.


  "Where were you yesterday?" he demanded.


  "I took a personal day."


  Randy looked Jen up and down. "You don't take direction well."


  Jen steeled herself. She had rehearsed what she would say. "Randy, what you said the other day, what you did, was wrong. I'm a happily married woman. Please leave me alone. I don't want to go to lunch with you today, tomorrow, or ever."


  Randy didn't appear fazed at all. Instead, he smiled, like he thought what Jen said was funny. "Jen, Jen, Jen. Don't you know a joke when it hits you across your pretty face? If you don't want to go to lunch, that's fine. I thought you might appreciate advice on how to close your big deal, but if you want to go solo, that's fine."


  Randy held up both hands in mock surrender. He continued to smile. "Listen, I'm having a party this weekend. A lot of people you should meet will be there. Why don't you come?" Almost as an afterthought, he added, "Of course, your husband is invited, too. What's his name? HR, right?"


  "His name is Michael," Jen said icily.


  Randy laughed. "Jen, I'm joking. You really need to work on your sense of humor."


  +++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  Jen walked into her condo, and slumped on the sofa. She kicked off her flats, and put her head in her hands.


  "What's wrong?" Michael asked, concerned. "Did Randy bother you again?"


  Jen shook her head. "No, that's not it. I talked to him. He apologized, and even invited us to a party this Saturday. But my deal is falling apart. What's worst, no one listened to me today. They treated me like I wasn't even there."


  "I'm sorry," Michael said. Then, hesitantly, he said, "I guess this might not be the best time to ask you something."


  Jen looked up at her husband. "What?"


  "Well ...Dick called me today. He asked me to contact you, to see if you'd like to go out with him tomorrow night."


  Jen looked incredulously at her husband. "He wants me to go on a date with him? What did you tell him?"


  "Well ... I told him I'd ask you."


  "Michael! After what happened last night? Do you really want me to go on a date with him? Alone?"


  Michael smiled sheepishly. "Well, you know what they say. If you fall off a horse, you should get right back on."


  "Michael, no, no, no," she pleaded. "I don't want to see Dick again. And I don't want to talk about this anymore. I have a headache, and I just want to relax. Okay?"


  "Okay," Michael relented. "We'll talk about it tomorrow morning."


  Jen shook her head, but she was relieved to not talk about Dick anymore, at least for the evening. She felt the deal, and maybe her job, were slipping away. Michael didn't make that much at the small accounting firm. She needed her job. She needed to figure out what to do.


  ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  Jen carefully rolled the sheer black stocking up her leg. She attached the lacy stocking top to the strap of her garter belt, and then repeated the process for her other leg. She put on her bra, a lacy sheer push-up bra that matched her Victoria Secret panties.


  She walked into her closet to pick out a blouse and skirt. About half her skirts were knee-length. Those are the ones she normally wore to work. The other half were a few inches shorter, some much shorter. Her collection of those mini-skirts had increased dramatically over the last few months, as Michael bought them for her to play their game.


  Jen hesitantly picked one of the shorter skirts. She stepped into it, and then slipped into a matching silk blouse. The blouse plunged just slightly, providing a peek of the soft swell of her small breasts made a touch larger by her push-up bra. She slipped into 4 inch black stiletto heels. She checked her makeup again, and then brushed her soft blonde hair. Her hair fell to about the middle of her back, and she wore it loose today.


  "Wow," Michael said as Jen walked into the kitchen. "You look incredible."


  Jen smiled and pecked her husband on the cheek. "Thanks."


  "So, you changed your mind? You're going out with Dick tonight?"


  Jen looked shocked. "No, I told you, I don't want to see him again."


  "Oh ... I thought the way you're dressed ..."


  Jen sighed. "No, Michael. I just have a big meeting today."


  The stress of the meeting flared Jen's anger. "You're obsessed, Michael," she said with a mixture of anger and frustrated. "Obsessed with the game, obsessed with Dick. No means no. Okay?"


  "Okay," Michael said, feeling the sting of his wife's rebuke. "I thought you liked the game, too. But, if that's how you feel about it."


  Jen saw the hurt on her husband's face and immediately felt guilty. Michael's puppy-dog eyes could always melt her heart. "Michael, it's not that, it's just that ... I just have a big meeting today. I'm worried about it."


  Michael hugged his wife reassuringly. "It'll be alright." He kissed her forehead. "I know you'll do great."


  Jen wasn't so sure. While she hated doing it, she had decided to follow Randy's advice. That's why she'd dressed as she had. She needed this job, and she needed this deal. It was just a little harmless flirting, she told herself. It'll be like playing the game.


  +++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  Every male head turned when Jen walked into the conference room. Her heels clicked against the granite floors as she walked to her seat, causing all the male hearts to quicken. When she sat and crossed her legs, everyone around her turned to get a peek of her long, shapely legs.


  "Now listen," the gruff old man sitting next to Jen began. Jen knew he was the key to closing the deal. "Your last counter-offer was ridiculous! Who scheduled this meeting? This is a waste of time!"


  Jen waited a few moments. She took a long breath to gather her courage. "Just like playing the game," she thought to herself.


  "John, I know how you feel," Jen finally said, soothingly. "You've done a lot of deals like this. You're the expert here, we all know that. Can't you help us correct this?" Jen smiled, and placed her soft hand over his. "I know you can do it, John," she said, pressing his hand encouragingly.


  John looked surprised, but pleased. "Well, Jennifer, of course I could fix this deal. But your client rejects everything I suggest."


  "We can try again, can't we?" Jen said innocently. She leaned forward so her stockinged leg pressed against his hand. "John, I bet if we talk to my client together, we can convince him." Jen moved her leg slightly, so the silky nylon of her stocking rubbed against his hand.


  "Together, huh?" The old man said, a smile coming to his face. "Jennifer, you know, I think you're right." Under the table, the old man put his hand on Jen's knee. "It won't be easy, though."


  Jen moved her foot under the old man's pants, and pressed the toe of her high heel against his leg. "But you'll try, won't you John?" she asked, looking expectant and innocent. John laughed. "Sure, why not? Let's get to work!"


  ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  The deal was completed by early that afternoon. Before leaving, John spoke privately to Jen. "Young lady, if I was 30 years younger I'd ask you out to dinner," he said, beaming.


  Jen smiled sweetly. "You always say the nicest things." Then she thought of Michael, and their little game. John was an older man, but not bad looking. She heard her husband in the back of her head encouraging her. Hesitantly, she said, "Well, um, dinner might be nice sometime."


  John's smile disappeared and he became serious. "Really? What about your husband?"


  "Well ... I'm sure he wouldn't mind. It's only dinner." Jen imagined what Michael would want her to say. "And ... ah ... he travels a lot ... for his job."


  John's smile returned. "Does he now? Well, why don't you call me the next time he travels, and I'll give you some company."


  "Um, okay, I'll do that. Bye." Jen walked back to her office, regretting what she had just done, her misgivings about the game growing more and more.


  +++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  Jen's spirits rose as she received congratulations after congratulations from her co-workers over the completed deal. She couldn't wait for the day to end, so she could tell Michael. She was so happy, and relieved. She would probably get a big bonus, and they needed the money to pay some past-due credit card bills.


  Thinking about Michael made her feel bad. She felt guilty about taking out her stress on him. She shouldn't have snapped at him like that. She wondered what she could do to make it up to him.


  The answer came to her immediately. Michael would love it if she went out with Dick tonight.


  Would it be that bad? Dick was a creep, but she could handle him, couldn't she? And it would make Michael so happy.


  With trepidation, she speed dialed her husband. "Hello," she heard him say.


  "Okay," she said softly. "I'll go out with him."


  "What? Honey, is that you?"


  "Yes, it's me." Jen steeled herself. "And yes, I'll go on a date with Dick tonight."


  "You will? Honey, that's great!"


  "How will we arrange things? Will you be there?"


  Michael chuckled. "No, I don't think Dick will want me to tag along on his date with you. I'll wait at home for you. You can tell me all about it when you get home. I'll call Dick now, and tell him to pick you up at your office at 7."


  "Well, okay."


  "By the way, how did your deal go?"


  Jen's spirit brightened. "We completed it today!" she said cheerfully.


  "Honey, I'm so happy for you," Michael said with real joy. "I knew you could do it. I love you."


  Jen beamed into the phone. "I love you too."


  "And honey? Whatever you do tonight with Dick is okay with me."


  Jen was taken aback at the quick change of subject. "What do you mean?" she asked cautiously.


  "I'm just saying, tonight, do what you want, whatever comes natural. I won't be upset, no matter what happens."


  "Well ... alright, I guess," Jen said, already dreading the evening to come.


  ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  Jen fidgeted in her high heels, from nervousness and the chilly air. Her stocking-covered legs were freezing, and the swirling wind blew right up her short skirt. She could have waited for Dick inside her office, but she didn't want people to see her going out with him.


  "Congratulations on your deal," she heard a voice behind her. She recognized the voice. With dread, she turned to see Randy standing behind her. He flashed a confident smile, and openly looked her over from head to toe.


  "Thank you," she said, unnerved by this unrelenting stare and hoping he would go away.


  Randy continued to openly stare and admire Jen's body. "I see you took my advice," he said approvingly.


  Jen bristled. "I didn't take your advice," Jen said sharply. "What I'm wearing has nothing to do with you, or the meeting today. For your information, I'm going out tonight."


  "Ah, another evening of bar hopping. Where are you and HR going tonight?"


  "You know my husband's name is Michael, not HR. I wish you'd stop making fun of him like that. He doesn't work at H&R Block."


  "Calm down, calm down. You need to learn how to take a joke," Randy said condescendingly. "So where are you and Michael going tonight? Back to the Hudson Bar?"


  "No, someplace else. Anyway, for your information, the Hudson is really nice."


  "Yes, yes," Randy grinned. "I hear they have a wonderful rooftop terrace."


  Jen froze, feeling caught again. "Um, yeah, they do."


  "Did you get a chance to look over the skyline? It's beautiful from their terrace."


  "No, ah, I didn't," Jen lied. The memory of Dick's hands all over her as she looked over the skyline was still fresh in her mind. Does Randy know something?


  "Jen, your rings," Randy said, his voice filled with concern.


  "Excuse me?" Jen asked, confused.


  Randy motioned at Jen's left hand. "Your wedding rings. They're missing. I hope you didn't lose them."


  "Oh, ah ... no, I just ... ah ... they're being cleaned." Jen clutched her purse, knowing her rings were inside. She had taken them off right before leaving the office.


  "That's good," Randy said pretending to be relieved. "A young married girl like you shouldn't go out without your wedding rings. As pretty as you are, you'll get hit on all the time. But that's no problem tonight, of course, since you'll be with HR – I mean, Michael."


  "Uh, yeah, right." Jen prayed that Randy would leave. It would be a disaster if he was there when Dick picked her up.


  Randy lingered, seeming to enjoy Jen's growing discomfort. "Well, I must be going. You'll be at my party this weekend, won't you?"


  "Yes, absolutely," Jen said, relieved that he was leaving. "Michael and I will be there."


  Tommy opened the door for Randy. "Where to, sir?" Tommy asked.


  "Wait here, Tommy. Then follow her." Randy smiled. This was getting more and more fun.


  Ch. 07 - NonConsent/Reluctance - To make hubby happy, Jen goes on a date with Dick


  "Where are we going?" Jen asked as the taxi approached the theater district.


  Dick put his hand on Jen's knee. "You're in for a treat. You're going to love this."


  The taxi drove until they were in front of what looked like a glitzy, run-down theater. The large neon sign above said "Private Eyes." There was a crowd waiting to get in. Jen noticed immediately that it was all guys. What is this place?


  Dick took Jen's hand and brusquely walked to the front of the crowd. A bouncer blocked their path. The bouncer was black and broad shouldered, but young. Jen guessed he was barely out of high school. Dick flashed a card. "Out of my way, boy," he said rudely. "I'm a VIP here." Dick impatiently brushed past the bouncer, knocking over the bouncer's podium and causing papers to fly everywhere.


  The bouncer stared angrily after Dick, but held his temper in check. He bent down to pick up the papers.


  "Here, let me help you," Jen said, kneeling down and helping to pick up the papers.


  The bouncer was surprised at the offer of help. "Thanks," he said.


  "I'm sorry about my friend."


  The bouncer sneered at Dick. "Is he really your friend?"


  Jen smiled warmly. She playfully narrowed her blue eyes and whispered conspiratorially. "Well, not really. But it's a long story."


  The bouncer returned Jen's warm smile. They finished picking up the papers, and he helped Jen stand up. "Well, have fun tonight. We don't usually get girls at this place."


  Jen looked puzzled. "What kind of place is this?"


  "You're kidding, right?"


  Jen was about to ask more questions when she heard Dick call after her. "Well, I'll see you later."


  Jen quickly understood what Private Eyes was. It was a topless bar. The bar and stage were mostly polished chrome and shiny plastic, filled with beautiful, completely nude dancing girls. All the customers were men (except her). They were sitting at tables, either watching the young girls on stage, or getting lap dancers from mostly nude girls walking around the room. More than a few guys (and a few of the nude dancers) turned their attention to Jen as she walked through the club.


  Dick took her hand and lead her to a private booth in a darkened corner. A tall brunette waitress with huge breasts and wearing only a g-string approached them. "Bourbon for me, and a Cosmopolitan for my friend," Dick ordered.


  "This is an ... interesting place to take me," Jen said.


  "We're just stopping here for a drink," Dick assured her. "Our reservation at Per Se isn't for an hour. Besides," he continued, wrapping his arm around Jen, "it'll put us in the right mood for the evening."


  "To you," Dick toasted when the drinks arrived. Dick made small talk as they enjoyed their drinks. Jen wasn't surprised when she felt his hand on her leg, under the table. She decided to let him do what he wanted. She didn't want to fight him all night, and with her legs tightly crossed, he couldn't touch her most private parts. If he fondled her leg, even under her skirt, she could endure it. In 2 or 3 hours she'd be home with Michael. She could endure it, she told herself.


  It shocked Dick that Jen let him freely fondle her under the table. "Shit, this divorced bitch is hot to trot," he thought. "She must really need it." He expected Jen to resist when his hand moved under her skirt, but she let him do what he wanted. His cock grew as he caressed her stocking-clad leg, moving over her stocking tops, and then touching her garter straps.


  "Your skin is baby soft," he whispered huskily into Jen's ear as his calloused hands touched her bare flesh above her stockings. His plump fingers traced circles over Jen's sensitive skin.


  Despite herself, Jen was getting aroused. But it was the show on the stage, not Dick, that was turning her on. Two young girls were on the stage, one blonde and the other brunette. They had undressed each other, and were down to garters, stockings, and incredibly high stiletto heels. The blonde had licked the brunette to orgasm. Being a girl, Jen was pretty sure it was a real orgasm, not faked. Now, the brunette was fucking the blonde with a huge strap on dildo. Again, Jen was pretty certain the blondes moans were real, not fake.


  One of the dancers came up to them. Dick's face lit in recognition. "Hello Mona. Jen, this is Mona. She's been dancing here for years."


  Mona was beautiful. She was tall with long, lush red hair. She was older – Jen guessed forties? But she had a wonderful body, with huge breasts, a flat stomach, curvy ass and long shapely legs. She was dressed in a lacy black bra and g-string that revealed almost everything, and black thigh highs. Her black lingerie was striking against her fair skin.


  While Mona was beautiful, she had an ... evil look to her. And the lines in her face betrayed her age, and made her look hard. Mona studied Jen, her gaze lingering on her face and chest. Jen felt that Mona was undressing her with her eyes, and it sent a chill down her spine.


  Mona spoke to Dick without taking her eyes off Jen. "I like her Dick. So young. And so pretty." Mona stroked Jen's face. "So very very pretty." Jen pulled her face away from Mona's hand. Mona laughed.


  Mona looked at Dick. "Do you want a lap dance?"


  Dick chuckled. "Not tonight, Mona. I've got everything I need right here."


  Mona looked behind the table and saw Dick's hand on Jen's leg. Dick had worked Jen's skirt up around her waist, so her stocking tops and garters were clearly visible. "Not as sweet and innocent as you look, are you?" Mona said with a smile. "Good, I like that."


  Jen blushed with embarrassment, and pushed Dick's hand away, causing both Dick and Mona to laugh.


  Mona's tone became sultry and serious. She bend at the waist and brought her head to Jen's, their cheeks almost touching. They were so close that Mona's huge tits pressed against Jen's tender bosom. "Would you like a lap dance, honey," Mona breathed into Jen's ear.


  "That's a great idea," Dick said enthusiastically.


  "Er, no," Jen said awkwardly. "I don't think so."


  Mona smiled. She stroked Jen's cheek, then continued down her neck, down the V of her blouse, her long red nails teasingly following the swell of Jen's cleavage. "Are you sure? I know you'll like it."


  "Yes, I'm sure," Jen said quickly in a shaky voice. "Maybe later."


  "Maybe later?" Mona repeated in a mocking tone. "There's no time like the present, honey." She motioned to the stage, where the blonde was still getting pounded by the brunette. "That's nice, isn't it? Isn't it exciting? Don't you wish you were the blonde on the stage?"


  Jen looked and soon was mesmerized by the stage. The blonde was on her knees, and the brunette was fucking her like a dog. Jen broke out of the spell when she realized Mona's hands were on her. She was alarmed to find that Mona had unbuttoned two buttons of her blouse.


  "No, no," she protested, pushing Mona away and buttoning her blouse.


  "Don't be such a prude, sweetheart," Mona said with an evil smile. "I just wanted to peek at your goodies."


  Mona stood up. "Dick, I think your new friend needs to relax."


  "Don't worry, I'm working on that," Dick said. Making sure Jen wasn't looking, he winked at Mona.


  Mona smiled knowingly. "Really? Then maybe I'll come back in a little bit."


  "Yes, why don't you do that."


  Jen didn't know what they were talking about, but she knew it was about her, and she didn't intend to be there when Mona came back. "Come on, Dick, it's been almost an hour. Let's go."


  "Wait, wait, Jen, just a little longer."


  "No, Dick, I want to go now."


  Dick looked hurt. "Jen, are you mad at me? Do you me to take you home?"


  "No, uh ..." Jen knew she couldn't let Dick take her home, because then he'd find out she was Michael's wife. "I'm not mad. I just want to go."


  "I think you're mad."


  "I'm not," Jen insisted.


  "Fine, let's go to Per Se, but first you're got to let me kiss you, so I know you're not mad."


  Jen thought this was childish and ridiculous. "Okay, fine," she said.


  Just then Dick coughed, and he raised his hand to cover his mouth. Then he slid closer to Jen, and put his arm around her. Jen steeled herself for the kiss. "Just one kiss, how bad can it be?" she told herself. Dick pressed his lips to Jen's, and then forced his tongue inside her mouth. Jen hadn't agreed to French kissing. She pulled away, but Dick put his hand behind her head and pushed his tongue deeper into Jen's mouth.


  Just then, Jen felt something on Dick's tongue. It was small and hard ...


  "Oh my god, it's a pill!" Jen realized with horror. She tried to pull away, but Dick held her firmly. He pushed the drug down Jen's throat, and she had no choice but to swallow.


  Jen finally managed to pull away from Dick. "What was that?" Jen demanded angrily.


  Dick smiled. "Something to help you relax."


  The drug had an immediate effect. Jen's body started to tingle, like a thousand tiny pinpricks. She touched a finger to her wrist, and it set off an electric shock that ran up her arm. Somehow, the drug super-sensitized her skin, so every touch was hugely magnified. Then her arms and legs grew heavy. She could move, but she wasn't sure she could stand much less walk without help.


  "What did you give me?" Jen repeated.


  Dick took Jen in his arms, and pulled her close. "Don't worry baby, it'll make you relax, you'll love it." Dick cupped her breasts. "You like that baby?"


  "Aaaah," Jen moaned, as pleasure shot through her body. The drug had so super-sensitized her skin. Even through her blouse and bra, Dick's hand on her breasts sent bolts of pleasure cascading through her body.


  Mona came back, smiling. "Is she ready?"


  "Oh yeah," Dick said eagerly. He squeezed Jen's breasts, causing her to jump. "She's ready."


  Mona leaned over so her face almost touched Jen's. "Ready for some fun, honey?" She unbuttoned Jen's blouse. "Let's take a peek at what you're hiding in here."


  Jen tried to pull away but she was paralyzed by the date rape drug. Mona pulled Jen's unbutton blouse open, exposing her lacy black bra. "How pretty," Mona said approvingly. She traced her long red nails along the lace of Jen's bra. "Aaah aaah," Jen moaned. Mona smiled. "You like that, don't you?"


  Mona knew how the drugged worked. She had taken it herself many times, and enjoyed it. The drug heightened pleasure. Even the softest touch could almost cause an orgasm. But the drug also increased desire. Not only did the drug increase pleasure, it magnified the need for pleasure.


  The drug was working its way through Jen's body. Mona knew that soon, Jen would crave an orgasm like a druggie craves cocaine. Soon, Jen would be begging to be fucked.


  "Reach behind her and unsnap her bra," Mona told Dick without taking her eyes off Jen. Dick eagerly reached under the back of Jen's blouse and expertly unsnapped her bra. Jen's bra went slack. Mona looked into Jen's eyes. "Let's see what you've been hiding." Mona pulled Jen's bra straps off her shoulders and down her arms. The bra fell to her flat tummy, revealing her breasts.


  The sight of Jen's breasts took Mona's breath away. They were perfect. Soft, round, perfectly shaped, with not a hint of sag, capped with perky nipples that were surprisingly large compared to the size of her tits.


  Jen's breasts were small. Maybe 34B, if that. But they were so perfect and beautiful that Mona felt envious, even with her natural 44DDs.


  "Nice, really nice," Mona said admiringly.


  "Please," Jen begged. "Please let me go."


  "Go? Why?" Mona rubbed both of Jen's nipples between her thumbs and fingers, causing Jen to wiggle and moan with pleasure. "We're going to have so much fun."


  Mona ran her hands over Jen's thighs. "You have really nice legs. But you know that, don't you? That's why you wear short skirts, to show them off, right?"


  She took hold of Jen's legs and pulled her forward in the seat, pushing her mini-skirt up around her waist. Then she spread her legs obscenely wide, completely exposing her. "She's wet," Mona said to Dick. "Soaking wet. She must like this."


  Mona pulled Jen's panties to the side. "Completely bare," she said approvingly


  "Is this what you want, honey?" Mona asked as she ran a long fingernail along Jen's soaking pussy lips.


  "Aaaah aaaah," Jen moaned.


  Deep down, Mona envied Jen, even though she barely knew her. She envied Jen's Cover Girl, innocent good looks. She envied Jen's lush blonde locks. She envied Jen's tight young body. Mona wanted to torment Jen, and she knew exactly how to do it. She knew how to keep Jen at the brink of cumming, but not let her cum. Soon Jen would beg for it. And then Jen wouldn't be so innocent anymore.


  Mona rubbed Jen's pussy, being careful not to touch her clit. Jen wiggled and writhed under Mona's touch. Mona smiled triumphantly. "Am I teasing you?"


  With the tip of her finger, Mona grazed Jen's clit, touching but not applying any pressure. "Oh god oh god," Jen groaned.


  Mona moved her finger back and forth, barely touching Jen's clit each time, teasing and torturing her. Jen writhe under Mona's delicate touch, tears of humiliation and frustration clouding her eyes.


  "Do you want me to make you cum? Do you want an orgasm? I know you do. Beg me to fuck you. I want to hear you say it. Beg me, and I'll give you the orgasm you crave."


  "Do you want me to make you cum?" Mona repeated as she continued to tease Jen's clit.


  "Yes --- yes," Jen said, awash in shame but not able to control herself.


  "Beg me to fuck you. Beg me."


  "No, please," Jen said, using her last bit of resistance. "Please don't make me."


  Mona reached further and scraped a long nail across Jen's sensitive asshole. Jen clenched her toes in her heels, the pleasure so intense it was painful. "Oh gaaawd," she moaned.


  "Beg me," Mona repeated.


  "Please --- please."


  "Please what?"


  Tears of shame and humiliation flowed down Jen's cheeks. "Please ... fuck me."


  Mona smiled triumphantly at Dick. With the drug in Jen's system, Mona could have fucked her whenever she wanted. But it was so much better to hear Jen beg for it.


  "Let's get her to the stage," Mona ordered.


  "What? What?" Jen cried.


  "The stage, honey," Mona said with an evil smile, her hands cupping Jen's pretty face. "We'll going to give everyone a show."


  "No, no!" Jen cried as Dick carried her to the stage. "No, let me go!"


  "Make sure you have the camcorder going," Dick said to Mona. "I want to record all of it."


  Dick couldn't wait to get the tape. He chuckled to himself. "Once I get that tape, this bitch is mine!"


  Ch. 08 - Exhibitionist & Voyeur - Michael fantasizes about his wife in Randy's arms


  "Get the strap-on," Dick said to Mona as he carried Jen to the stage. Dick put Jen's hand on this crotch. "Feel that baby? Like how it feels? Don't worry, you'll get it, every inch. But first Mona's gonna warm you up for me."


  Mona smiled with anticipation. The dildo would be fun, but first she was going to sit on Jen's sweet face.


  "What's going on here?"


  Dick turned and saw the bouncer. "Get out of the way, boy!"


  The bouncer looked at Jen, and then back to Dick. "What did you do to her?"


  Jen felt in a fog, another side-effect of the drug. But through her hazy eyes she recognized the young black man. She reached out and gripped the bouncer's arm. "Please, help me," she pleaded with a weak voice. "Please."


  The bouncer saw that Jen was drugged. "This isn't right," the bouncer said.


  "Get lost boy. This doesn't concern you."


  "Please ..." Jen begged.


  The young bouncer made a quick decision. "Give her to me," he demanded.


  "How dare you? Move out of my way!"


  "Give her to me!" the young black man demanded. "Now!"


  Dick saw the bouncer's determined face and bulging muscles, and reluctantly let Jen go. "I'll get you fired for this!" he promised.


  The bouncer looked concerned. He put his arm around Jen and helped her walk out of the bar.


  Jen passed out almost as soon as they got into the taxi. The bouncer looked in Jen's purse to find where she lived.


  ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  Jen slowly opened her eyes. Her head throbbed, and she felt queasy. "Where ... where am I?"


  She felt a familiar hand on her shoulder. "It's me, honey," she heard her husband say. "You're home. You're safe."


  Jen's memory from the prior night was hazy, but she knew she had been in trouble. "How did I get home?"


  "The bouncer brought you home, in a taxi. He said Dick drugged you. Honey, I'm really sorry. I can't believe he did that to you."


  "I called Dick up, that bastard!" Michael said angrily. "I said I'd break his face if I ever saw him again."


  Jen sat up but felt woozy, and had to lay back down. "You probably need more sleep," Michael said. "Rest now, and we'll talk later."


  Jen slowly woke up. She saw it was dark outside. She must have slept for hours.


  She couldn't help her thoughts turning to the night before. Her head was finally clear, and she remembered everything. She shivered at how close she had come to being gang raped. She hated Dick for drugging her, and Mona for talking advantage of her. She also felt ashamed, because she remembered how aroused she had been. She had wanted to be taken ... to be fucked. Tears of shame formed in her eyes as she remembered how she had begged Mona to fuck her. "God, was that really me?" she asked herself. "It must have been the drug. It had to be."


  But then she remembered how horny she had been lately. How could she help it? It was only natural for her body to respond to all the male attention she got from playing the game. For not the first time, she wished they had never started playing. It wasn't right, being a married woman and flirting with other men.


  But she couldn't deny the excitement of the chase, of being pursued, the thrill of being touched, even kissed, by a strange man. The first kiss, the first touch, the newness of it all. She had forgotten had thrilling that could be.


  Then she remembered the night before, and shivered at how much trouble the game had almost caused her. "God, did it really happen to me? I was drugged, and almost raped." Jen had read about date rape, but she never thought it would happen to her, especially after getting married.


  Despite herself, the thought of Dick and Mona aroused her. She hated and despised them. But she couldn't forget how their fingers and lips had felt on her skin. It had felt good. She remembered how she had longed for an orgasm. The longing was still there. She craved an orgasm. Was it a side effect of the drug? She didn't know, she hoped so. But at that moment, the reason didn't matter.


  "Michael?" Jen hesitantly called out.


  Michael quickly came to her side. "Honey, are you alright? You've been sleeping for hours. I'm really sorry about last night."


  Jen took both her husband's hands, and kissed them. "It's alright, you couldn't have known." Jen kissed Michael's hands again, and then slowly brought them to her breasts. She was nude under the blanket.


  Michael cupped his wife's breasts. Her nipples were rock hard. "You're really turned on," he said.


  "Yeah," Jen breathed, unbuttoning Michael's shirt. "Make love to me."


  They made passionate love. They didn't talk, keeping to their own thoughts.


  Jen's fantasies wandered from Randy to Matt. Even to Dick.


  Even to Mona.


  She felt so ashamed, but couldn't help herself.


  Michael couldn't help thinking of Jen with Dick and Mona. What they did to her ... and what they almost did to her. When Michael called Dick earlier that day, Dick couldn't help gloating about the prior evening.


  "You're an ass for drugging her!" Michael had said.


  "Why do you care?" Dick retorted.


  Michael stammered, then remembered their story. "Because she's my wife's friend, I told you that."


  "I should call the police," Michael had continued angrily. "Date rape is against the law!"


  "Hold on, hold on," Dick quickly said. "Okay, I admit I gave her something, but it wasn't a date rape drug. It was just a Quaalude, just something to get her to relax. You know what they are, right? A Quaalude doesn't make a person moan and beg for it the way Jen did last night. It was a small pill, practically a placebo. Listen, I don't care what Jen told you, she wanted me as much as I wanted her. And she's a kinky chick, too. She begged Mona to fuck her with the dildo."


  Michael had looked at the telephone in shock. Could Dick be telling the truth?


  As Michael made love to Jen, he couldn't shake the images of Mona playing with Jen's tits and clit. He knew it was terrible. But he couldn't help thinking about his wife getting turned on by Dick and Mona's lips and fingers, and about Jen begging Mona to fuck her with the strap on.


  "I'm gonna cum," Michael groaned. "Hurry and play with yourself."


  "Oh ... okay," Jen said as she reached a hand between their bodies.


  +++++++++++++++++++++++


  Jen lay awake in the darkness, long after Michael fell asleep, feeling frustrated and unsatisfied. She craved a long fucking. Her body needed it after everything that had happened that week. Thankfully, Michael had managed to stay hard, but he came too fast. She had barely had time to make herself cum. It wasn't enough to satiate her body's needs.


  The past week had been wrong. How had their marriage gotten this way? She was flirting with guys in bars, flirting at work, even going out on dates arranged by her husband. This wasn't how she dreamed marriage would be, back when she was a little girl. What happened the night before was still fresh in her mind. It scared her, remembering how turned on she got. But Dick was repulsive, and she had never been interested in other women. It had to be the drug, right?


  Despite her misgivings, she couldn't deny the excitement of the game. It was a major ego burst to have so much male attention. It was like back in college, before she met Michael. She hadn't realized how much she missed flirting, and the thrill of being chased.


  She wished Michael had lasted longer. Even though she couldn't reach orgasm from intercourse alone (she had never been able to), she enjoyed feeling him inside her. She thought of waking Michael up, but he usually couldn't get hard again so soon. The problem with the game is it made her so horny. It left her body with longings. God, she needed sex so bad, it made her wonder if the drug was partly still inside her.


  She snaked a hand down her lacy panties. Playing with herself wasn't as good as intercourse, but it was better than nothing.


  +++++++++++++++++++++++


  The next week at work, Michael often found himself daydreaming about their game.


  He couldn't believe how well things were going. What a difference a week makes! Before, Jen might flash some leg or let a guy look down her blouse. She might flirt a little. But nothing like this week. All of the guys -- Matt, Randy and Dick -- and even Mona -- had been close to fucking her. Jen was that close to letting them in her pants.


  What had come over his wife? He didn't know, but he loved it.


  His fantasy was to watch another man fuck Jen. To watch Jen's face as she came with another man's cock inside her. Michael knew it was demented, but he had stopped trying to understand his desires. His greatest fantasy was for Jen to become a hot wife, and he couldn't change no matter how much he wanted to.


  Before, Jen might flash a little leg or flirt a bit, but it was always at his cajoling. She never expressed any interest in other guys, which made it less exciting for him. Michael wanted his wife to get hot over other guys, to flash and flirt because she wanted to, not just to make him happy. He wanted Jen to desire other guys. Then somehow, this week, it was like a switch turned on in his wife's head. There was no doubt that Matt and Randy, and even Dick and Mona, had aroused her (and if Dick was telling the truth, it wasn't because of the pill Jen took).


  Would Jen actually make his fantasy come true, and sleep with another man? Matt or Randy, it could happen with either of them. The best chance was with Randy, because who knew if they would ever see Matt again. Randy was better anyway, since Jen worked with him. Michael hoped they would have an affair for a few months, and then Jen could move on to another lover. Michael looked forward to Randy's party next weekend. He'd give Jen a day or two to get over what happened with Dick and Mona, and then he'd start putting ideas in her head about going the next step with Randy.


  Just thinking about his wife with another man made Michael hard. He went into the bathroom to masturbate, the second time today he had beat off. He felt guilty knowing he might have trouble staying hard tonight if he and Jen made love, but he couldn't resist.


  +++++++++++++++++++++++


  Jen cautiously walked up the stairs in the run-down apartment building. Checking the apartment number, she knocked.


  The door opened. "Yeah?" an old black woman asked.


  "Um ... my name is Jen. I'm here to see Tyrone. Does he live here?"


  The woman looked doubtfully at Jen for a few moments. Then she shouted back into the apartment. "Tyrone! Someone here to see you!"


  Jen waited nervously at the door, when finally a muscular black teenager appeared. It was the bouncer from the Private Eyes topless bar.


  Jen smiled nervously. "Hi, um ... I wanted to thank you for the other night. For helping me get away from those people."


  Tyrone looked Jen up and down. "Lady, with you dressed like that in this neighborhood, I might need to help you again."


  Jen blushed in embarrassment. "I came right after work," she hurriedly explained. Ever since closing the deal the week before, Jen's skirts had become higher, and her blouses a touch more revealing. To her chagrin, she found that Randy was right, it helped her at work to dress a little sexier.


  "How did you find me anyway?"


  "It wasn't that hard," Jen said smiling. "They told me at Private Eyes that you were fired. It took a while but they finally gave me your address."


  "I'm sorry that they fired you," Jen said earnestly. "If I can do anything ..."


  Tyrone shrugged. "That's okay, it was a shitty job. I was just working there to save up for college."


  "So, do you have another job yet?"


  "Nah ... kinda hard getting a job, my high school grades weren't too good."


  Jen had an idea. "Well, there might be an opening where I work."


  Tyrone looked warily. "You're kidding, right? What is it, a janitor or some shit like that?"


  "No, no," Jen said quickly. "Last week I closed a big deal, and now there's a lot of things I have to take care of. My boss might let me hire an administrative assistant."


  Tyrone grinned. "You're kidding, right? Me in an office?"


  "Well, I have to check, but I think ... yes, I think it'll be okay."


  Tyrone's grin grew wider. "Where do I sign up?"


  +++++++++++++++++++++++


  "That's what you're wearing to Randy's party?" Michael asked, the disappointment clear in his voice.


  Jen had slipped into a conservative black dress with low heeled shoes. She sighed. "Michael, there'll be a lot of people from work there. We can't play the game there."


  "I know, but there's no harm in dressing a little sexier. I mean, you dress sexier when you go to work."


  Jen shook her head. "Michael, we've gone over this already. Work is work, but this is a social occasion. It's different."


  Michael's disappointment soured his mood, and it only got worst once they arrived at the party. It was boring, with everyone talking shop. He wandered around Randy's house to pass the time.


  "You must be Michael, Jen's husband."


  Michael turned to see a tall, broad shouldered man. "I'm Randy."


  Michael shook Randy's offered hand. "Hi, I was just admiring your sports collection," he said, feeling uncomfortable. Despite his fantasies involving this man and his wife, Michael felt awkward talking to him.


  But Michael's discomfort quickly faded as Randy gave him a tour of his sport memorabilia collection. They were both Mets and Jets fans, and soon they were acting like old friends as they talked about their favorite players and games. Randy pulled out 100 year old scotch from his private collection and poured two glasses, handing one to Michael. They laughed and talked, and Michael enjoyed himself more and more, finding Randy easy to like.


  "I've season tickets to the Jets, six rows up on the 50 yard line. You and Jen should come with me next Sunday."


  "You're kidding, to the Jets Patriots game? We'd love to!"


  +++++++++++++++++++++++


  Jen was so upset with her husband. Why hadn't he asked her before agreeing to go to the football game with Randy? She still felt uncomfortable around Randy, and she didn't want to spend an entire afternoon with him.


  Jen was frustrated, too. Sexily frustrated. The last 2 times they had sex, he couldn't stay hard. He was able to cum, but with his penis only half hard while inside her, their sex didn't satisfy her at all. Didn't Michael find her desirable anymore? They hadn't played their game since that terrible evening with Dick and Mona. Was that it? Could Michael only get excited when they played the game?


  Sunday morning came, and Jen stepped out of the shower and went into the bedroom, planning to dress casually in jeans and a sweater. When she got to the bedroom she found Michael laying out an outfit.


  She picked up the mini-skirt Michael had selected. "Michael, I'm not wearing this. It's too short. Remember, you said this was just a football game. We're not playing the game today. Anyway, it's too chilly for a skirt this short."


  Michael grinned. "I know, that's why I laid out these tights. They'll keep you warm. And it's a wool skirt. Besides, you'll be wearing a coat."


  Jen felt the cashmere sweater Michael had picked out. It was silkier and more form fitting than the one she had in mind. Michael had also laid out a lacy push up bra and a matching silk thong. She shook her head. "Michael, I don't want to play the game today. You said it was just a football game."


  "Jen, why not?" Michael asked, disappointed. "What's the harm? Listen, Randy's invited us to a pre-game party in one of the suites. We can play the game with guys there. You don't have to flirt with Randy, you can ignore him if you want. Besides, I'll be next to you the entire game, he won't be able to do anything but look."


  Jen sighed. "Michael ..." She was frustrated, but she knew Michael wouldn't let up. With a shrug, she put on the clothes Michael wanted. "Maybe sex will be better tonight if we play a little," Jen thought, consoling herself.


  "Wow, you look great," Michael admired as his wife entered their family room. Jen's clingy, off-white cashmere sweater hugged her small breasts. It was so sheer it clearly revealed the outline of her bra. Her short plaid skirt wonderfully showed off her long shapely legs. Jen's off-white cotton tights and low heeled, ankle-strap Mary Janes gave her an enticing school-girl look.


  At the pre-game party, Jen mingled while Michael chatted with Randy. In no time she was surrounded by a group of single guys. With the beer and alcohol flowing freely, the guys became bolder and bolder. Jen flirted a little, and she allowed some touching. She stole a few glances at her husband, and was pleased to see he was watching with a big smile on his face. Randy was watching too, which made Jen shiver.


  "Jen is truly beautiful," Randy said to Michael as they watched her surrounded by the single guys. "You're really lucky to have her."


  "Thanks, I know," Michael said almost absentmindedly, without taking his eyes off his wife. He seemed to have forgotten that Randy was there.


  Randy studied Michael, whose attention was focused clearly on his wife and the guys around her. Instead of being jealous or angry, Michael seemed to be enjoying the attention Jen was getting from the single guys.


  "You like watching Jen, don't you?"


  Michael's attention was suddenly drawn back to Randy. "What?"


  Randy smiled. "I said, I think you like it when Jen flirts with other guys."


  "Er, no, no I don't," Michael lied. "I mean, it's not a matter of liking or disliking it. I'm just not the jealous type."


  "It's okay, Michael, you don't need to get defensive," Randy said, still smiling. "Someday I'll get married, and when I do, I hope my wife flirts with other guys, just like Jen. I mean, it's hot, right?"


  "Well ... yeah, it is," Michael admitted cautiously.


  Michael was happy when the game started. He hadn't planned on such a frank talk with Randy. Still, Randy was understanding, and didn't try to take advantage of the situation. Michael found himself liking Randy even more.


  Jen was anxious as they went to their seats. Randy had seen her flirting with all those guys. Would he try to throw it into her face? But Randy never mentioned it. In fact, he was pleasant the entire afternoon, even fun to be with. What was up?


  
Ch. 09 - Exhibitionist & Voyeur - Jen reluctantly plays again, to lift her husband's spirits


  "Want another beer?" Randy said.


  Michael looked at his watch. "Okay, one more. Then I've got to get home." Since the football game, Michael and Randy had become fast friends, going out at least once a week for a beer.


  "How's work?" Randy asked.


  Michael shook his head. "Not that great. One of my clients is pissed at me."


  "Hey, I'm sure it'll work itself out. Anyway, my offer still stands. If you want, I'll send my taxes to you."


  Michael looked unsure. "Thanks, but I usually don't do work for friends."


  Randy shrugged. "That's cool. Just let me know if you change your mind."


  "Look over there," Randy said, abruptly changing the subject. He motioned to a pretty blonde dancing with a big black guy.


  Michael admired the blonde's petite figure and shapely legs. She looked a little like Jen, although older. Then he remembered. "Hey, didn't that girl come in with her husband about an hour ago?"


  "Yeah, that's what I'm saying," Randy said. He lowered his voice conspiratorially. "Look over there. No, back there. That's her husband, right?"


  "Yeah, I think you're right," Michael said, his heart starting to beat faster. "He's watching his wife dance with the black guy."


  A slow song began, and Michael and Randy watched as the black man took the blonde into his arms. The black man slowly seduced the blonde wife, his hands gently caressing her back and then moving downward towards her shapely behind. The black man pulled the blonde to him, so her stomach pressed against his crotch. He whispered something in her ear, and then his lips trailed along her cheek. As they spoke their lips were almost touching, and from time to time their lips did touch. The blonde looked flustered when the song finally ended. The black man took the blonde's hand and lead her back to the table where her husband sat. After a few minutes of small talk, the husband whispered into his wife's ear. The wife, looking shyly at her lap, nodded. The husband grinned and said something to the black man, and the three of them got up and left the bar, the wife between her husband and the black man.


  "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" Randy finally said.


  Michael coughed, his throat dry. He took a gulp of his beer. "I don't know," he said, "what are you thinking?"


  "Oh come on, don't play dumb. It's clear. Husband and wife come into a bar together. She flirts and dances with a stranger, with her husband's permission. She's smitten by the stranger, and so they go to a hotel room so the black guy can fuck the wife's brains out, while the husband watches. Isn't that what we just saw?"


  Michael shrugged. "Could be? Who knows?"


  Randy looked at Michael skeptically. "Sooooo ...," Randy continued. "Is that what you and Jen do?"


  Michael was ready for Randy's question. He looked blankly at Randy. "I don't know what you're talking about."


  "Come on, Michael. You told me you like watching Jen flirt with other guys. I know you take her to the Hudson Bar, a notorious pick-up place. Come on, level with me, I promise not to tell Jen. Do you and Jen play games, like we just saw?"


  Michael thought a moment, thinking about what to say. He knew Randy might be using him to get into Jen's pants. But then, isn't that what he wanted, to see Jen sleep with Randy?


  "Okay, I admit it," Michael finally said. "Sometimes we go out, and I watch while she flirts with other guys. It's a spark to our sex lives. It's harmless, no one gets hurt."


  Randy laughed. "Hey, man, I'm not judging you. I think it's cool. Like I said before, when I get married I hope I'm as lucky as you, to have a wife like Jen who likes to do things like that."


  "Do you guys ... you know ... does Jen sleep with other guys?"


  Michael shook his head. "No, but ... we've talked about it. This is mostly my thing, but ... well ... she might be open to it, if the right guy came along."


  "And you'd be okay with that?"


  Michael shrugged. "Like I've said, I'm not the jealous type. Jen may be married to me, but that doesn't mean she's dead. If she's attracted to some guy ... well, I'm fine with that. I mean, you only live once, right?"


  Randy clinked his glass to Michael's. "Amen to that, brother."


  +++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  "What a day," Michael lamented two weeks later as he sat down and picked up the menu.


  "What happened?" Jen asked. Their conversation was interrupted as the waiter took their drink orders.


  "We lost a big client today." Michael put his face in his hands. "What's worst, it was because of a mistake I made."


  Looking concerned, Jen took her husband's hands in hers. "Michael, I'm so sorry. Don't be upset, I'm sure everything will work out."


  "I don't think so," Michael said, looking inconsolable. "This is the second client I've lost this month. I'm sorry, honey, but I might even get fired."


  Jen squeezed her husband's hands tighter. "It's okay, honey. With that big bonus I got, we'll be fine."


  Michael shook his head. "I feel like such a failure," Michael said sadly.


  Jen felt terrible seeing her husband so sad. "Michael, you're not a failure, not at all. Honey, come on, don't be so down, it'll get better." She hated seeing him like this. Lately things were going bad for him at work, and he was constantly depressed.


  Making a decision, she squeezed her husband's hands again. "I know," she whispered conspiratorially, mustering as much excitement in her voice as she could. "Let's play a game tonight."


  Michael looked up. "I don't know," he said hesitantly.


  "Oh, come on honey," she said, trying to sound enthusiastic. "We haven't played the game since that disaster date with Dick. I mean, not including the football game with Randy, which really doesn't count. So come on, let's play, I really want to. Please?"


  "Really, you do?"


  "Oh yeah," she said, trying to sound sultry. She crossed her fingers under the table. "I miss it."


  Michael signed. "I don't know. I'm not sure if I'm in the mood."


  Now Jen was really concerned. He must really be upset, if he didn't want to play the game. She felt guilty. Maybe she wasn't being convincing enough. Maybe he could tell she still had misgivings after the date with Dick.


  Jen knew she had to help Michael out of this funk. She glanced around, making sure no one was looking. "I know how to get you in the mood," she whispered with a sly smile. She took a deep breath, and then brought her hands to her blouse. She quickly undid one button, and then another. She glanced around again. Thankfully no one had seen.


  Michael finally smiled. "So, what game are we going to play tonight?"


  Before Jen could answer the waiter arrived with their drinks. Jen took a quick sip of her Cosmopolitan to steel her nerves. Then she innocently leaned over slightly, pretending to study the menu. She pretended not to notice as the waiter stared down her blouse.


  "Did you like that?" Jen asked after the waiter had left.


  "What are you wearing under your blouse?" Michael asked excitedly.


  Jen was happy to see that Michael had forgotten about the problems at work. "Um, well, let me think," she teased. "Oh, right, I remember ... I'm wearing that lacy black bra you bought me last month."


  "You know, the demi bra ... the one that barely covers me," she said, drawing out the moment.


  "Oh," Jen said innocently, pretending to be alarmed. "I hope he couldn't see my nipples. You know how sheer that bra is."


  Jen let the moment linger. She had her husband's full attention. She remembered the other night, when he had worshipped her feet. So she extended her leg under the table and pressed her stiletto heel hard against her husband's foot. "So, do you think you're in the mood to play a game tonight?"


  "What do you have in mind?" Michael almost coughed out, his throat dry, his breathing quickening.


  Jen gave Michael a sexy, teasing look. "Well ...," she started, pretending to think. "Maybe ... maybe you could take me to a bar ... you know, one of those singles places you like so much ... and then ... we'd go in separately ... and then ... well, you'll have to watch to see what happens then."


  Michael's smile grew wider. All thought of his problems at work were gone. "That sounds like a fun game. But you'll have to do something extra, to make it really fun."


  "What?"


  "Before we go, take off your bra."


  "Um ... I'm not so sure that's a good idea," Jen said, concern creeping into her voice. "My blouse is too sheer for that."


  Michael shrugged. "So what? Like you said, your bra barely covers you anyway. Besides, I'll take you someplace dark, so no one can see."


  "But they'll be able to know I'm not wearing a bra ... if they touch me."


  "I know," Michael said excitedly. "That's why this is a fun game."


  "Well ...." Jen didn't want to go braless. But she liked seeing Michael so enthusiastic and happy again. Also, maybe this would help Michael stay extra hard in bed tonight. Besides, if they went someplace dark, no one would be able to see ... and so what if a guy found out she wasn't wearing a bra, a lot of girls go braless, right? It wasn't a sin or anything.


  "Well, alright. I'll, uh ... I'll be right back," Jen said as she got up to go to the ladies room.


  An hour later, Jen walking into Idol, another notorious singles pick-up bar. The bar wasn't as dark as Michael had promised, and she kept glancing down to see if her nipples were visible through her sheer silk blouse. She couldn't remember the last time she had gone braless. Maybe back in college, but then she always wore a sweater over her top. She had never been so exposed as now, with only the wispy material of her silk blouse covering her perky breasts.


  "Hey, I know you," she heard a deep male voice. "Jen, my beautiful model friend who works in advertising."


  Jen turned around to see Matt. She smiled at the sight of the familiar face. "Hi. I'm flattered you remembered my name, and where I work."


  "Of course I remember. Dickstein Slater, right? How could I ever forget, you're so god damn beautiful."


  Jen blushed at the compliment. "Thank you," she said, shyly avoiding Matt's eyes.


  "Let me get you a drink. Cosmo, right?"


  Jen couldn't believe Matt remembered so much about her. She was flattered, the ego boost making her feel great.


  She had forgotten how good looking he was. "Tall, dark and handsome," she thought. They chatted, and Jen found herself enjoying Matt's company.


  Still, she almost jumped when she felt Matt's hand on her back. He caressed her, right where her bra strap would be. "He can tell I'm not wearing a bra," she nervously thought to herself. She forced herself to remain calm. "Michael would want me to let Matt do this," she thought.


  A slow song began. "Dance?" Matt asked, offering his hand. Jen nodded, and hesitantly took his hand. Jen continued to let Matt caress her back as he took her into his arms. His fingers slowly trailed up and down her back, each roundtrip seeming to emphasize her bralessness. Jen let Matt gradually pull her closer to him, until her braless breasts pressed against his chest. She felt uncomfortable in Matt's strong arms, but she knew Michael was watching, and enjoying the show she was giving him.


  Taking Jen's inaction as permission, Matt gradually lead her across the bar, to a darkened hallway. Jen felt Matt get more and more excited, his hardness pressing against her tummy.


  "Jen, you're so sexy," he said as he touched his lips against hers. Jen's instinct was to pull away, but she caught herself. "Michael would want me to let Matt kiss me." Jen let Matt push his tongue into her mouth, and she even twirled her tongue around his.


  Matt lead Jen further down the hallway, into a storeroom. Matt continued to French kiss Jen. Then he brought his hand up and cupped her breasts. "You're so fucking hot," he said as he squeezed her braless breasts through the silky material of her blouse.


  "Michael wants me to do this," Jen told herself, letting Matt fondle her, her nipples hardening with excitement. Matt felt Jen's nipples hardening and he rubbed them between his thumb and finger. "Ohhhh," she moaned. She felt it was wrong to enjoy it so much, but her body couldn't help but respond to Matt's touch.


  Matt deftly unbuttoned her blouse (she had re-buttoned it after taking off her bra). He took a moment to admire Jen's small, but shapely breasts. "Perfect," he said. He lowered his head and sucked on Jen's erect nipples. Jen clenched her eyes shut at the intense pleasure. "Ohhh gaaawd," she moaned, involuntarily wrapping her arms around Matt's head. Her mind flashed to her husband. "Michael would want me to ..."


  Jen felt Matt reach under her mini-skirt. She felt his hands on her stocking tops, and then her garter straps. "Jen, you're so sexy!" Matt said as he tugged her garter straps. "You're the only girl I know who wears this." Matt's hands caressed her sensitive bare skin above her stockings.


  Jen gritted her teeth as Matt's fingers trailed up her naked thighs towards her lacy thong panties. This was going too far. With effort she pushed his hands away. "No, Matt, no," she said between heavy breaths. "We have to stop."


  "What's wrong?"


  "Just let me ... just let me catch my breath," Jen said, her bosom heaving.


  Matt grinned, then pulled Jen back into his arms. "That's alright, baby, take all the time you want, we have all night."


  "No, no," Jen said, pulling away. She held up her left hand, showing her wedding and engagement rings. The diamonds sparkled in the storeroom light. "Matt, you know I'm married. I can't do this."


  "It's alright, baby," he said, undeterred. "I have a lot of married friends. I can keep a secret."


  Jen unreasonably felt a spark of jealousy. "Well then, why don't you call up one of your other 'married friends'?" Jen said as coldly as possible. "I'm leaving."


  Matt laughed. "Come on, don't be mad." He pulled Jen to him. "I'd drop all those other girls for you in a second. You're fucking gorgeous. And ..."


  Matt reached down and trailed his fingers along her shapely stocking-clad legs.


  "... you've got the best legs I've ever seen."


  Jen couldn't help smiling, charmed by Matt's flattery and boyish persistence. "Will you stop," she insisted, her scolding mixed with laughter. "I told you, I'm married. I can't cheat on my husband."


  Matt leaned back against a crate. "Jen, you can't do this to me," he said, partly joking, but partly serious. He motioned at the large tent in his pants. "You can't leave me like this -- not again!"


  Jen laughed at Matt's good humored frustration. "Well, you could call up one of your other 'married friends'," she teased. "Or a cold shower might help."


  "Jen, I'm serious," Matt said. He took Jen's hand and placed it over his hard-on. "You can't leave me like this. Not again. You have to help me out here."


  Jen couldn't help noticing how big Matt was. She couldn't help being -- a little -- curious by his size. "Um ... well ... what do you want me to do?" she asked against her better judgment.


  Seeing his chance, Matt quickly unzipped his pants and took out his cock. Jen's eyes grew wide. She had never seen anything so big. Matt wrapped Jen's hand around his cock. He was so thick her fingers didn't touch.


  "Just ... play with me a little," he said.


  Jen felt a mixture of fear and fascination. Her instinct was to run. She wanted to run. But she heard a little voice in her head. "Michael would want me to do this."


  She slowly stroked Matt, first with one hand. Then with two. To her amazement, he got even bigger. And he was so hard. So very hard. Like granite.


  "Yeah, like that baby," Matt said. He reached into Jen's open blouse and cupped her breasts, rubbing her nipples. "Just like that."


  Jen moaned. Her nipples had always been so sensitive, like a direct connection to her clit. Seeing Jen's weakness, Matt kissed Jen's neck and ran a tongue along her ear. Jen squirmed from the pleasure, reflexively releasing hold of his penis. But Matt grabbed her hand and guided her back to him. Matt ran his lips along Jen's cheek, and then touched her lips. Jen reflexively opened her mouth, and Matt pushed in his tongue.


  Matt's hands wandered under Jen's skirt. He touched her panties, making Jen jump with electric pleasure. "Jen, you're so wet. Let me fuck you, come on. You want it as much as I do."


  "No no," Jen said with her last remnants of will power. "No, Matt, I told you, I can't ... I can't cheat on Michael."


  "Okay, okay," Matt said, resigned. "But at least go down on me." He put his hands on Jen's shoulders, gently urging her to her knees. "Come on. Please. Just a little."


  Jen hesitated. This was wrong. She was married. Things had already gone too far.


  Then she thought of her husband. Was Michael here, hiding in the shadows, watching them? A thrilling chill ran down her spine. Knowing what her husband would want, and that he might be watching at that very moment, Jen let Matt push her to her knees.


  Jen was face level with Matt's cock. She held it with both hands. It was long. And thick. Pre-cum oozed from its head.


  "Lick it," Matt urged her.


  Jen hesitated again. But she knew Michael wanted her to. She remembered what Michael said the other day, before her date with Dick. "Do what you want ... I won't be upset, no matter what happens."


  Jen knew what her husband wanted her to do. And a part of her ... a part of her wanted it to. She was fascinated by Matt's size.


  She cautiously extended her tongue and grazed the bulbous head of Matt's cock. She tentatively twirled the tip of her tongue on his cock head, eliciting a low moan from Matt. Jen hesitantly ran her tongue along Matt's pre-cum, tasting him.


  Jen wasn't an expert at sucking cock, but she wasn't a prude, either. She went down on her husband regularly, and had shared the pleasure of her warm mouth and soft tongue with past boyfriends. But she had never had anyone as big as Matt.


  Matt seemed to sense this. "Just take as much as you can. I won't push," he assured her.


  Jen adjusted herself, sliding her knees across the floor. She felt her nylons run, around her knees, but she needed to position herself to take Matt into her mouth.


  Jen formed an O with her mouth. Her heart pounded, and her head swirled with mixed feelings of excitement and reluctance. She felt she was about to break her wedding vows. But she thought again of her husband, and of what he wanted. "Just pretend it's Michael," she thought.


  With that comforting thought, Jen closed her eyes, and pulled Matt's cock to her soft lips.


  But it wasn't Michael, Jen realized immediately. While Jen could easily take her husband's entire erect penis in her mouth, she couldn't even swallow Matt's cock head. She opened her mouth as wide as she could, and with an effort, she was able to take Matt's cock head in her mouth.


  But she panicked, not able to breathe. She pulled him out, gasping for breath. Randy has seen this happen before with other girls. "Try again," he urged her. "Breathe through your nose."


  Jen looked uncertain. But her competitive fires were urging her to try again. She opened as wide as she could and again eased Matt's cock head into her mouth. She reflexively wanted to breathe through her mouth, but she forced herself to breathe through her nose. It worked, and after a little bit her confidence grew. She swallowed a little more, but his cock was so thick there was no way she could take much more.


  She remembered watching x-rated films with Michael (he liked the Wife Watching series), and how the actresses were able to take huge cocks down their throats. She maneuvered on the concrete floor, trying to find the right angle. She felt her stockings tearing against the rough concrete as she slid on the floor.


  Jen tried to swallow more of Matt, but there was no way. He was too thick, and she knew she'd gag if she tried to stuff more of his cock in her mouth.


  But after giving dozens of blowjobs to her husband and past boyfriends, Jen knew what to do. While keeping his cock head in her mouth, she licked the underside of his rod. She also pumped his shaft with her soft hands.


  Then she looked up, her greenish-blue eyes looking right into Matt's.


  It was too much for Matt to take. He could tell Jen wasn't an expert, but that made it more exciting. His cock in her warm mouth, feeling her soft tongue. Her soft, petite hands around his shaft, carefully stroking him. And then seeing her look up at him, seeing her gorgeous face framed by her long blonde hair, seeing her sweet, almost innocent eyes looking into his. It was too much for Matt to take.


  "I'm cumming," Matt groaned.


  Jen's eyes grew wide in alarm. She quickly pulled Matt's cock from her mouth. She continued to stroke him, her hands moving faster over his shaft, but she pointed his cock to the side.


  Soon Matt tensed and grunted, his cock pulsed and he shot stream after stream of thick milky cum on some crates. He spasmed so violently it was all Jen could do to hold onto his shaft without accidentally hurting him with her manicured nails.


  Finally Matt stopped cumming. Not knowing what else to do, Jen smiled awkwardly at him, and kissed his half hard penis. She got to her feet. She saw that her nylons were ruined.


  She held her hands to her side, not knowing what to do. She needed to fix her clothes, but her hands were covered in Matt's pre-cum and her own saliva.


  "Here," Matt said, recognizing her problem. He pulled out his shirt from his pants and gallantly offered his shirt tails.


  "Thanks," Jen said appreciatively, and wiped her hands.


  Jen's hands went to her blouse, but Matt stopped her before she could do the buttons. He eased a hand into her blouse and flicked one of Jen's erect nipples with his thumb. Jen, not having cum yet and her body on fire, almost leaped out of her high heels.


  "Let me go down on you," Matt said. "I promise I won't try to fuck you."


  Jen believed Matt. And her body was on fire, craving an orgasm. But she felt that, while it was okay to give pleasure to Matt (with Michael's blessing), receiving pleasure from a man other than her husband crossed the line. Maybe she could stay true to her wedding vows if she allowed only her husband to bring her to orgasm.


  "No ... um ... that's okay," she said with some regret. She reached again to button her blouse. "I better go."


  But Matt stopped her again. "Let me look one more time," he said as he opened her blouse. "You have incredible legs," Matt said as he gazed at Jen's shapely breasts. "But your tits are even better." He was being honest, even though he preferred large breasted women.


  Jen sensed Matt's sincerity, and blushed. "Thanks," she said.


  Then, to her surprise, Matt began buttoning Jen's blouse. This caring gesture made Jen feel good.


  As Matt zipped his pants, Jen pulled down her skirt. She hurriedly ran her fingers through her hair and fixed her makeup. She looked at her legs. Her stockings were scuffed and severely laddered, especially around her knees. She considered taking them off, but she didn't want to pull up her skirt and unsnap the hose from her garter belt in front of Matt.


  "Um, well, I better go," she said.


  "Can I see you again? Can I get your phone number?"


  Jen weakly smiled, and held up her left hand. "Married, remember?"


  Matt smiled, knowing he had gotten as much as he could hope to get from this beautiful married girl He handed Jen his card. "Well, maybe if you ever become unmarried."


  Jen hesitated for a second, and then took his card. "Okay, but ... I don't think that'll ever happen."


  Feeling awkward, she raised up on her tip toes and kissed Matt softly on the cheek. "Bye."


  "Bye," he said. "I'll wait here a few minutes, to give you some cover."


  Jen wasn't sure what he meant. But understanding hit her as soon as she left the storeroom and re-entered the bar. It seemed everyone was looking at her. She realized with alarm that people had seen her go into the storeroom with Matt. Now they were all whispering and laughing at her. A group of laughing girls cattily pointed at Jen's legs. "Oh my god," Jen thought, remembering how laddered her stockings were around her knees. "They know I went down on Matt."


  Men hungrily leered at her. Jen's body was still on fire, and she remembered she was braless. Tears of humiliation formed in her eyes. "God, they probably can see my nipples."


  Jen blushed a scarlet red, feeling embarrassed and humiliated. She exited the bar as fast as she could, and took a taxi home.


  Ch. 10 - Loving Wives - Jen reluctantly agrees to go to a wedding with Randy


  Jen pulled Michael to her as soon as he entered their condo. "Fuck me, fuck me," she begged.


  Her body burned with desire. She needed Michael inside her. She needed fucked, an orgasm.


  Michael needed it too. He hadn't been in the storeroom. But he watched Matt seduce her on the dance floor. He watched, like many others, as Matt lead Jen into the darken hallway, and into the storeroom. He watched as Jen came out of the storeroom, her hair and clothes disheveled. Her stockings scuffed and laddered at her knees. HER KNEES! Michael almost came right then. "Oh my god," he thought, his head spinning. "Jen gave that guy a blow job!"


  On the way home, as he followed Jen's taxi, Michael's head spun in disbelief. "My wife went down on another man," he repeated again and again in his mind. "What else did she do? Did she swallow his cum?"


  "Did she fuck him?"


  Michael's cock throbbed. He was so hard it hurt. He couldn't resist. On the way home he masturbated, careful to catch his sperm in a tissue. "I'll last longer this way," he reasoned, feeling a little guilty.


  Michael wrapped his arms around his wife and they passionately kissed. Jen wrapped her leg around Michael's waist, dry humping him.


  "God, she's so hot, like a bitch in heat," Michael thought savagely.


  They fell onto the sofa and Michael quickly pushed Jen's skirt around her waist. He reached down and fingered her, her panties soaking.


  "Fuck me," Jen begged. "Fuck me."


  Michael pulled out his hard dick. He pulled Jen's panties aside and penetrated her with a single thrust.


  "Yeah, give it to me," she urged with a throaty moan.


  Michael ripped open Jen's blouse, the buttons flying everywhere. He roughly groped her tits. "Did he touch you here? Did he touch your breasts?"


  "Yeah," Jen admitted. "He touched me there ... He touched my breasts."


  Michael felt his dick get harder. He pressed his cheek against Jen, and hissed into her ear. "Did you suck him? Did you put his cock in your mouth?"


  "Yeah ... yeah," Jen said, her body burning.


  "Did he ...," Michael began, his excitement so great he almost couldn't form the words. "Did he fuck you?" Michael held his breath, not sure what he wanted to hear. Had Jen satisfied his greatest fantasy? Had she fucked another man?


  "No, but ... he wanted to. He tried to ..."


  Michael pressed his eyes tightly closed, feeling both relief and disappointment. Oh god, it almost happened. Almost! But she let another man fondle her naked breasts! She put another man's cock in her mouth!


  Then suddenly, despite his excitement, despite the fire in his body, the unthinkable happened. Michael's dick got soft.


  Jen felt it immediately. "No, no, no!" she silently pleaded. "No!"


  Michael got half hard. He silently cursed himself for masturbating on the way home. He slowed down his thrusting, to keep from falling out. "It's okay, honey, just give me a minute."


  He slowly stroked Jen, trying to get hard again. He wished he hadn't masturbated in the car. "Maybe you better play with yourself."


  No, that's not what Jen wanted. She couldn't cum from intercourse alone, she had never been able to. But she wanted to be fucked really hard, to be pounded, before playing with herself. Her body ached, it needed a hard fucking.


  But she didn't want to hurt Michael. "Okay," she said, trying to keep the frustration from her voice.


  Michael ran his finger tips along Jen's shapely legs, feeling her garter belt, her stocking tops, her silky nylons. Usually that helped him get hard again. His fingers ran down Jen's thighs, and then to her knees. He felt something unusual. He looked, and the sight took his breath away.


  He saw Jen's ruined nylons, scuffed and laddered at her knees. This visually reminder of what his wife had done that evening -- getting on her knees and sucking off another man -- was too much for Michael. Although his dick was still not completely hard, his body reflexively lurched, and he came.


  "Noooooooo," Jen silently cried. She hadn't had time to make herself cum. Her frustration and yearnings grew as she felt Michael's dick grow even softer, and slip out of her.


  "I'm sorry," Michael said after catching his breath. He slid between her legs. "Let me finish you," Michael offered, and he lowered his head to Jen's pussy.


  Jen reached orgasm quickly. But it was weak and unsatisfying, not nearly enough to satiate her body after what she had done with Matt. Worst, Michael wasn't able to get hard again, something that surprised Jen given the events of the evening. She didn't know Michael had masturbated as he drove home from the bar, or that he had also masturbated earlier that day in his office.


  Regret hit Jen the next day. She cried and begged Michael to forgive her. She hadn't meant for it to go so far with Matt.


  Michael hugged and kissed her tears away. "I'm okay with last night, what you did," he assured her. "I'm more than okay, I'm thrilled with last night. I'm thrilled by you. I love you so much."


  They made love, and their lovemaking filled Jen's heart with joy. It assured her that Michael wasn't mad and he still loved her. And Michael stayed hard the entire time, so it helped satisfy her body's needs and cravings caused by what she had done the night before.


  Michael couldn't wait for the next time they played their game. Might Jen go all the way?


  But Jen's misgivings grew and grew. This wasn't right. A normal couple didn't do these types of things. And she couldn't forget her humiliation at the bar, as people laughed and pointed at her. God, what if someone they knew had been there? That had never been a problem before. Then, her flirting was harmless, and if a friend saw she could easily blame it on a little too much to drink. But the other night? Necking in a darkened hallway, letting a strange man feel her up, going into a storeroom with the guy -- then coming out with her stockings torn at her knees, having clearly gone down on the guy. There was no way she could explain that away.


  These thoughts were on her mind when she came home from work late. She found Michael at the table with a pile of papers around him.


  "Hi honey," she said, kissing her husband. "What's this?"


  "Randy's financial papers from last year. I decided to take his work."


  Jen's interest was instantly peaked. "Oh, um ... can I take a peak?" She felt guilty for asking, and it showed on her face.


  Michael laughed. "Just don't tell him I let you," he said conspiratorially.


  Jen sat down and studied the papers, growing amazed as she turned the pages. Randy was rich, and it wasn't from family money. He was a self made man. The papers made clear his financial brilliance. Jen was impressed. She knew he was a rising star at her company, but she never imagined he was so brilliant.


  Jen looked up when she felt her husband's hand on hers, his face smiling.


  "So ... do you want to play the game tomorrow night?"


  Jen had been dreading this moment. "Um ... Michael ... I don't know. We just played last week ..."


  "I know, and it was so much fun, and you were great."


  "Michael, I don't know. I'm worried we'll run into someone we know."


  "I know, I know," Michael said excitedly. "I've thought of that. I think we should go to Philly ... maybe even DC ... we can make a weekend of it."


  "Michael ... I don't know about the game. I'm having second thoughts about it. It's too dangerous. Look at what happen last week. What might have happened."


  "What are you saying?" his concern growing. He looked crestfallen. "You want to stop playing the game?"


  Jen looked into her husband's brown, puppy dog eyes, and her heart melted.


  "Um ... no ... I'm not saying that. It's just ... I mean, even in Philly we might run into someone we know. I'd be mortified if that happened. And even if that didn't happen ... I mean, I might meet someone like Dick. I could get hurt. You wouldn't want that, would you?"


  "No, no," Michael said quickly. "But, well ... what do you want to do?"


  Jen took her husband's hands in hers. She smiled encouragingly. "Let's just take a break from the game. We'll figure something out."


  Michael looked crestfallen. "Well ... okay," he reluctantly agreed.


  Jen felt relieved, but tried not to show it. She hoped this was a phase Michael was going through, and with time he'd get over it. She hoped so, anyway.


  ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  The next two months were bad for Jen. Sex with Michael decreased to once or twice a week. He didn't seem interested -- certainly not nearly as much as when they were playing the game -- and when they had sex he couldn't always stay hard.


  It upset her. Didn't Michael find her desirable anymore? It seemed like Michael needed the game to get excited.


  Their decreased sex life wasn't enough to satisfy her longings. Despite her misgivings, her memories of playing the game were burning embers in her body, making her body ache for satisfaction. She continued to dress alluringly at work, and flirt a little. It helped her career. Her flirting prompted touching, though, from men she worked with and male clients. Harmless touching, like a hand on her arm or back. Sometimes her knee. The touching fueled the fires in her body.


  Michael and Randy went out for a beer once or twice week. Jen suspected Randy's intentions, but he and Michael seemed to be fast friends. Randy treated her nicer at work. He hadn't touched her since she chastised him, although he often ogled her with his eyes.


  Jen didn't often go when Michael and Randy went out, but tonight she made an exception because it was Randy's birthday.


  "Do you know any single girls?" Randy asked after they ordered their drinks. "I need a date next weekend."


  "What's up?" Michael said.


  "An old girl friend is getting married, and she invited me to the wedding. All my friends from college will be there. The last thing I want is to go there alone. They'd be laughing behind my back all night long."


  "You don't have a girl friend?" Jen asked, surprised.


  "No," Randy said, looking into Jen's eyes. "All the good ones have already been taken."


  Jen blushed, looking away. "Well ... you must know some girls. Can't you ask them?"


  Randy shrugged. "She's got to be beautiful. A real knock out. I want to impress my friends." Randy smiled. "Jen, you don't have a twin, do you?"


  Jen blushed again, and laughed nervously. Michael's cock twitched as he watched Randy flirt with his wife.


  "I have an idea," Michael said.


  Jen and Randy looked at him.


  Michael smiled. "Okay, you're going to think this is crazy. But what if Jen goes as your date?"


  Jen's jaw dropped. "What?"


  Michael shrugged, still smiling. "It's just an idea. You'd pretend to be Randy's date at the wedding."


  Randy nodded. "It's all right by me. You'd be the prettiest girl there, by far. All my friends would be envious."


  Jen was flattered by the compliment, but had no intention of spending that much time alone with Randy. She shook her head. "You two are crazy."


  "Jen, what's the harm? You'd be helping Randy out."


  Randy nodded in agreement. "You'd really be doing me a major favor."


  Jen shook her head. "I don't think so. Randy, I'd like to help, but I don't think this is a good idea. I'll try to think of a friend who might be able to help you."


  Jen was furious when they got home. "Michael, how could you make an offer like that, without checking with me first?"


  "Randy needs help ..."


  "Michael, don't even try," Jen said frustrated. "Be honest. This isn't about helping Randy. It's about me playing the game with Randy."


  "No, it IS about helping Randy," Michael insisted. "But ... well ... would it be terrible to play the game again?"


  "Michael, we said we'd stop playing the game for awhile."


  "And we have. We haven't played for months. But Randy is the perfect guy to play the game with."


  Disbelief filled Jen's pretty face. "No he's not. For goodness sake, I work with him. He's a senior executive."


  "I know, that's why he's perfect. He can't tell anyone. Senior executives aren't supposed to date people who work for them. And he can't be a jerk like Dick, because you can cry sexual harassment. Besides, Randy and I are friends. He won't hurt you."


  Jen looked skeptical. "Michael, have you thought the only reason Randy is friends with you is because he's trying to get to me? I mean, he hasn't done anything lately, but remember? He made passes at me."


  "Honey, I'm not that stupid," Michael assured her. "Have you considered the only reason I hang with Randy is to make sure he's a good guy for you to date?"


  Jen looked dumbstruck. "What?"


  Michael took his wife's hands. "Jen, you know what my fantasies are, right? I want to see you in the arms of another man. I can't explain why I'm like that. I don't know myself. But that's how I am."


  "But it's not just for me. It's for you, too. I want someone who can satisfy you sexually."


  "Michael. I don't need anyone else. All I need is you."


  Michael shook his head. "Honey, don't lie to me. And don't lie to yourself. It's your turn to be honest."


  Jen put her head in her hands. "No, Michael, no. Don't make me do this."


  "Jen, Randy is the perfect guy. He's attracted to you. And you're attracted to him, don't lie. He's a nice guy, so he won't hurt you. But even if he's fooling me and he's not really a nice guy, he still won't hurt you because you work at the same place."


  "Go to the wedding with Randy. Be his date. What's the harm?"


  Jen shook her head. She could think of a lot of things that could go wrong if she went to the wedding with Randy.


  But something was already wrong with their marriage. They were stuck in a rut, and somehow they needed to get to the next step. Jen didn't know what the next step was. All she knew is she wanted to make her marriage with Michael work.


  She finally took her head out of her hands. "If I ... if I go as Randy's date ... well, what are you expecting me to do?"


  "I mean, is it enough that I just flirt with him a little ... or are you expecting me to do more?"


  Michael took his wife's hands again. "Honey, I want you to do whatever you want to do. Whatever comes natural. That's all."


  Jen slowly nodded her head. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad. Maybe she and Randy could just go as friends, and keep it at that. If it made Michael happy ...


  "Okay," Jen finally said. "I guess I'll do it."


  +++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


  Jen sat nervously next to Randy in the back seat of his BMW sedan, as Tommy drove the two hours to the wedding.


  "Listen, Jen," Randy said. "I really appreciate this. I owe you."


  Jen shrugged. "That's okay. I'd want to impress my old friends too. I remember at my five year high school reunion ... the cheerleader captain wanted us to wear our uniforms to the dinner. I was terrified I wouldn't look as good as I used to."


  "You were a cheerleader?" He looked at Jen's long shapely legs. "I bet you looked great in your cheerleader uniform."


  Jen smiled weakly, feeling uncomfortable with Randy's eyes on her legs.


  "Randy, I don't know what Michael told you, but ... well, we're just friends, okay? I'll pretend to be your date tonight, but we're just friends. Okay?"


  "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Randy quickly said. "I keep saying stupid things around you. I don't know what it is. I have no problem talking to big clients and company presidents, but I always feel like an idiot when I'm around you. So I end up saying stupid things."


  "What?" Jen asked, mystified.


  Randy shrugged, looking embarrassed. "I'm not sure what it is. I feel like an idiot when I'm around you."


  "Why?" Jen asked softly.


  Randy looked even more embarrassed. "Well ... because you're so god damn beautiful. I've never met anyone like you. Great looks, great personality. The whole package."


  Jen blushed, flattered and embarrassed. An awkward silence followed, and they spent the rest of the trip in silence.


  The wedding ceremony was uneventful, and soon they were at the reception. "Listen, I'm sorry I embarrassed you in the car," Randy said as they were served drinks. "I was just trying to apologize to you. For the things I said, back when you were trying to close that big deal."


  "That's alright," Jen said, sipping her drink. She was disarmed, and a little charmed, by Randy's confessions. But also wary.


  Since she was pretending to be his date, Jen let Randy hold her hand as he introduced her to his friends, and let Randy put his arm around her. When the music started, they danced along with all the other couples.


  Jen felt uncomfortable in Randy's arms, so close to him. She couldn't help noticing how handsome Randy looked in his expensive tailored suit. The single girls in the office described Randy as gorgeous, and they were right. They'd be envious if they saw her now. Also, in his arms and so close to him, she couldn't help noticing how strong and muscular he felt.


  Then she felt something else. Something hard pushing against her stomach. Randy looked at her embarrassed. "Sorry about that," he said, pulling back so his tented pants stopped pressing against her. He grinned sheepishly. "What can I say? I'm a guy, and you look incredible tonight."


  Jen smiled, but didn't say anything. Inside, though, she beamed at the compliment. Jen had wanted to dress conservatively at the wedding. Michael argued for something more alluring, since she was there to impress Randy's friends. Jen finally decided on something in between.


  She wore a black dress with a conservative, high neckline, not revealing any cleavage. But it was clingy, hugging her breasts and shapely behind. It was also short, ending a few inches above her knees. Her slim, shapely legs were wonderfully exposed, and her 4 inch stilettos made them look even more enticing.


  As they danced, Randy couldn't help rubbing against her from time to time. Jen flushed. He felt big. She felt the beginnings of a familiar tingling. She tried to will it away, but as Randy's hard-on rubbed against her, the tingling between her legs only grew.


  Jen was thankful when they called dinner. Their table was so crowded they had to sit close together, their legs almost touching, the tension between them growing by the forced intimacy, and the inadvertent touching of Randy's leg against Jen's.


  The dinner music was loud. To hear they had to speak into each other's ears. Jen almost shivered each time she felt Randy's hot breath in her ear. Since they were pretending to be a couple, Jen didn't object when Randy put his arm around her. She felt enveloped in his musky, man cologne.


  Somewhere between entrée and dessert, Randy put his hand on Jen's thigh. "No, stop," Jen said softly, not wanting to attract attention. "Just friends, remember?"


  Randy rubbed the bump caused by Jen's garter belt. He smiled. "My friends are probably surprised I've been able to keep my hands off you this long. Remember, we're pretending to be a couple."


  "Well, you've touched me, so now you can stop."


  "Jen, don't you think Michael would want you to let me touch you?"


  Jen looked surprised. She always wondered what they talked about, but she didn't think Randy would tell her anything. "What did Michael say to you?"


  Randy caressed Jen's thigh. "He said you could do anything you wanted tonight. We could do anything we wanted."


  Jen felt betrayed by her husband. "Well ... I want you to take your hand off my leg," she said as icily as possible. Chastised, Randy took his hand away. But the tingling between Jen's legs wouldn't go away.


  Finally the reception ended. Randy and Jen went up to their suite. The wedding was too far away from home, there was no way they could return that evening. The suite had two bedrooms, and Jen immediately went into her room and locked the door. She sat on the edge of the bed, almost shaking. She fumed at Michael. What else had he said?


  Her body burned. God, she was so hot. Sex with Michael hadn't been satisfying lately. Since she agreed to go to the wedding with Randy, Michael had been constantly excited, and they had sex almost every night. But Michael often came too fast. Or he couldn't stay completely hard. She suspected he masturbated too much. But whatever the reason, sex with her husband wasn't satisfying the needs of her body.


  Tonight had only fueled the fires inside her. Jen couldn't deny it, she was attracted to him. His openness and apologies disarmed and charmed her. And he was gorgeous, tall, broad shouldered, and so handsome. Being so close to him, for so long. In his strong arms, his fingers touching her. And he felt so big, and hard ...


  "Enough!" Jen thought, violently shaking her head. She wanted to go home, but that wasn't possible. She decided to go to sleep. She'd throw cold water into her face, maybe even take a cold shower, and then curl into the soft sheets and blankets.


  She hesitantly unlocked and opened the door, and peeked into the sitting room. It was dark. Randy's door was closed. Maybe he had gone to bed, or gone downstairs to join post-wedding partiers at the hotel bar. Jen tiptoed in her heels to the bathroom. The door was slightly cracked open, the light on. She peeked inside, and her eyes grew wide.


  Randy was at the sink, washing his face, naked except for his boxer briefs. Jen's breathing quickened as she gazed at his lean, muscular body. Jen couldn't move, unable to take her eyes of Randy's sculpted body. His body was amazing, like Adonis, like the David.


  Then Jen's eyes fell to Randy's crotch, and her breathe caught in her throat. His boxer briefs fit him like a second skin, clearly outlining his penis. Jen's heart pounded in her chest, and she felt herself getting wet.


  It was huge. Long and thick. Like a pylon running down his leg. Ending in a large, bulbous cock head.


  And he wasn't even hard.


  Jen forced herself to step back. She had to remind herself to breath. She ran back to her room and closed the door. Her heart pounded in her chest.


  Jen was 25, and in her life she had seen twelve penises. Her husband, of course. Three boys in high school. Seven in college. And Matt.


  Of the twelve, Michael was about average. Okay, she forced herself to admit, a little smaller than average. Matt was off the charts.


  Randy looked bigger than Matt.


  Jen shook, a sudden chill running through her. She crawled onto the bed. She was so horny. She needed some kind of relief.


  She brought her hand to her bosom. She trailed her fingers across her breasts, around her nipples. They were so hard, she could feel them through the sheer material of her bra and dress. She reached down and gripped the hem of her dress. Then she pulled her dress up her legs, not stopping until it bunched around her waist. She spread her legs, her stiletto heels dragging across the bedspread. With one hand on her breast, she extended the other and touched her panties. They were soaking.


  She reached into her panties ... passed her trimmed landing strip ... and touched her clit. She moaned under her breath. She didn't want Randy to hear. As she kneaded her breast, she began rubbing her clit. It wouldn't take long.


  She couldn't help fantasizing about Randy. His handsome face. His muscular body. His long, thick cock.


  Suddenly, her door opened. "Jen, are you alright? I thought I hear you ..."


  Randy's heart leaped as he gawked at the sight before him, Jen's dress bunched around her waist, her long stockinged legs exposed and spread wide, a hand on her tits, the other down her panties. In two steps he was at the bed.


  "Randy, no," Jen protested, pushing down her skirt.


  But there was no stopping Randy. Jen had bewitched him. He wanted her more than life itself.


  He pushed her dress back up her legs, and then easily tore off her flimsy panties. He pushed her slim legs apart, taking a moment to admire Jen's thin pussy lips, hairless from her belly button to asshole except for a trimmed, narrow landing strip. He lowered his head until his lips almost touched her glistening pussy lips. She was wet, and her scent was sweet and enchanting.


  "Randy, please, stop," Jen begged, trying to squeeze her legs together and push Randy away.


  But Randy was too strong. He easily held her legs apart, one hand on each of her silky thighs. The he extended his tongue and attacked her pussy.


  Jen tasted good. She was soaking, and tasted sweet. Randy licked her pussy lips using the flat of his tongue. Then he pushed the tip of his tongue into her, and licked up and down, his tongue grazing the underside of Jen's clit on each upward stroke.


  "No, no," Jen said, but her protests were half-hearted. Her body, so long neglected, betrayed her good sense. She writhed under Randy's attacking tongue, her hands desperately clutching the bedspread. Randy so differed from Michael's slow, methodical, soft technique. Randy savagely attacked her pussy, pushing into her, roughly rubbing her clit with his tongue.


  "Oh god, oh god, oh god!" Jen cried, her head tossing from side to side. "I'm cumming!" Her back arched and her toes curled in her ankle strap heels. Pleasure exploded through her body, and as she came, Randy flicked his tongue harder and faster over Jen's clit, increasing the intensity and length of Jen's orgasm.


  Jen lay panting for long moments, basking in the afterglow of the most intense orgasm she had ever experienced. Eventually she came back to her senses, and the reality of the situation hit her. She could only imagine how obscene she looked, with her dress bunched around her waist, her legs spread wide open, and her ripped panties lying someplace on the floor. She suddenly felt shy. She pushed her dress down and tried to squeeze her thighs together.


  But she couldn't, because Randy knelt between her legs. He moved up her body, until his face almost touched hers.


  "No, Randy, please. I'm married. This is wrong."


  "No it's not," he said, and then his lips were on hers. Jen tried to turn away, but he held her still, wrapping his fingers in her soft blonde hair. He edged his tongue into her mouth, overcoming her resistance, and danced his tongue around hers.


  Randy's lips and tongue were soft, surprising Jen. He was a good kisser, insistent yet passionate, firm yet tender. Again Jen's body betrayed her. Knowing it was wrong, she began to return Randy's kisses, pressing her lips against his, opening her mouth, allowing Randy's tongue to roam freely.


  Randy reached underneath Jen, searching for the zipper of her dress. He found it and pulled it down. Jen felt what he was doing and panicked. She knew all was lost if she let him undress her.


  "No, Randy, don't," she protested and tried to wiggle away. But Randy was too fast. With her dressed unzipped, he quickly pulled it off her shoulders and down her arms. Her skirt was now completely bunched around her waist, the filmy material looking like a belt.


  Randy studied the pretty blonde wife beneath him. He wanted to see her breasts. He craved it. They were the only part of Michael's wife he hadn't yet seen. Only her lacy demi-bra stood between his eyes and her naked tits.


  Jen felt Randy's hands move under her. She felt him find the clasp of her bra, and expertly unsnap it. He quickly pulled the bra off her shoulders and down her arms, tossing the sexy lingerie on the floor.


  Jen tried to cover her breasts, but Randy took her hands and firmly held them to her side. He took a moment to admire her beauty. Her breasts were amazing. So shapely, so full, so soft, so firm. Her nipples were long and hard, each surrounded by a dark, areola circle. They were small, but their smallness made Jen look even younger. With her pretty face framed by her soft blonde hair, and her small breasts, she almost looked like a young, innocent school girl.


  Still holding her hands, Randy lowered his head and flicked Jen's nipple with his tongue. Then he took her nipple in his mouth and sucked it. Jen's body tensed and writhed as Randy worked on her body. "Nooooo," she whined, but her protest came out like a moan, and she clenched her eyes shut as Randy rolled his tongue around her nipple. She didn't want to feel pleasure, but Randy knew just how to arouse her body.


  She gritted her teeth to stifle her moans, but soon she couldn't help herself. Randy brought his hands to Jen's breasts and he kneaded them as he sucked, his lips going from one nipple to the other, then back again, sucking, licking, flicking and rolling his tongue over Jen's sensitive flesh. Jen's moans came continuously as, for long minutes, Randy played with her sensitive breasts and nipples.


  The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful, especially coming so soon after her orgasm. "Wait, wait," Jen begged. "I just need ... I just need a minute, to catch my breath," she said, gasping for air.


  Randy took the opportunity to throw his robe to the floor. Then he shed his boxer briefs. Jen's eyes grew wide as she saw Randy's cock for the first time.


  He was huge, bigger even than Matt. The shaft was thickly veined, and it curved slightly towards his hard stomach. The bulbous cock head was enormous and leaking pre-cum, and his balls were large and held in a tight sack. The skin was soft and completely unblemished. Jen had never seen anything like it.


  Randy's hands gripped Jen's silky thighs, right on her lacy stocking tops. He pulled her towards him, his cock head dangerously close to her unprotected pussy.


  Jen covered her bare pussy with her hands. "Please Randy ... don't ... I've never cheated on Michael."


  Randy rubbed his cock over Jen's soft hands, smearing his pre-cum on her petite, manicured fingers. "Jen, this isn't cheating, and you know it. Michael wants you to do this. You know he does."


  Randy took Jen's hands and gently, but firmly, pulled them above her head. He easily held both her hands with one of his. With his other, he guided his cock towards Jen's pussy. "You know Michael wants me to do this," Randy said, looking into Jen's fearful eyes.


  Jen felt helpless, with her hands pinned above her head, and her legs spread wide apart. But, in truth, she didn't resist. Her aching body was beyond that now.


  Jen moaned as Randy rubbed his cock head between her pussy lips, his pre-cum mixing with her wetness. Randy positioned his cock at her opening, his muscular thighs tensing. He dug his feet into the bed. Then he slowly but forcibly pushed, penetrating Jen, not stopping until his wide cock head popped into her.


  "Oh god!" Jen screamed. "Stop it hurts!"


  Randy clenched his teeth. Jen was so tight, like a virgin. He knew it'd take time for Jen to get used to his size. He gripped Jen's slim angles and spread her shapely stockinged legs as wide as possible, then pushed an inch of his thick shaft into her.


  "Stop!" Jen cried, tears of pain coming to her eyes. "You're too big, I can't take it!"


  Randy pulled out, leaving just his cock head inside her. But then he pushed in again, this time not stopping until burying another inch inside her.


  "Please, stop," Jen begged, tears rolling down her cheeks.


  "It's okay," Randy assured her, kissing away her tears. He rocked back. "It'll feel better soon. It will."


  Then he pushed in again, stopping only after penetrating her with half his shaft.


  "God, oh god," Jen whined, biting her lip, her eyes squeezed shut.


  Randy leaned up, angling his cock so it pressed against Jen's clit. Then he rotated his hips, causing his hard cock to rub against the sensitive underside of Jen's pleasure organ.


  "Ah ... ah," Jen moaned as, suddenly, a bolt of pleasure shot through her lithe body.


  Randy rotated his hips again and again, angling down to increase the friction against Jen's clit. He alternated between hard and soft, slow and fast, teasing and thrilling Jen, sending pleasure through her body.


  "God, oh god, god," Jen moaned, the pain endurable and almost welcome as it mixed with pleasure.


  As he rotated his hips, Randy slowly pushed deeper and deeper into Michael's wife. His body glistened with sweat. Even with his powerful body, penetrating Jen was exerting. Her pussy was so fucking tight, and he didn't want to hurt her.


  But now he judged she was ready. He dug his feet into the mattress and, with a powerful lunge, he shoved the final inches of his cock into the pretty blonde wife.


  "Ugh, god!" Jen grunted at the sudden and deep invasion. She gritted her teeth. She felt like she was being split open. Her heart pounded and her breathing came rapidly as her body processed the sensations of being so completely stuffed, so full, so impaled by something as thick and long as Randy's hard cock.


  Randy held still for long moments, allowing both to catch their breath. Then he began to slowly rock, moving in and out, just a little at first, letting Jen get use to him, little by little, giving pleasure, not pain. Gradually he pulled out more, and pushed in deeper, rotating his hips, pressing against Jen's clit, slow at first, then faster, deeper, deeper, faster.


  Jen began to rock with Randy, back and forth, in and out, meeting his thrusts, tentatively at first, then faster, with more passion, faster, with greater urgency, her passions growing, the pain forgotten as the pleasure intensified.


  She dug her stilettos into the mattress, pushing up to meet Randy's thrusts, and then rocking back as he pulled out, opening her legs wide to let Randy go deep inside her. She loved it when he rotated his hips, began to yearn for it, because the extra friction against her clit shot pleasure through her body.


  Then something happened. Something Jen hadn't expected, and wasn't ready for.


  It started at her clit, slow, like a tiny trickle of water. Intense pleasure. It spread rapidly from her pleasure button, up and down her body, like a tidal wave of pleasure from her clit to all parts of her body, making her body tingle from her finger tips to the tips of her toes. Her back arched and her manicured nails dug into Randy's muscular back, her toes curling so violently in her high heels that the straps strained against her slim ankles. The pleasure was so intense her body shook, and so overwhelming she almost passed out.


  When the pleasure and tingling finally subsided, Jen was left gasping for air. "Oh my god, my god," she whispered in amazement between heavy breaths.


  In her life, Jen had reached orgasm many times. But only using fingers, mouths, tongues. She had never been able to cum from intercourse alone. Not ever, not even once.


  She envied her friends who could. They told her how great it was, how much more intense the feelings were. She often wondered if they were lying. Was it really possible to cum from intercourse alone?


  Now, basking in post-orgasmic bliss, she knew the answer. She wasn't sure if she'd ever be the same. This had been a true orgasm. A deep, satisfying orgasm, focused on her clit but reaching every part of her body, from her nipples to her finger tips.


  Jen felt Randy's lips on hers. "Are you okay?" he asked gently. "You seemed kind of out of it."


  "Yeah," Jen said softly, returning Randy's kiss. "Yeah."


  "Good ... because ... I haven't cum yet," he said, starting to rock back-and-forth again, his cock moving in and out. Jen's pussy was so tight, it felt fucking great!


  Randy shifted Jen so her stocking-clad legs pressed against his chest. He thrust back and forth, each time pulling all the way out except for his wide cock head, and then savagely pushing back in. His pace quickened, and soon he was pistoning in and out, frantically ramming his monster cock into Michael's pretty wife.


  "God, yeah, fuck me," Jen groaned. She had never been taken like this. She hadn't completely adjusted to Randy's huge cock, but it felt better and better, and her body burned with passion and desire. "Fuck me," she begged. "Harder. Fuck me harder."


  Jen's pleas were music to Randy's ears. He dug his feet into the bed and pushed even harder, faster, grabbing Jen's thighs and pulling her towards him so on every thrust he penetrated her with even more of his long, thick cock.


  "Oh god, oh god," Jen cried as Randy relentlessly assaulted her tight body. She felt an orgasmic wave building again within her, seemingly ready to explode. Was it possible? Was she going to cum on Randy's cock again?


  Randy's cock twitched and his balls tightened. "Fuck, I'm going to cum!"


  Reality hit Jen and her eyes grew wide in alarm. "Randy, you have to pull out!" she screamed. "Pull out! I'm not on the pill!"


  But Jen's warning came too late. Randy's muscular legs tensed, and then he violently lunged once again into Jen, thick sperm bursting from his cock into Jen's fertile womb. Again and again Randy rammed his cock into Michael's wife, his cock flooding her with his seed.


  "No, no," Jen cried. "Not inside me!"


  But Randy's powerful, orgasmic thrusts pushed Jen over the edge. "Oh god, oh god," she moaned as she felt Randy's sperm explode inside her, and felt her orgasm flood through her body. Once again, Jen came on Randy's cock, the experience and pleasure so intense that she reflexively wrapped her stockinged legs around him, digging her stiletto heels into his muscular thighs, urging his cock deeper inside her.


  The couple lay tangled together in post orgasmic bliss, both panting, their hearts beating wildly. Eventually, though, Jen came down from her orgasmic high, and reality hit.


  "Oh god, oh no," she cried. She pushed against Randy's chest. "I told you to pull out! I'm not on birth control!"


  "I'm sorry," Randy said as he rolled off. "I was too far along, I couldn't help it," he said honestly.


  Tears formed in Jen's eyes. "Please leave. Please leave now."


  Looking disappointed, Randy reluctantly got up and left Jen's room. Jen locked the door, and then hurried to the bathroom. She got in the shower and tried to wash away as much of Randy as possible, trying to purge his seed from her body, but she knew there was no hope. He had shot too much of his sperm into her.


  She crawled into bed and started to cry. This was terrible! She had betrayed Michael, her husband, the love of her life. She had broken her wedding vows and allowed another man to fuck her. Worst, she had let Randy cum inside her. Oh god, was she pregnant with another man's baby?


  And the worst part ... she had enjoyed it. Three times Randy had made her cum, and each orgasm was better than the last. As a final act of betrayal, she had cum on Randy's cock, something she had never been able to do with Michael.


  Jen wanted to call Michael, but she couldn't bear to. Disheartened, she sobbed into her pillow, and eventually fell asleep.


  Ch. 11 - Loving Wives - Michael and Jen's feelings, after Jen had sex with Randy


  Jen awoke early, before sunrise, her eyes red from crying. Not bothering to pack, she threw on a blouse and skirt, not even bothering with underwear. She wanted to get home, she needed to see her husband. She went down to the lobby and stepped into a taxi for the two hour ride home.


  She fell into Michael's arms as soon as she got home. "I'm so sorry," she cried, tears running down her face. She told her husband the whole story, how she had let Randy seduce her and have his way with her, not leaving out anything.


  To her surprise, Michael wasn't angry. "Honey, it's okay. This is what I hoped would happen." Michael brought Jen's hand to his crotch, so she could feel how hard she had made him. "See?"


  Michael pressed his wife's hand against his crotch. "You did what I wanted you to do." He pulled out his hard penis and wrapped her hand around it. "I wanted Randy to fuck you."


  Michael rolled Jen to the bed and buttoned her blouse, exposing her braless breasts. He pushed Jen's short skirt around her waist, and got between her legs.


  "No Michael," Jen protested. "I'm not ready for this. We need to talk."


  For the longest time, Michael had fantasized about this ... about fucking Jen after she had been with another man.


  To fondle the tits that had been groped by another man. To kiss the lips that had kissed another man. To tongue the mouth that had swallowed another man's cock. To penetrate the pussy that had been used by another man.


  "No, Michael, no," Jen whined as her husband pushed apart her slim legs.


  Michael couldn't help himself, he was consumed by lust. He covered Jen's lips with his, pushing in his tongue, exploring her mouth. He cupped and fondled Jen's tits with one hand while, with his other, he guided his penis to his wife's pussy.


  Michael slowly pushed in, and within seconds he was fully inside her. He noticed the difference immediately, and his penis twitched with excitement. Where before his wife fit him like a tight glove, now she felt looser. This clear evidence of Jen's affair with Randy made him dizzy with excitement. Jen had fucked another man! The excitement was too much. With three short jack-rabbit thrusts, Michael came inside his wife.


  Michael pulled out as his penis soften, and then spooned Jen. "Don't be upset," he said as he kissed the back of Jen's neck. "You didn't cheat on me, or break your marriage vows. I wanted this, you know that. You're a wonderful wife, you've given me everything. You've made my fantasy come true."


  Jen turned to face her husband, tears running down her cheeks. "I never thought you really wanted me to sleep with another man. To go all the way. I always thought you were just saying that."


  Michael grinned. "Well, now you know I meant it."


  Jen buried her face in Michael's chest. "But how could you?" she cried. "How could you want me to give myself to another man? Don't you love me?"


  Michael hugged his wife. "Of course I love you," he said soothingly. "I love you more than anything. I don't know why I am the way I am. I can't explain it to myself, so I can't explain it to you. The thought of you with another man ... another man giving you pleasure ... it's such a turn on for me. I can't help it, it's how I am."


  The married couple hugged each other for a long time. Michael got hard again, thinking of Jen and Randy. This time, Jen didn't protest when Michael entered her.


  "Did Randy really make you cum?" Michael asked as he slowly fucked his wife.


  "Yes," Jen said hesitantly. "I'm sorry, I ..."


  Michael kissed his wife. "Don't apologize. I'm not mad. Just tell me the truth, okay?"


  "Okay," Jen said reluctantly, feeling uncomfortable about talking so opening.


  "Was Randy ... was he good?"


  Jen hesitated again, not wanting to hurt her husband's feelings or bruise his ego.


  Michael kissed Jen. "Just tell me the truth, it's part of my fantasy," he said gently, trying to make his wife understand. "Nothing you say will hurt me, I promise. I really want to know. But you have to tell me the truth, okay? Don't tell me what you think I want to hear. Just tell me what really happened. Okay?"


  Jen nodded. She hesitated again, but then finally said, "He was ... he was good."


  Michael pushed harder into his wife, his lust growing.


  "Is he big?"


  "Um ... yeah."


  "Bigger than me?"


  "He's ... he's big," Jen said, avoiding her husband's question. Michael saw the discomfort in Jen's face, so let it go.


  "And he made you cum, just from fucking?"


  Jen nodded slightly.


  "You didn't have to play with yourself?"


  "No," Jen admitted, her voice soft.


  "How many times?" Michael grunted, his orgasm near.


  "Twice."


  "Two times? You came on his cock two times?"


  Jen nodded.


  "Say it!" Michael urged, consumed with lust. "I want to hear you say it! Say you came on his cock two times!"


  "Michael, no ..."


  "Say it, damn it," Michael growled, overwhelmed by lust. "Say it!"


  Jen turned her head, not wanting to look into her husband's eyes. "I ... I came on Randy's cock two times," she said reluctantly.


  Michael's body tensed, and with a lurch he came.


  ****************************


  Michael and Randy sat across from each other, beers between them.


  "Here's Jen's suitcase," Randy began, finally breaking the awkward silence. "I packed her stuff. So ... how is she? Is she okay?"


  Michael took the offered suitcase. "She's okay," Michael said, feeling awkward sitting across from the man who had fucked his wife just days before. "I mean, well, she felt bad at first. But I think she's getting used to it."


  Randy looked at his friend. "How are you?"


  Michael grinned sheepishly. "I guess I'm getting used to it, too."


  Randy looked concerned. "It's not what you were hoping for?"


  "No, no, it's not that," Michael said. "I'm happy it finally happened. It just takes getting used to, that's all."


  Michael hesitated, then finally added, "I'd do it again."


  Randy raised an eyebrow. "Will Jen do it again?"


  Michael looked past Randy, into the faceless crowd. "I think so. I hope so."


  ****************************


  Michael hurried to his office and locked the door. He put the suitcase on his desk and opened it. He slowly sorted through his wife's dresses, heels and lingerie. He found the black dress Jen had worn to the wedding, and brought it to his nose, smelling the familiar scent of Jen's perfume. But he smelled something else. The musky combination of male cologne mixed with a man's sweat. Michael felt his penis stiffen in his pants.


  Michael found Jen's stockings. His breathing quickened when he saw how laddered they were. Then Michael found Jen's panties, and his throat went dry. The silky, lacy thong panty was ripped at the sides.


  Michael fell into his chair, his body shaking, his heart pounding. He pulled out his hard penis, and wrapped one of Jen's ruined stockings around it. He stroked himself and within seconds he came, catching his sperm in Jen's torn panties.


  Panting, Michael put his head in his hands. It happened after every orgasm. With his lust sated, his doubts emerged. Why did he fantasize about Jen with other men? He recognized his wife's beauty. With her soft blonde hair, Cover Girl good looks, tight petite body and long shapely legs, Michael knew Jen turned heads wherever she went. He knew men lusted after her. Why, then, would he desire to see Jen with other men? Why would he want to share his wife's body with other men?


  Michael knew Jen wasn't a virgin when he met her. But he also knew Jen had been faithful to him since they started going out, showing interest in only him, not any other man. Since their very first date, Jen's body ... her lips, her breasts ... her pussy ... they had all been exclusively his. Now, though, that wasn't true. Dick had fondled Jen's breasts. Matt's cock had been in her mouth. And Randy's cock had been in Jen's pussy.


  His wife's body was no longer exclusively his. Michael felt regret at the loss, knowing it could never be undone. Jen had been with other men. Other men had used her body for their pleasure. That could never be undone.


  But Michael's regret was laced with lust. Just thinking about Jen with other men stirred Michael's loins.


  He remembered what Jen had said. Her sweet voice, uttering the words that had so thrilled him.


  "I came on Randy's cock two times."


  With a shaking hand, Michael began stroking himself again.


  ****************************


  Jen guiltily glanced at Tyrone again, sitting at his desk outside her office. The young black man had become a good administrative assistant. But that's not why Jen stared at him.


  From her vantage point, Jen could see under Tyrone's desk. Tyrone always wore tight jeans. His jeans were so tight that you could see the outline of his penis. He looked huge. Based on all the giggling in the lunchroom, other girls in the office had noticed too.


  Jen shivered, then pulled her eyes away from Tyrone's crotch. "He's barely out of high school," she silently scolded herself. "And you're a happily married woman. You shouldn't be thinking such thoughts."


  Her self chiding made her laugh. But her laugh was humorless, more like an unhappy sigh. Her marriage wasn't what she had dreamed about as a child. She loved Michael, adored him. But his fantasies and sex games tortured her soul. She wanted to be a faithful wife, not someone who slept with other men. She had crossed so many lines lately, broken so many vows.


  Despite her regrets and misgivings, she couldn't deny the thrills. Even now, as her eyes darted back to Tyrone's crotch, she couldn't ignore the fires burning inside her. Sex with Randy had satiated her desires. But it'd been only temporarily.


  Playing the game had lit a fire in her body. When they first started, she had only reluctantly agreed to play the game. She did it to make Michael happy. But her body couldn't help respond to all the male attention, to all the gorgeous guys that Michael encouraged her to play the game with.


  The wedding was two months ago, and the satisfaction she had gotten from Randy had long since worn off. For weeks Michael had urged her to play the game again. Having crossed that boundary with Randy, Jen knew what her husband wanted, knew how far he wanted her to go. So far Jen had resisted. She wanted a normal marriage, one where she slept only with her husband, not with other men.


  But she had to admit, she was thinking about it. Each time Michael urged her to play, it was a temptation, like teasing her body. Lately she had caught herself checking out other men. Her eyes would fall to a man's crotch, to see what she could see, and wonder what he had. Like how she looked at Tyrone's crotch, at his bulge in his tight jeans. Could he really be that big?


  Jen shivered again, then felt guilty and bad, pressing her palms into her eyes in a self-reprimand, forcing herself to think of something else.


  The knock on the door made her jump. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to startle you."


  Jen looked up, surprised. It was John, the older man who helped close her big deal. "John ... hi, there. No, that's alright, I was just thinking about something. Um ... what are you doing here?"


  John smiled. "I'm here on business. Thought I'd drop by. See if you're free for lunch."


  Jen remembered her last conversation with John, when she teased him, pretending to welcome his advances. She knew John would hit on her if she went to lunch with him. She didn't want to lead him on, any more than she had already done.


  Still ... if she flirted with John ... played a "little" game with him. Well, then, she could tell Michael about it, and maybe then he would stop pressuring her to play the game, at least for a little while.


  John was older. Almost old enough to be her father. But he was a handsome, well-dressed man, dapper and charming. She didn't want to lead him on, but it was just a little flirting and teasing ...


  "Well, um, okay," Jen finally said. "But I just have to finish something ..."


  "Of course, of course," John said, clearly happy. "I'll wait for you at your reception desk."


  Jen closed her office door. She checked herself in the mirror behind the door, brushing her hair, touching up her makeup, putting on new lipstick. She sprayed a little perfume behind her ears, and on her wrists, then she went to her desk. She slipped off her 3" Mary Janes, then opened her desk draw and took out her black Manolo Blaniks with the 4" stiletto heels. After slipping into the sexier heels, she checked herself one more time in the mirror, and then went to join John in reception.


  Ch. 12 - NonConsent/Reluctance - Randy hits on Jen again


  Jen was surprised to see John talking to Randy in the lobby. Randy coyly smiled as Jen approached. "Sorry, Jen, but you'll have to give John a rain check. Something's come up, and we need to talk."


  "Oh ... okay," Jen said cautiously. Randy gestured down the hall, and Jen began walking to his office. They didn't say anything, the silence broken only by the clicking of Jen's stiletto heels against the expensive hardwood floors.


  Jen's nervousness grew as she sensed Randy's commanding presence as they walked. She had done her best to avoid Randy since the wedding, over two months ago. She didn't want to be alone with him, but knew she had no choice.


  Jen followed Randy into his office. She stood in silence in the middle of the room, her nervousness growing.


  Randy went behind his desk and eased into his leather chair. "Please close the door."


  Jen obediently turned and walked to the door. She closed it.


  "Lock it," he said,


  Jen hesitated. "Is that really necessary?" she tentatively asked, trying to keep the nervousness out of her voice.


  "Jen, don't be a child," Randy said dismissively. "We have important issues to discuss, and I don't want to be interrupted.


  Jen reluctantly locked the door, knowing she had no choice. She turned and faced Randy, and found him staring at her. For long moments he was silent, his eyes on her, running up and down her body. She fidgeted nervously, her heart quickening as Randy undressed her with his eyes.


  "It's time for us to talk. It's been over two months since the wedding. You've been avoiding me."


  Jen immediately flushed with embarrassment. "No I haven't," she said unconvincingly.


  "Don't lie to me."


  "I'm not lying. I ..."


  "Jen, you don't have to feel ashamed or guilty. You and I both know Michael wanted us to have sex. He wants us to have sex again."


  "No, you're wrong. It was a mistake. I don't want it to happen again, and Michael doesn't either."


  Randy laughed. "Jen, you know that's not true. Michael wants us to fuck again. He told me."


  Jen looked disbelieving. "He did not."


  "Of course he did. Are you really surprised? You know Michael's fantasies. Do you really doubt he wants us to fuck again?"


  "I don't believe you," Jen insisted, but her voice carried little confidence. Yes, she knew her husband's fantasies. But would Michael really talk about it so openly with Randy?


  Randy sensed Jen's indecision, and took a step closer. "Why were you going to lunch with John?"


  Jen took a step back, disoriented by Randy's sudden change of topic, and uncomfortable with his close presence. "We were going to lunch."


  "I know you were going to lunch," Randy said impatiently. He moved closer. "I'm asking why."


  "We're -- ah -- we're friends," Jen said, taking another step back. Her legs touched the front of a sofa, stopping any further retreat. "You're making me uncomfortable," Jen said as Randy moved still closer, until they were just inches apart.


  "You were going to play your game with John, weren't you? Tease him. Let him touch you."


  "No, that's not true."


  "Sure it is," Randy insisted. "Were you going to give John a blowjob? Like you did with ... what was his name? Matt?"


  Jen's eyes grew wide. How did Randy know? "I ... I don't know what you're talking about," she said, trying without success to hide her shock.


  Randy laughed. "Don't lie, Jen. I told you, your husband wants me to fuck his pretty wife." Randy snickered. "So HR tells me things," he said, referring to Jen's husband by the demeaning nickname.


  "Tell me the truth," he commanded. "Why were you going to lunch with John?"


  "I told you, we were just going to lunch," she insisted, not willing to admit to her indiscretions. "We're friends, that's all," she said unconvincingly.


  Randy smiled knowingly, and then brushed his fingers against Jen's soft cheek. "We're friends," he said. "Why didn't you ask me to lunch?"


  Jen pulled her head back, away from Randy's hand. "We're not friends," she insisted, uncomfortably aware of the tingling growing between her legs.


  "Sure we are," Randy said as he moved closed and again caressed Jen's cheek. "We've been as intimate as a man and woman can be."


  Jen reached up and pushed Randy's hand away. "That doesn't make us friends. It makes us two people who made a big mistake."


  Randy grinned lecherously. He took Jen's small hand and pressed it against his crotch. "Big like this?"


  "You think so much of yourself," Jen scorned, but she couldn't prevent her voice from quivering.


  Jen tried to pull away, but Randy wrapped his strong arms around her. He pressed his muscular body into hers, grinding his cock against her. "Admit it," he said, his lips almost touching Jen's face. "You wanted it as much as me."


  "No, I didn't," Jen insisted. She silently begged her body not to respond as Randy pressed his hard cock against her, as he breathed his hot breath against her cheek and into her ear.


  "Yes you did," Randy said. He moved his hands down her sides until his fingers rested just below her short skirt. He clutched the skirt's hem and slightly raised it. "HR would like this, don't you think? He'd want me to pull your skirt up."


  "No he wouldn't," Jen said with as much conviction as she could muster. "Stop it."


  "Come on, just a little bit," Randy said almost playfully, raising Jen's skirt another inch, his fingers trailing on her silky thighs. "You know Michael would want me to."


  "Please stop," Jen said, her heart pounding, feeling trapped and helpless as Randy slowly raised her skirt, slowly exposed her, his fingers tracing circles on her thighs.


  "Your husband wants me to fuck you again," Randy said as his fingers continued their upward climb, stopping only upon reaching her heavily laced stocking tops. "He told me so. He'd want me to fuck you right here, in my office."


  "Stop," Jen pleaded again, her breathing rapid as she felt Randy continue to caress her legs, knowing his fingers were only inches from her sensitive bare thighs, just inches from her panties, feeling ashamed at how wet those panties must be.


  Randy knew Jen was close to surrendering her body to him, but he wanted Michael's pretty blonde wife to beg for it. He picked up a remote control from his desk, and pointed it at a large plasma TV. Soon a DVD began playing. "You're going to love this," he said with a lecherous smile.


  Jen watched in horror as the video began, thinking Randy had somehow recorded their passionate evening of sex. But she soon realized it wasn't them. The video showed an office store room. She recognized it as the store room just down the hall from Randy's office.


  Randy saw Jen's recognition and grinned. "We installed these security cameras a few months ago," he explained.


  Jen continued to watch as a man and a woman entered the room. They were immediately all over each other, passionately French kissing, groping each other. Jen recognized the girl. It was Tracie, a young big breasted brunette, one of the junior account managers.


  Then Jen's attention turned to the man. He was tall and broad shouldered. Young and handsome. And black.


  Jen gasped as recognition hit her. It was Tyrone!


  "That's right," Randy said. "Your assistant Tyrone is very popular with the girls. He's in that storage room all the time. I'm surprised he gets any work done."


  Jen watched in fascination as Tracie got onto her knees and ran her hands over the large bulge in Tyrone's pants. Smiling seductively and looking into Tyrone's eyes, Tracie unzipped Tyrone's pants and reached in. With some difficulty, she pulled out Tyrone's hard cock.


  Jen gasped at the sight of Tyrone. He was huge! An ebony, long, thick shaft, with large veins running up the sides. Tracie's eyes grew wide, surprised and pleased by Tyrone's size. She wrapped her small hands around Tyrone's shaft and flicked her tongue over his cock head. She began to take Tyrone in her mouth, but he stopped her.


  "Not yet, baby," Jen heard Tyrone say. He effortlessly lifted Tracie to her feet, and then unzipped her dress. In moments her dress lay on the floor, leaving Tracie in just her bra and pantyhose. She didn't wear any panties.


  "Nice," Tyrone said as he cupped one of Tracie's large breasts. He fondled her, gently heaving her tits up and down as if to gauge their size. Then he reached behind the young brunette and expertly unsnapped her bra. He threw the bra to the floor and then admired Tracie's large, naked tits.


  "You like them?" Tracie asked.


  "Oh yeah baby," Tyrone said. He lowered his head and took Tracie's nipple in his mouth.


  Tracie moaned as Tyrone kneaded her breasts and sucked her nipples. "Oh yeah, that feels so good."


  Jen couldn't take her eyes off the screen. The sight of Tyrone's jet black hands on Tracie's milky white breasts was so erotic. Her body was on fire. She found it hard to breathe, it was as if she could feel Tyrone's hands on her breasts, his lips around her nipples.


  And then she realized that hands were cupping her breasts, and lips were sucking her nipples. With her eyes focused on the TV screen, she hadn't noticed Randy unbuttoning her blouse. He had pulled down her bra and now he was fondling her breasts and sucking her nipples.


  "Stop, stop," she protested. She tried to pull away, but lost her balance and feel back into the sofa.


  Randy quickly sat next to her, his large muscular arms holding her down. He pulled Jen's blouse and bra off, throwing them on the floor. He pressed his face against Jen's, forcing her to look at the TV screen. "Just watch," he said, his hands again cupping and caressing Jen's breasts.


  "Noooo," Jen protested, but she couldn't help almost jumping as Randy rubbed her erect nipples.


  Jen watched the screen as Tyrone lifted Tracie on a desk, and got on his knees. He tugged off Tracie's pantyhose and then buried his face between her legs. Jen felt a mixture of dread and excitement as she watched Tyrone lick Tracie's pussy, anticipating what Randy was going to do next to her.


  Jen's fears were realized as Randy slid off the sofa and got on his knees. "Don't," she begged, pressing her legs tightly together, her hands covering her naked breasts.


  Ignoring her pleas, Randy pushed Jen's skirt up, pass her stocking tops, pass her bare thighs and lacy panties, not stopping until her skirt was bundled around her waist.


  Randy easily pushed Jen's legs apart. Jen felt helpless as she lay on the sofa completely topless, her skirt bunched around her waist, her most private parts protected by only her flimsy silk panties. But she couldn't deny her excitement and arousal.


  Randy traced a finger along the lacy patterns of her panties.


  "Don't ... stop," Jen pleaded, her breathing heavy. She wanted to say "stop torturing me," but didn't.


  Randy lecherously smiled. He ran his finger along the camel toe formed in Jen's wet panties. "You want it as much as me."


  "No, I don't," Jen said weakly.


  Randy pressed against Jen's clit, making the young wife moan. "I think you do," he said. Randy ran a finger inside the barely-there waistband, and then easily tore Jen's panties away, revealing her most private parts to his hungry eyes. With another lecherous smile, Randy buried his head between Jen's shapely, stockinged legs.


  "No ... don't ... no," Jen protested between heavy breaths, her hands gripping the edge of the sofa as Randy skillfully flicked his tongue between her pussy lips and clit. Randy raised Jen's slim legs over his shoulders and pushed his thick tongue deeper between her lips, harder against her clit.


  "Stop ... stop ... oh god," Jen groaned. She glanced to the side and saw Tyrone eating out Tracie. Tracie rolled her head from side to side, clearly enjoying Tyrone's ministrations. Tracie dug her spiky heels into Tyrone's back, urging him deeper between her legs. Like in a dream, Jen found herself mimicking Tracie, digging her stiletto heels into Randy's muscular back to urge him to press his tongue faster and harder against her clit.


  Randy felt Jen press her heels against his back, and he inwardly smiled. He knew she was close to completely surrendering her tight body to him. He abruptly stopped eating her, pleased at the expression of disappointment on the young wife's pretty face.


  "What ... what's wrong?" Jen whined.


  Randy pulled his hard cock from his pants. He leaned into her, his cock head pressing against her pussy. "Reach down and guide me into you," he commanded.


  "Noooo," Jen protested with her last shred of will power. It was one thing if Randy took what he wanted, if he forced himself on her. But she wouldn't -- she couldn't -- willingly submit to his desires.


  "Do it!" he said. "Take my cock and put it into you. You know Michael wants you to."


  "No he wouldn't," Jen insisted, her voice quivering with unwanted desire.


  Randy smiled evilly, sensing her vunerability. "Why don't we find out?" Jen looked confused as Randy reached to the side table to a speaker phone, his hard cock still pressed against her. He dialed a number, and soon Jen heard her husband's voice.


  "Hello?"


  "Hey buddy," Randy said as he smiled conspiratorially at Jen. "Guess what? Our pal Tyrone is at it again."


  "No kidding?" Michael asked excitedly. "Who's he banging this time? Brittany?"


  "No, someone new this time. Tracie."


  "Tracie?! The sexy brunette with the big tits? Man, I can't believe Tyrone nailed her. Didn't she just get married?"


  Jen was surprised and upset to hear her husband talk so excitedly and crudely about her co-workers. Randy almost laughed as he saw Jen's reaction.


  "Yeah, she got married about a month ago. Who knows?" Randy looked into Jen's eyes. He rubbed his cock between Jen's bare pussy lips. "Maybe Tracie's husband is like you. Maybe he wants Tracie to fuck other guys."


  Michael was silent on the other side of the telephone. "Tell you what," Randy continued. "I'll send you a copy of the DVD."


  "Well ... okay," Michael said, clearly grateful. "Just make sure to send it to the right address, like last time."


  "Sure buddy, you got it. When you watch it, you can pretend it's Jen that Tyrone's fucking. You never know. Maybe Tyrone WILL get into Jen's pants. I've seen her checking him out."


  "Really?" Michael asked eagerly.


  "Sure. She can't take her eyes off him. Especially his crotch."


  "Wow. She hasn't said anything to me. Have you ... made any progress with her?"


  Randy laughed. He winked at Jen. "You mean, have I fucked her again yet?"


  Michael chuckled on the other side of the line. "Yeah, that's what I mean. She loved it the first time you banged her, she told me."


  Randy smiled triumphantly at Jen, and ran his hands up her silky legs, over her stocking tops, and along her garter straps. Looking into Jen's eyes, he said, "Don't worry, it's just a matter of time." Then he hung up.


  Jen's eyes glistened with tears. She felt hurt and betrayed by her husband. She pushed against Randy's chest. "Let me go!" she cried.


  But Randy held her down. "I know you're pissed at HR, and your pretty head wants to get away, but this ..."


  Randy reached down and fingered Jen's soaking pussy, making her squirm.


  "... this tells me your body wants something else."


  Randy pressed his cheek against Jen's, forcing her to look at the TV. Tyrone was fucking the newlywed, relentlessly thrusting his cock in and out of Tracie's tight pussy. "Do you wish that was you?" Randy hissed into Jen's ear as he rubbed his bulbous cock head over her excited clit. "Do you wish Tyrone was fucking you with that big black cock?"


  Randy cupped Jen's breasts and rubbed her nipples, knowing how sensitive they were, causing Jen to writhe underneath him. "Your nipples are rock hard, your pussy is soaking. You want it, I know you do. Come on, take my cock and guide me into you."


  While continuing to rub Jen's clit with his cock, and twirl her erect nipples between his fingers, Randy snaked his tongue into her ear, knowing it was another erogenous zone for her. Jen moaned, her body twisting convulsively. "Look at Tracie. She's loving Tyrone's cock. You know she just got married, right? A month ago. She's still a newlywed. But that's not stopping her from getting the fuck of her life. Give in to it, Jen, just like Tracie. Don't deny yourself."


  Randy reached under Jen and ran his hand along Jen's shapely ass, between her cheeks. He traced a finger along her sensitive asshole. "Oh god," Jen groaned, her body writhing to Randy's touch.


  "Let yourself go, just like Tracie," Randy urged, simultaneously rubbing Jen's clit with his cock and her asshole with his finger. "She's not letting her wedding vows stop her, you shouldn't either."


  Jen could resist no longer. Randy was right. Why should she deny herself the pleasure Randy could give her? Wedding vows weren't stopping Tracie, so why should they stop her? Her body burned with passion and desire. She needed an orgasm, she needed a big hard cock. And isn't this what Michael wants?


  With a quivering hand, Jen reached between their bodies and found Randy's cock. She moved him until his cock head was positioned between her puffy pussy lips.


  "That's right baby," Randy encouraged her, feeling triumphant. "Pull me into you. Pull my cock into your tight married pussy."


  With all reason lost, Jen gripped Randy's thick shaft and pulled him towards her, at the same time sliding her butt off the sofa so as to push Randy's big bulbous cock head into her tight pussy.


  "Ugh god, god," Jen groaned. She clenched her eyes shut as the pain hit her. God, Randy was so big!


  "Don't worry babe," Randy said brusquely. "You know you want this."


  Unlike the first time when he was gentle, Randy wasted no time, using his powerful body to impale his entire cock into Jen with a single thrust. "Nooooo," Jen cried, tears of pain rolling down her cheeks. But Randy ignored her. Ever since the wedding he had wanted another go with Michael's pretty bride, and he was tired of waiting.


  Randy fucked Jen with abandon, raising her slim shapely legs over his shoulders to penetrate deeper, relentlessly pounding her pussy with one thrust after another. As he pounded her pussy he fondled her body, groping her tits and twisting her nipples, snaking his tongue into her mouth.


  Soon Randy's efforts were rewarded. He felt Jen dig her spiky heels into his ass, and then her body went rigid, her back arching off the sofa, her head rolling from side to side. "Oh god, oh god!" Jen screamed as she came.


  Jen collapsed into the sofa, breathing hard, the after-orgasmic spasms making her body involuntarily twitch. But Randy wasn't done with her. He wanted to show her what a real man could give her. After giving her a few minutes to catch her breath, Randy began fucking her again with his long, thick cock. His thrusts were long and slow, and each time he re-positioned himself, so with each thrust his hard cock hit a different part of Jen's pussy.


  Randy was searching for something inside Jen, and he knew he found it when a guttural moan escaped Jen's lips. "What -- what are you doing?" she asked.


  "Making you feel good," he said. He began to fuck her faster, each time hitting the same spot -- Jen's g-spot.


  "Oh god, oh god, oh god," Jen panted. She had never experienced anything like it, indescribable, intense pleasure bursting from within her pussy and cascading through her lithe body like a tidal wave over water. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Jen cried uncontrollably, not wanting the continuous pleasure to end, and yet knowing she would pass out if it didn't stop soon.


  Finally the pleasure subsided and Jen was left panting on the sofa, a look of absolute bliss on her pretty face. Randy grinned triumphantly, knowing he had given Michael's pretty wife the best orgasm of her life.


  He hadn't cum yet, and now he wanted his own pleasure. He stroked Jen long and hard, letting his orgasm slowly build. Her pussy felt so good around his cock, so tight, like a teenage virgin. "Yeah, yeah," he grunted. "I'm cumming baby. I'm gonna cum inside you babe, get ready."


  Jen wasn't on birth control. She was completely unprotected. But she was too spent to stop Randy from cumming insider her, from shooting his fertile seed into her unprotected womb. And she knew that, after the pleasure Randy had just given her, she couldn't deny him. At that moment, she was his, and he could do anything he wanted with her body.


  "Yeah baby yeah. Here it cums. Wrap your legs around me. Dig those spiky heels into my ass."


  Jen did as Randy asked. She wrapped her shapely, stocking-clad legs tightly around Randy's waist, and dug her stiletto heels hard into Randy's muscular ass, coaxing his long hard cock deeper into her.


  "Yeah yeah," Randy grunted as he came, his body jerking back and forth, his cock shooting wave after wave of his milky, powerful sperm into Jen's unprotected, fertile womb.


  Ch. 13 - Loving Wives - Jen dates Randy, & their relationship begins to change


  Randy turned to the door of his condo, hearing the bell. He walked to the door, wearing only a robe. He opened the door and smiled. Standing there was Tracie.


  "Come in," Randy commanded, gesturing into his condo.


  "I can't stay long," Tracie said nervously. "My husband will be home soon."


  Randy ignored Tracie's comment, and didn't offer her a seat. He sat on the sofa in front of Tracie, allowing his robe to open to just below his crotch. He didn't say anything, letting the awkward silence linger.


  Finally Tracie spoke. "Did I ... did I do what you wanted?" she asked nervously.


  "Oh yes, you did," Randy. "You did everything I wanted."


  "So ... you won't tell anyone about the pills?"


  Randy smiled. He enjoyed playing with the young newlywed. "Tracie, did you enjoy getting fucked by Tyrone?"


  Tracie's face went pale. She looked pained, Randy's words hitting her like a physical blow. "You know I didn't. I only did it because you forced me."


  Randy smirked. "Tracie, I didn't turn you into a drug addict. I didn't make you steal those pain pills from the company pharmacy, to feed your addiction."


  "I am not a drug addict!" Tracie said angrily. "I hurt my arm three years ago, and the doctor gave me pain pills. They're addictive, it happens to a lot of people."


  Randy shrugged dismissively. "That's your problem, not mine. If you hadn't tried to steal the drugs, I wouldn't have caught you. If I hadn't caught you, you wouldn't have had to do what I wanted, to keep me from turning you into the police."


  Randy smiled wickedly. "So how does it feel, cheating on your husband just a month after getting married?" he said cruelly.


  Tears welled in Tracie's eyes. "I love my husband! I didn't cheat on him. You forced me to seduce Tyrone, to have sex with him. You blackmailed me!"


  "Don't lie to me," Randy said laughing. "I watched it all. You loved every second of it. Or, I should say, every INCH of Tyrone's black cock. I saw you orgasm at least twice, and don't try to bullshit me and say you were faking it."


  "I hate you," Tracie said, sobbing. "I saved myself for my husband. And then you ruined it, and made me have sex with another man."


  "Wait a minute," Randy said, his interest perked. "You were a virgin before your wedding?"


  Tracie nodded, tears running down her cheeks.


  Randy laughed. "This gets better and better. Not only did you cheat on your new husband, just a month after your wedding, but for the rest of your life, you'll be lying when you tell him he's the only one who's had you."


  Tracie looked astounded at Randy's cruelness. "Why did you do this to me?" Tracie cried. "Why?"


  "Because I wanted to convince a girl I know that marriage vows are meaningless," Randy said matter-of-factly. "You know her. Jen."


  "Jen?" Tracie asked incredulously, her eyes growing wide with shock. "But she's happily married! She loves Michael! Adores him!"


  Randy shrugged, uncaring. Then he smiled lecherously. "There's another reason I set this up. I wanted to see your newly-married pussy stretched by a big black cock. What do you think your husband would think, if he knew a black man had soiled his new bride's sweet body, had shot his black spunk into her pussy?"


  Tracie choked a sob, realizing what she had lost. "You're so horrible!"


  Randy threw open his robe, revealing his large, erect cock. "Tracie, if I was really horrible, you'd be on your knees and I'd be fucking your pretty face."


  Tracie took a step back, amazed at Randy's size, and fearful of what he might make her do.


  "I've really have to go," she said fearfully.


  Randy chuckled. "Go," he said, waving his hand dismissively. "You're not my type. I prefer blondes, and only natural blondes. Like Jen."


  Then he tossed a bottle at Tracie. "Here, a bonus."


  Tracie looked at the bottle. It was filled with pain pills.


  Tracie looked disbelieving. "I've been good for over two years. I haven't taken anything for a long time. Why would you tempt me with these drugs?"


  "Tracie, don't lie to me. I caught you stealing drugs just a month ago."


  She shook her head. "A month ago, I was so worried and stressed about my wedding, that's all. It was a moment of weakness. But I haven't taken anything for two years. I've broken my addition to pain pills. Why would you give them to me? Drugs almost ruined my life before. Don't you realize I could get addicted again?"


  "I'm doing you a favor," Randy insisted. "You'll need them, to help you deal with your guilt of cheating on your husband. Shit, Tracie, you fucked another man only a month after your wedding. You're still a newlywed, and you let another man fuck your brains out, and bring you to orgasm multiple times. A black man, at that. Shit, he shot his sperm into you, so you might even be pregnant. Pregnant with a black baby! And you're catholic, right? So you can't have an abortion, you'll have to have the baby. And anyway, the baby might be your husband's. So if you are pregnant, you'll have no choice, you'll have to have the baby, even if it's Tyrone's."


  Randy pretended to be concerned. "That's a lot to deal with, Tracie. I'm doing you a favor by giving you these drugs, to help you cope with all your mistakes."


  Tracie was frozen, not sure what to do. The burden had been great the last few days, since she had been with Tyrone. She was going mad with worry and guilt, and it was starting to hurt her marriage. "But if I take this bottle, I might get addicted again," she said, thinking out loud.


  "Don't worry," Randy said reassuringly. "If you need more, come and see me. I'll give you all the pills you want."


  Tracie looked at Randy, her eyes a mixture of longing and fear. Maybe she could control it this time. Take a pill every now and then, just to relax her, to help relieve her guilt over what she let Tyrone do to her. Making a snap decision, Tracie grabbed the bottle, and ran from the condo.


  Randy chuckled. Tracie didn't have Jen's jaw dropping good looks, but she was definitely fuckable. He might have to think about some fun things to do with Tracie, after he got finished with Jen.


  The thought of Jen got Randy hard. Her Cover-Girl good looks and tight sexy body were incredible, as fine as the hottest starlet. But it was her school girl innocence juxtaposed against her college educated sophistication that really aroused him.


  Randy picked up his cell and dialed Michael's number. "Hey buddy, did you get the package I sent over?"


  "Yeah," Michael said hesitantly, remembering his wife's torn panties that had been in the courier package. "So ... you did Jen again? When?"


  "Yesterday, in my office, right after I called you. What? You're saying she didn't tell you?"


  "No, she didn't," Michael replied, annoyance in his voice. "I don't know why. She knows I wanted her to get together with you again."


  Randy stifled a laugh. This was working out better than he hoped. "Mike, don't worry about it," he said, feigning concern. "She's probably feeling a little confused."


  "What do you mean?"


  "Buddy, I need to tell you something. Yesterday, after we ... you know ... after we did it ... Jen hinted she'd like to go out on a date with me."


  "You're kidding?" Michael said, astonished.


  "Don't be pissed at me," Randy said hurriedly, still pretending to be concerned, while having to stifle a laugh. "I told Jen I'd have to check with you before doing anything," Randy lied.


  Michael sounded amazed. "I've always hoped Jen would take on a steady lover, even date him. But I didn't think she'd ever do it."


  "Maybe she's buying into your fantasy. So, what are you saying? Do you want me to go on a date with her?"


  "Well, I don't know," Michael said hesitantly. For the longest time, he fantasized about Jen with another man. He had hot wife and even cuckold fantasies. But now, things were happening so fast. After the first time, at the wedding, Michael urged Jen to see Randy again. He didn't want her to shrink into a shell, and never do it again. But fucking Randy, and not telling him? And wanting to go on a date with Randy? This was going so fast ...


  Randy interrupted Michael's thoughts. "Mike, this might be your only chance to make your fantasies come true. Jen's starting to get into it, but she's probably unsure if you're really serious about wanting her to have sex with other guys. If you back down now, she'll probably never try it again."


  "So, what do you think I should do?" Michael said, still uncertain.


  "Tell her you want her to go out on a date with me. Make it your idea. Then she'll know you're really serious about turning your fantasy into reality."


  "Well ... let me think about it."


  ***************************


  Jen looked at her wedding and engagement rings on her left hand. When she was a child she dreamed endlessly about what marriage life would be like. But she never imagined it would be like this.


  Just a week ago she had let Randy seduce and fuck her again. For a second time she had broken her wedding vows. Worst, she had listened on the speaker phone as her husband urged Randy to do his best to seduce her.


  She felt a mix of guilt over her actions, and betrayal by her husband. How could they ever have a normal marriage, with Michael cajoling her to have sex with other men, and helping other men to have sex with her?


  But, she couldn't deny it, the sex with Randy had been incredible. Practically a spiritual experience. This is where the guilt came in. Not only had she cheated on her husband, but she had loved every minute of it. Even worst, after having sex with the muscular, Adonis-like Randy ... with his incredible cock ... and his incredible technique ... Jen wondered if Michael could ever again satisfy her. Jen felt terrible for such thoughts, for such betrayal, and those self-reproachful feelings were eating at her.


  To make matters worst, now Michael was urging her to go on a date with Randy. Jen knew where that evening would end. She didn't have any confidence that she could resist Randy's advances. But to go out on a date with him? It sounded like Michael wanted her to have a romantic relationship with Randy, beyond just sex. That was crazy.


  But was it, really? At some point, sex goes beyond physical and becomes emotional. Especially the incredible sex with Randy. Was it possible she had feelings for Randy? He was overly confident, arrogant, a jerk. But also charming and, at times, disarming.


  But if she developed romantic feelings for Randy, wouldn't that be the ultimate betrayal of Michael? But then, it was Michael who was urging her to date Randy. Didn't he see the risks? Or was that part of his fantasy? To not only have sex with other men, but to actually have romantic lovers?


  Jen turned when she heard the knock, her head reeling from trying to figure things out. Her heart did a flip when she saw Randy standing at the door, looking as confident and commanding as always. Randy stepped in and closed the door.


  Without any preamble, Randy said, "Let's go out this Saturday." It was a statement, not a question.


  Jen turned away, not wanting to look into Randy's intense, steel-blue eyes. "I guess Michael told you about our conversation? That he wants me to go on a date with you?"


  "Of course. I told you before, HR tells me things." Randy laughed, then turned serious. "Not that I wouldn't love to spend more time with you. You're an incredible girl."


  Jen blushed, feeling her panties dampen. God, why does this man have such an effect on me?


  Jen tried to hide her unsteadiness. "I wish I understood why my husband wants me to date another man."


  "Mike's fantasy isn't just about sex, it's about seduction," Randy said matter-of-factly. "He wants to see other men seduce you. That can only happen if you date other guys."


  Jen looked at Randy, surprised. "You sound like you've met men like Michael before."


  Randy nodded. "I have. Jen, I'm not looking for a long term relationship. For me, the best relationships are with married women. But I don't want to fuck a wife behind her husband's back. That creates too many complications. So I have relationships with the wife and husband. Like you and Mike. You'd be surprised how many husbands have hot wife fantasies, just like Mike."


  Jen couldn't believe what she was hearing. "How long do you have these ... relationships ... with other married couples?"


  Randy shrugged. "A few months. Then, usually, the couple wants to move on. Often its just a phase of their marriage. I'm fine with that. As I said, I'm not looking for a long term relationship."


  Suddenly, Jen felt incredibly relieved, for so many reasons. Maybe Michael wasn't as kinky as she thought. Maybe she wasn't breaking her vows by stepping out, but was instead helping to strengthen their marriage by making her husband's fantasies come true. Maybe what they were doing was just a phase in their marriage, and after a few months, Michael would stop urging her to date and have sex with other men.


  "So, I'll pick you up at 8." Again, it was a statement, not a question.


  Jen looked at Randy. She took at deep breathe, putting her doubts aside. She smiled, trying to look confident. "Okay, then. This Saturday."


  ********************************


  Michael paced the living room, his heart beating wildly. He had sported a perpetual hard-on since the moment Jen told him she had agreed to go on a date with Randy. Finally Saturday arrived, and he tried to calm himself but he couldn't sit still as he waited for Jen to finish dressing, and for Randy to arrive to pick her up.


  The phone rang and Michael picked it up. It was Randy.


  "Hey buddy, I'm almost there, but I wanted to ask a favor. Could you ask Jen to not wear her wedding ring tonight? I don't want stares from people ... you know, a single guy out with a married girl."


  "Uh, sure," Michael said. "That makes sense. I'll ask her."


  Randy arrived a few minutes later, and Michael got him a beer while they waited for Jen to finish dressing. Finally she came into the living room, and the two men stopped in their tracks, taking in her beauty.


  Jen wore an off-the-shoulder, black satin dress that ended at her knees. The dress hugged her body like a second skin, revealing an enticing amount of cleavage. She wore black stockings and black patent leather heels. Her makeup was perfect, and she wore her hair up, revealing her long elegant neck. She finished the outfit with a string of pearls.


  "My god, Jen, you're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen," Randy marveled.


  Jen blushed, and shyly looked away from Randy.


  She looked at her husband, into his eyes. Her silent message to him was clear. "Are you sure you want me to do this?"


  Michael kissed his wife reassuringly. "I know you're going to have a great time tonight," he said, answering her silent question. He touched his wife's left hand. "You should take these off, don't you think? You're a single girl tonight, going out on a date."


  Jen looked startled, clearly uncomfortable with taking off her wedding and engagement rings. But then she inwardly shrugged, accepting this as part of the game. She took off her rings, and handed them to her husband. As she did, she squeezed Michael's hand, and looked into his eyes. "Are you sure?" she silently asked again.


  Michael smiled and squeezed his wife hand. He kissed her cheek. "You guys better be going, you'll be late."


  With a look of resignation on her face, Jen turned to Randy. "Can you help me with this?" she asked, handing him her wrap. Jen looked at her husband as Randy draped the black silk wrap over her bare shoulders. Looking resigned and a little disappointed, Jen took Randy's offered arm and they left for their date.


  Randy took Jen to see Mama Mia, and then to dinner. Despite her misgivings, she soon began enjoying herself. He was interesting and charming, and he lavished attention on her. He seemed genuinely interested in her opinions and thoughts, and he asked her countless questions about her life growing up, and her interests and hobbies.


  Jen hadn't spoken at such length with a man other than her husband for years. For the past year or two, her conversations with Michael had focused more and more on his fantasies of her with other men. He was obsessed with it, and wanted to talk about it all the time. She found it refreshing to talk to a man who seemed genuinely interested in her as her, instead of her with another man.


  It was inevitable that, when Randy invited Jen to his apartment, she said yes. Sex was the point of the date, wasn't it? It was how Randy and Michael wanted the date to end, and the ending that Jen consented to when she agreed to the date in the first place.


  Jen entered Randy's apartment feeling a mixture of fear and anticipation. She knew she was about to be fucked by Randy. For the third time. This time, though, was different. The first two times, she was initially unwilling. True, Randy eventually seduced her into wiliness, but initially, she had been unwilling.


  Now she was willing. But reluctant. Not that she hadn't enjoyed the evening, and Randy's company. Not that she didn't anticipate the pleasure Randy was about to give her. But she couldn't help thinking of her husband, Michael, at home alone. And she could help but miss the two rings absent from her left hand.


  "Take off your dress," Randy commanded. He sat on the sofa, with Jen standing in front of him. Jen almost shuttered from Randy's commanding tone. She had to admit, his assertiveness aroused her. Randy was so different from her husband's gentle ways.


  With almost trembling hands, Jen reached behind her and unzipped her dress. Within seconds, her dress lay on the expensive carpeting, bundled around her feet.


  "Now the bra."


  Again Jen reached behind her, and undid her bra strap. For an instant, feeling modest, she held her bra in place. Then she realized how silly that was, and let the bra join her dress on the floor.


  "Come closer," Randy said, his eyes feasting on Jen's perfect tits. He fingered the edge of Jen's skimpy panties, a lecherous smile on his face. "The first two times I ripped your panties off. Should I rip them off now?"


  Jen's heart pounded in her chest. "You can do whatever you want," she said, trying to sound confident.


  "What would HR do?" Randy taunted, tracing his finger along Jen's flat stomach, just above her panty line. "Would he take off your panties, or rip them off?"


  "I don't know," Jen said, trying to keep from trembling.


  Randy continued to follow along the edge of Jen's panties, his finger moving from her hip to the moist camel toe formed in the silky material. "Has HR ever ripped off your panties?" he asked, his finger lingering on the camel toe, "or does he always take them off you?"


  Jen shivered as Randy traced along her pussy lips, embarrassed that he could clearly see how aroused he had made her. "He ... he takes them off me," she said between heavy breathes.


  Randy's finger traced from her camel toe to her other hip, and them moved again along her flat tummy. "You're a bad girl, aren't you?" he asked as his finger traced down again to her pussy lips. "You liked it when I ripped them off before. And you're hoping I'll rip them off now."


  "No. I'm a good girl," Jen insisted. "I --"


  Before Jen could finish, Randy ripped off her panties, making Jen yelp in surprise and, she had to admit to herself, more than a little pleasure.


  Randy smiled knowingly, seeing Jen's flushed face and heavy breathing, as well as her glistening, puffy pussy lips. He pulled Jen next to him on the sofa, and soon his lips were covering hers, his tongue snaking into her mouth and down her throat.


  Randy surprised Jen by going down on her, masterfully eating her out and giving her an incredible orgasm. But instead of satisfying her, the orgasm made Jen crave Randy's big cock even more. Randy gave Jen want she wanted, fucking her for a full hour and giving her two more mind-blowing orgasms. Because Jen wasn't on the pill and Randy hated condoms, Randy agreed to pull out and Jen finished him with her mouth and hands.


  But Randy wasn't done. Soon he was hard again, and he fucked Jen for what seemed like hours, using a variety of positions. Randy seemed to have unlimited stamina, and he stayed rock hard the entire time. Randy gave Jen multiple orgasms and, towards the end, they all seemed to run together, a long continuous toe curling orgasm. Finally Randy was about to cum, and Jen begged him to pull out. He reluctantly complied, and he shot his cum all over Jen's tits, adding his string of pearls to those around her neck.


  "Oh my god," Jen said when she finally caught her breath. "I'm going to be so sore tomorrow."


  In her hazy, post-orgasmic bliss, Jen didn't protest when Randy tenderly wiped her tits with a towel, and then wrapped her in his arms and kissed her on the lips. "What, you think I'm done with you? Give me a few minutes and I'll be ready to go again."


  Jen playfully punched him in the side. "Mister, you're crazy if you think you're getting any more of me. I'm already too sore."


  Randy laughed at Jen's playful jab, and tickled her side, making her giggle and squirm. Still laughing, Jen didn't resist as Randy pulled her close. He wrapped an arm around her, snuggling her against his muscular chest.


  "Does that mean HR's not getting any tonight?" he said lightly as he stroked her soft blonde hair. "You know he'll want some as soon as you get home."


  Jen giggled, her cheek resting against Randy's chest. "Well, it's easier with HR than you. He's not as ... you know ... as well endowed as you."


  With her cheek against his chest, Jen couldn't see Randy smiling triumphantly. He was pleased to hear Jen refer to her husband by the demeaning nickname. "It won't be the last time," he thought to himself.


  Jen absentmindedly ran her fingers along Randy's muscular chest, tracing the ripples in his biceps and muscular arms. "How do you stay in shape like this?" she asked.


  "I played football in college. I was drafted by the Cowboys, but my knee gave out. I work out ever day." Randy noticed how much attention Jen was paying to his sculpted body. He smiled arrogantly. "You clearly appreciate my efforts to stay in shape."


  "Not really," Jen coyly teased. She traced along the ripples of his hard, six-pack stomach.. "I just wanted to make sure you don't spend company time working out."


  Randy laughed. "Yeah, right, like you really care about that."


  Pretending to be serious, Jen said, "We need you focused on work, so our company stock will go up." As she said this, Jen teasingly scrapped her fingernails along Randy's sculptured chest.


  Randy moaned. "Yeah, baby, something's gone up." He motioned to his crotch.


  Jen's eyes grew wide in disbelief. Despite having already cummed twice, Randy was already hard again! And not just semi-hard, or mostly hard. Randy's cock was rock hard, looking like a granite monument.


  Randy moved to get between Jen's legs, but she pushed him away. "No way, cowboy. I told you, I'm too sore."


  "Come on baby," Randy said. "You got me this way, you have to take care of me." He fondled Jen's tits, rubbing her nipples. Despite already cumming multiple times, his touch aroused her. But she didn't think her pussy could take any more pounding.


  With a smile, Jen said, "I never said I wouldn't take care of you, cowboy."


  Jen crawled between Randy's muscular legs and went down on him. Later, when he reflected back on it, Randy would remember the blowjob as one of the best he'd ever gotten, if not the absolute best. Jen wasn't a pro, and at times she was awkward, not being used to his size. But she did incredible things with her mouth, tongue and hands. The way she ran her nails down his chest as she licked the inside of his thighs. The way she fondled his balls as she bobbed on his shaft. The way she looked up at him with her innocent, greenish-blue eyes as she sucked on his cock head.


  Randy's instinct was to roll his head back and close his eyes, relax and enjoy the pleasure Jen was giving him. But instead, he couldn't take his eyes off the pretty young wife, loving the sight of her long blonde hair swaying back and forth as she bobbed on his long shaft, feeling himself get even harder as he watched and felt his thick cock move in and out between her soft, full lips. The best porn movie wasn't so erotic. The way her cheeks hollowed out, and then bulged, as she sucked him in and out, the way her nostrils flared as she strained to take more of him into her mouth, the way she almost gagged as his long, thick shaft almost hit the back of her throat.


  Randy wanted to extend the pleasure, but Jen was too good. Way before he wanted, his body tensed and he came. He put his hand behind Jen's neck and pushed himself deeper down her throat, wanting the young blonde wife to swallow all his spunk. Randy was impressed that she didn't try to pull back, didn't fight as he pumped in and out of her mouth, fucking her face, shooting streams of thick cum down her throat.


  "That was incredible," Randy said honestly.


  Jen beamed with pride, ecstatic that Randy was happy with her performance. Feeling good about herself, and still feeling the lingering bliss of her multiple orgasms, she didn't resist as Randy reached out and pulled her towards him, snuggling her against his sculpted chest.


  Jen couldn't help feeling safe in Randy's muscular arms. She felt satisfied and complete, and happy with herself for giving him pleasure as well. Jen felt Randy softly stroke her hair. It felt good, comforting. She closed her eyes and relaxed, her cheek against his chest, feeling secure in his arms, feeling content.


  Then, suddenly, she remembered Michael. She hadn't thought of him in hours. She immediately felt guilty, and then began to feel awkward. She was in another man's arms, in his bed, snuggling with him. She was a married woman, this wasn't right. Sex was bad enough, but to be cuddling so intimately. So romantically. A physical relationship with another man was one thing. But an emotional one? This was going too fast, and all of Jen's doubts resurfaced.


  "I've got to go," Jen said, sliding off the bed. Suddenly she felt bashful and embarrassed, wearing only her garter strap, stockings and high heels, almost frantically searching the floor for her clothes so she could cover herself from Randy's eyes.


  She wiggled into her dress and stuffed her bra and torn panties into her purse. She looked at Randy. She didn't know what to do, so she kissed him on the cheek. "Thanks for tonight," she said awkwardly. "I'll ... I'll see you."


  Then she rushed from Randy's condo, feeling more confused than ever.


  Ch. 14 - Loving Wives - Michael watches as Randy fucks Jen


  "Are you almost ready?" Michael asked.


  "Almost," Jen said. "Can you zip me?" She turned so her back faced her husband.


  Michael immediately noticed his wife wasn't wearing a bra. "You're going braless?"


  "Uh ... yeah," Jen said hesitantly. "Randy asked me too." She looked over her shoulder. "Is that okay?"


  Michael felt himself grow hard. "Sure, of course," he quickly said, and zipped up her dress.


  Jen turned and gripped her husband's hands. "Michael, are you sure about this?"


  "What do you mean?" Michael asked. "About going out with Randy tonight?"


  Jen shook her head, tossing her soft blonde hair from side to side. "Not just about tonight ... about everything. About me dating Randy. I'm not sure it's good for us."


  "Of course it's good for us," Michael insisted. He grinned mischievously. "You enjoy sex with Randy, right? And our sex is better than ever."


  "Michael, I'm not talking about sex. I'm talking about us, our marriage. If I keep dating Randy, and we keep having sex ... I'm afraid I might develop feelings for him."


  Michael suddenly understood his wife's concerns. He took her head in his hands, and kissed her. "Honey, don't worry about that," he said reassuringly. "Of course you'll develop feelings for Randy. That's natural, and perfectly okay."


  Jen's eyes grew wide in disbelief. "How can you say that? What will happen to us, if I develop feelings for Randy? What if I fall in love with him?"


  Michael shook his head. "Honey, our marriage is strong, we love each other. And you won't fall in love with Randy. It's a crush, that's all."


  Michael kissed his wife. "Honey, stop worrying so much. Let's have fun with this. Randy isn't permanent. Eventually we'll move on to another guy. That's the swinging lifestyle."


  Jen felt better as they taxied to the club. For the past week, since her date with Randy, she had grown more and more concerned over her growing feelings for Randy. Could she be falling in love with him? But Michael's words put her at ease. It was a crush, not love. Like the crushes she had in high school and college.


  She thought of her growing feelings for Randy. How intimate they had been in bed. Not just during sex, but afterwards. How her heart flipped and her knees grew weak whenever she saw him. It was just a crush, she kept telling herself. Just a crush.


  Michael held his wife's hands in the taxi. He felt the straps of her garter belt under her dress, and he heard the periodic rustle of her stockings against her dress. He was hard, even more so as he anticipated their plans for the evening. Dinner first with Randy, and then back to their apartment, where he'd finally get to see his wife fucked by another man.


  After arriving at the club, Michael got out and held the door open for his wife. "You better take those off," he said as he tapped Jen's left hand.


  "Oh, right," Jen said. Somewhat reluctantly, she took off her wedding and engagement rings and put them into her purse.


  Randy was already there. He shook Michael's hand, and then took Jen into his arms, kissing her. Michael grew harder as he watched Randy passionately kiss his wife, not two feet in front of him. Randy put his arm around Jen's waist and lead them to their table. Tonight Jen was his date, and Michael was the willing third wheel.


  Randy had reserved a secluded alcove with two low-standing contemporary loveseats. Michael sat in one, and Randy and Jen sat in the other. The loveseats stood so low that, as Jen sat, her dress hiked up her thighs, exposing most of her shapely legs. Every now and then, Michael saw a flash of her lacy stocking tops. God she looked so hot.


  Randy's arm was around Jen, his hand caressing her bare shoulder. His other hand was on her leg. As they spoke, Randy caressed Jen's silky thigh, at times moving slightly under the hem of her dress.


  Jen stiffened as Randy touched her. She felt uncomfortable with Randy's caresses, with her husband sitting directly across from them. But Michael didn't look upset. His eyes excitedly followed Randy's fingers as he caressed her thigh and moved under her dress. Seeing Michael didn't mind Randy's advances, Jen allowed herself to relax.


  Michael's heart pounded. To see Randy fondle his wife so opening in front of him was incredibly thrilling. His ultimate fantasy was going to come true tonight. He was going to watch another man fuck his wife. Jen's reluctance was apparent, but that was part of the turn on. Still, her attraction to Randy was clear. She was guarded, but he saw the effects Randy's charisma and charm were having on her. She seemed taken by him. And Randy's fondling was turning her on. Her arousal was clear not just by her flushed cheeks, but also her hard nipples that poked through her silky dress.


  As Randy caressed Jen, he looked directly into Michael's eyes. He loved this. Seducing a young wife in front of her husband. There was nothing better. He told Jen to go braless because he wanted Michael to see the effect he had on her. He wanted Michael to see as his pretty wife's nipples grew harder and harder. The funny thing was, Randy actually liked Michael. But that wasn't going to stop him from taking Michael's wife away from him.


  Randy was hard. When the young pretty waitress approached to take their order, Randy purposely spread his legs. Randy's hard cock was clearly outlined in his pants, a thick python running halfway down his muscular thighs. The waitress's eyes grew wide and she couldn't take her eyes off Randy's crotch. Jen looked down and almost shivered at the erotic sight, her nipples growing even harder and straining against the thin material of her dress.


  Michael looked where the girls were looking, and was amazed at Randy's size. He was hard too, but his erect cock barely dented his trousers. He suddenly grew self-conscious, and adjusted the napkin on his lap, not wanting the girls to compare him to Randy.


  "Can I ... um ... can I get you something?" the leggy waitress asked, not able to tear her eyes away from Randy's crotch. Jen took a dislike to the waitress, not liking how she stared at Randy.


  Randy sensed Jen's annoyance, and smiled smugly. "I think we've decided to have a drink at home," he said, handling the waitress a hundred dollar bill as a tip. He stood and helped Jen to her feet.


  When they arrived at Michael and Jen's apartment, Randy pulled Michael aside. "Buddy, give us a few minutes alone. Jen's nervous about you watching, so it'll help if you let me warm her up."


  Michael agreed, and Randy led Jen to the guest bedroom. As they walked down the hallway, Jen looked back, and for a moment the married couple's eyes locked together. Looking into his wife's beautiful, innocent eyes, Michael had the urge to shout "Stop! This has gone far enough!"


  But then Jen followed Randy into the bedroom, and Michael's unspoken words were left hanging in the air.


  Michael walked down the hall and pressed his ear against the door. He heard talking but couldn't make out the words through the thick door. But soon he began to hear moans, and they were clearly his wife's. He looked at his watch. They had been in the bedroom for 15 minutes. Michael decided that was enough time alone. He slowly opened the door, being as quiet as possible.


  Before him was the most erotic sight he had ever seen. Jen was on her back, naked except for her garter belt, black stockings and high heels. Her black dress and lacy panties lay on the floor. Randy was completely nude and between Jen's legs. He was fucking her.


  Michael walked in a few feet so he could see everything. He unzipped his pants and took out his cock, and began stroking himself. He remembered the camcorder he had set up earlier, and pressed the record button.


  Jen was moaning continuously. Randy pistoned back and forth into Jen's pussy, each stroke incredibly long, each powerful thrust pushing Jen against the headboard. Jen's stockinged legs were wrapped tightly around Randy's waist, the stilettos of her high heels biting into his hard ass.


  Randy looked up and saw Michael watching. He inwardly grinned. He loved showing husbands what a real man could give their wives.


  By now Randy knew all of Jen's erogenous zones, and he had the tools and technique to stimulate all of them. He knew how she liked to have her breasts fondled and her nipples rubbed, how she liked to have hot breath and a wet tongue in her ear, how she liked to have a gentle caress inside her crack and a light tickle around her sensitive asshole. He knew how to rub her clit just so to ignite and prolong her orgasm, and he knew how to stimulate her g-spot to spark so much orgasmic pleasure shooting through her body to almost make her pass out.


  Randy repositioned himself between Jen's open legs, wanting his cockhead to rub against her g-spot. At the same time he inched up Jen's body and pressed down, pushing his thick rod against Jen's clit. Randy fucked Jen slowly but intensely. On each inward thrust he pressed against Jen's g-spot and clit. Then he rotated his hips to simultaneously grind against the young wife's g-spot and clit.


  Jen had never felt anything so good, to have her two most sensitive erogenous zones stimulated at the same time by a massive hard cock that filled her up so completely. Jen gripped Randy's muscular arms, ran her nails down his sculpted chest, feeling the rippling strength in Randy's powerful body. Being beneath such a man, having his powerful body between her stocking-clad legs, only heightened her excitement.


  Jen felt her orgasm building, and when it came it felt glorious, waves of pleasure flooding through her body. But the pleasure didn't stop, and her orgasm didn't peak. As Randy relentlessly stimulated her clit and g-spot with his long, thick cock, he sent a never ending tidal wave of pleasure coursing through her tight body, each wave more pleasurable than the last. "Oh god, oh god, oh gawwwwd," she cried as she writhed under him.


  Michael had never seen his wife this way. Clearly she was cumming, but her orgasm seemed to go on forever. She dug her manicured nails so hard into Randy's back she was practically drawing blood. Her heels had fallen off, and he had never seen her toes curled so intensely. Her moans were continuous and like a low guttural wail.


  Finally Jen's moans subsided and her body relaxed. She collapsed into the bed, her chest heaving, her breathing fast. Jen's face was a picture of complete, post-orgasmic bliss.


  Randy pulled out and turned Jen over, intending to take her doggy style. In that moment, Michael saw Randy's cock for the first time, and his eyes grew wide in shock. He had never seen anything so long and thick, even in porno movies. The cockhead was huge and large veins ran up the long, thick rod. Michael couldn't believe his petite wife could take something so big.


  Then Michael and Randy's eyes locked. Randy's eyes went down to Michael's cock, which he still clutched in his hand. Randy smirked, and Michael flushed in embarrassment. Randy grinned in an arrogant, triumphant way.


  Michael's heart sank as reality hit him. He could never fuck his wife the way Randy could. Jen would never be sexually satisfied with him again.


  Still looking at Michael, Randy said, "Jen, ready for more of my hard cock?"


  Jen's face was buried in a pillow. She hadn't even realized Michael was there. It was as if she forgot he existed.


  "Yeah," Jen said, still panting and trying to catch her breath. "Give it to me. Fuck me."


  Despite his disheartenment, hearing his wife beg another man to fuck her was too much. Michael jerked and came.


  Randy almost laughed as he watched Michael's cock shrivel into a limp worm. He tapped Jen's shapely ass with his hard cock, and then ran his cockhead along the straps of her garter belt, his pre-cum soiling the delicate, lacy material. Then, almost violently, he plunged his long, thick cock into her pussy.


  Jen clenched her eyes close. "Oh gawwwd," she cried as Randy abruptly impaled her.


  Randy fucked Jen hard and the lovers soon established a rhythm.


  "You like fucking my big cock?" Randy asked, looking again at Michael.


  "Oh god yeah," Jen panted. She reached between her legs and caressed Randy's balls. She wanted to give him as much pleasure as he gave her. "Your big cock feels soooo good."


  Not able to take any more, Michael turned and staggered from the room.


  Ch. 15 - Loving Wives - Michael doesn't want Jen to see Randy anymore


  Michael fell into his bed. He felt sick as he remembered the way his wife moaned and writhed under Randy as he fucked her with his monster cock.


  "She'll never be satisfied with me again," he admitted to himself. "I'll never be able to make her cum, the way Randy can."


  But as Michael remembered what he had seen and heard, he got hard again.


  "Give it to me," he remembered his wife begging Randy. "Fuck me!"


  Michael wrapped his hand around his cock and masturbated, the images of Randy between his wife's open legs playing through his mind. He stroked his cock faster as he remembered how Jen had run her fingers along the ripples in Randy's muscular arms and chest, how she had dug her nails into his back and wrapped her long shapely legs around his waist, how her stockinged toes had curled as she came on Randy's long thick cock.


  Michael quickly came again, but then he immediately felt disgusted with himself. Exhausted, he fell into a restless sleep.


  *****************


  Michael slowly woke as a soft hand gently nudged him, and a soft cheek pressed against his. "Wake up sleepyhead," he heard in his ear, and he turned to see his wife snuggled against him in bed. He looked at the clock. It was 1:30am. He must have fallen asleep for three hours. Had they been fucking for that long?


  "Where's Randy?"


  "He's asleep in the guest room," Jen said, snuggling closer in her husband's arms. Then Jen kissed Michael, and climbed on top of him. Michael began to stiffen as he felt Jen's silky nylons brush against his skin.


  Jen reached between them and caressed her husband's cock and balls. When he was hard, she guided him into her pussy. With her pussy stretched by Randy's much larger cock, Michael entered her easily.


  "You're so wet," Michael noticed immediately. "You let him cum inside you?"


  Jen nodded. "The condoms we bought weren't large enough." Jen looked alarmed. "You're not mad, are you?"


  Michael felt a mixture of hurt and excitement. "I guess I thought you'd make him pull out."


  "He ... he doesn't like pulling out," she said hesitantly. "It's my safe time of the month," she quickly added.


  Michael felt the excitement build inside him. "Well, I guess it's okay."


  Relieved, Jen began to move up and down on her husband's cock. She ran her nails along his chest, knowing how he liked to be touched.


  Jen felt so loose and wet. But even though Michael could barely feel anything, knowing that Randy had just fucked her, had cum inside her, make him dizzy with excitement.


  But then, suddenly, Michael's cock softened, and soon he was so limp he felt out of Jen's pussy. "I shouldn't have beat off so much," he silently cursed himself.


  Embarrassed, he said, "I guess I'm tired."


  Jen kissed him. "That's alright, it's been a long day. Let's go to sleep."


  Michael wrapped his arms around his wife, and they fell asleep.


  *****************


  Michael woke with a start. He looked at the clock. It was 3:30am. He felt for Jen in the bed, but she wasn't there.


  With a mixture of dread and anticipation, Michael walked to the guest bedroom. The door was open, and he looked inside.


  Jen was on top of Randy, fucking him. She was in the same position with Randy as she had been with Michael just two hours before, but Michael suspected that Randy wouldn't go soft, as he had done.


  Michael wondered how long they had been fucking. Had Jen waited until he fell asleep, and then immediately returned to Randy's bed? Had she become addicted to Randy's big cock?


  Jen still wore her garter belt, but the stockings had become detached and were now loosely around her calves and ankles. She fucked Randy slowly and steadily, pulling up until he was almost out of her, and then pushing down until he was completely inside. It wasn't the frantic fucking like before, but the slow and deliberate fucking of familiar lovers, the kind of fucking that feeds the heart as much as the body.


  Michael felt a mixture of jealousy and arousal as he watched them. Their movements were so intimate ... Randy fondling Jen's breasts, Jen caressing Randy's muscular chest, the two of them kissing and twirling their tongues. They didn't speak, but the room was full of their soft sounds of arousal.


  This wasn't just sex. It wasn't fucking.


  It was making love.


  A part of him wanted to pull Jen away and take her back to his bed. But even as his jealousy increased, his excitement grew so much that he felt lightheaded. Somehow, his jealousy feed into and increased his sexual excitement.


  He went back to his bedroom and fell into the bed, feeling a mixture of regret, sadness, and excitement. His cock was hard. He masturbated to the image of Jen fucking Randy and quickly came. Then he fell into a restless sleep.


  *****************


  Michael awoke with the sun shining in his eyes. The clock said 8:00am. He looked for Jen, but she wasn't there. He wondered if his wife had spent the entire evening in Randy's bed.


  Michael found his wife in the kitchen, making breakfast.


  "Where's Randy?"


  Jen turned, startled. "God, you scared me! Randy left a few minutes ago."


  Michael saw two dishes on the table. "You already ate with Randy?"


  "Um ... yeah ... I was going to wake you, but you were sleeping so soundly. Your breakfast is warming in the oven."


  "Maybe later," Michael said, not trying to hide his anger. It bothered him that Jen had made Randy breakfast, and ate with him, without bothering to wake him up. "I think I'll take a shower," he said, his unhappiness apparent on his face.


  Michael entered the shower and let the hot water wash over him. A few minutes later the curtains parted, and Jen joined him. Without saying a word, Jen got on her knees and went down on her husband. Despite being upset, his body was still excited by the events of the night before. With images of Randy and Jen fucking running through his mind, Michael quickly came in his wife's mouth.


  "You seem upset," Jen said later as they snuggled in bed. "Are you mad about last night?"


  "I'm not sure how I feel," Michael said honestly. His anger was gone, replaced by uncertainty and mixed feelings. "Last night was incredible. I've never been so excited, watching you with another man. I think I came three times, playing with myself as I watched Randy fuck you."


  "But ... it made me jealous, too, watching how you responded to him. I guess I wasn't as prepared for it as I thought. Did you ... did you sleep with him last night?"


  Jen nodded, looking guilty. "After we fell asleep, Randy came in and woke me up. We went back to the guest room. We, um ... we had sex again. Then I guess I fell asleep. I wasn't planning to sleep with him, but I guess I was tired."


  She looked quizzically at her husband. "Does that upset you, that I slept with Randy? I mean, after having sex with him, I guess I don't understand how sleeping with him matters."


  "I guess I don't know either," Michael said, shrugging. "Somehow, sleeping with him is more intimate than having sex with him. I know that sounds crazy, but it's how I feel."


  "So ... what do you want to do now? Are you saying you want to stop playing the game?"


  "No," Michael said quickly. "I love watching you with other men. It's such a turn-on. And I know you like the variety. But you were right. We shouldn't play with the same guy. I didn't think it would bother me, but it does. I think we should play with different guys, like before. So I don't want you to see Randy anymore."


  "Well ... okay," Jen said somewhat reluctantly.


  *****************


  Three weeks later, Michael and Jen were in the Acela, riding the train to Pennsylvania. But they weren't traveling together.


  Jen looked nervous as she sat in the lounge car, sipping white wine. She wore a classic black dress that buttoned in the front. The top three buttons were undone, revealing a hint of her lacy black demi-bra. The dress ended above Jen's knees and the bottom four buttons were also undone, so her dress parted high up her thighs when she crossed her stocking-clad legs.


  Michael watched from across the car as a well dressed man approached his wife. He was 30-something and broad shouldered, and looked like a lawyer or broker. (Jen later told Michael the man's name was Jason).


  Michael smiled encouragingly when his wife nervously glanced his way. Then Michael watched as Jen flirted with Jason. Playing her role well, she twirled her blonde hair, played with the buttons on her dress, smoothed her stockings, and dangled her heels from her toe. As they spoke, they touched each other. Jen's touching was less than Jason's, but her subtle touching encouraged him, and he became bolder and bolder. His hands were on her legs, caressing her knee, then moving up her silky thighs until momentarily disappearing under her dress.


  After twenty minutes of flirting and three rounds of drinks, Jason rose and whispered into Jen's ear. Michael watched as Jen hesitated, and then nodded. She took Jason's offered hand and slid off the stool, inadvertently causing her dress to ride up and momentarily flash her lacy stocking tops.


  Jason took Jen's hand and led her to the back of the car. Jen was unsteady in her high heels after all the drinks. But the drinks helped soothe the butterflies in her stomach. Still, she followed Jason nervously, hoping they would go unnoticed, but the lounge car was too small for that, and Jen's beauty and flirtation with Jason had drawn the attention of every male in the car. Jason went into the bathroom. Jen saw the eyes on her, and knew she couldn't follow Jason without being noticed. Then she glanced at Michael, and saw the intensity in his eyes. "Go in with him," she heard her husband silently urge. Red faced and ashamed, Jen quickly followed Jason into the bathroom.


  Jason locked the door and roughly pushed Jen against the wall. The charming man from the lounge was gone, replaced by an aggressive well-hung stud interested in only one thing. Jason had noticed Jen's wedding ring. This wasn't the first time he had picked up a married woman on his weekly business trips between New York and Philly. He loved fucking married woman, and knew exactly what Jen wanted.


  Jason pushed his tongue down Jen's throat, at the same time undoing the buttons to her dress. Soon Jen's dress lay at her feet, leaving her in just her demi-bra, panties, garter belt and stockings, as well as her high heels.


  Jason groped Jen's tits. He pushed up her bra and roughly fondled her naked breasts and rubbed her nipples. "Oh god," Jen moaned, her body responding to Jason's rough fondling. Jason smiled. "You like it rough, is that it?" Jason said as he pinched Jen's erect nipples.


  "Is this what you want?" he asked as he crudely pressed his hard-on against Jen's flat stomach. "Your husband not giving you enough?"


  Jason turned Jen around so her naked tits pressed against the wall. "Uhhh," Jen grunted as Jason ripped off her panties.


  Jason unzipped his pants and took out his cock. He rubbed his hard cock between Jen's shapely cheeks, pressing against her clit.


  "Ohhhhh," Jen moaned.


  "Is this what you want bitch? You need this big cock? You want me to fuck you?"


  "Yeeees," Jen moaned. "Please, fuck me."


  That was all Jason needed to hear. He positioned his cock at Jen's pussy lips, and then with one powerful upward thrust, he pushed himself into Jen's married pussy.


  "Oh god," Jen moaned. Jason wasn't as big as Randy, but he was big enough, and hard enough.


  Jason explored Jen's tight body as he fucked her with his hard cock. He cupped and fondled her firm tits, ran his hands over her flat stomach, and traced his fingers along her garter belt and lacy stocking tops. Jason got harder as he fondled Jen's tight, 25 year old body. "God you're fucking hot!" Jason marveled as he rammed Jen with his cock.


  Jason turned Jen around because he wanted to look into her pretty face as he fucked her. "Your tight pussy feels good around my cock!" he hissed as he pounded her.


  Jen wrapped a shapely leg around Jason, pulling him closer, urging more of his cock inside her. "Fuck me, fuck me," she begged. Jason wasn't as long or thick as Randy, but he was big enough. His hard cock felt so good inside her, and she was even more aroused by the naughtiness of fucking him just a few feet from a roomful of people. Within moments her body convulsed as she came on Jason's cock, the intense orgasm shooting shockwaves of pleasure through her young married body.


  Seeing Jen's beautiful face shudder with orgasm pushed Jason to the edge of his own orgasm. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he growled.


  Still basking in the warmth of her own orgasm, Jen became alarmed, realizing she hadn't made Jason use a condom. "Don't cum inside me!" she pleaded. "I'm not on the pill!"


  "Fuck!" Jason growled disappointedly. He pulled out and pushed Jen to her knees. "Then suck me off bitch and swallow my load!"


  Jen opened her mouth, realizing she had no other choice. She braced herself, but still almost gagged as Jason pushed half his cock into her mouth. Jen struggled briefly as Jason forced more of his shaft down her throat, but Jen knew it was either in her pussy, on her face, or down her throat, and of the three, the last option was the best one. Jen relaxed and tried to adjust to Jason's size. He wasn't as big as Randy, but then Randy never tried to get all his cock down her throat.


  Jen felt Jason clutch her hair as he fucked her face. With each thrust into her mouth, Jason pushed Jen along the rough tile floor. Jen could feel her stockings ripping at her knees.


  Jason looked down at Jen as he fucked her pretty face, impressed she was able to swallow most of his long thick shaft. Not many girls had been able to do that. Jason wanted to prolong the experience. Jen was movie-star beautiful, and it was hard to hold off as his thick shaft went in and out of her soft mouth, between her full pouty lips. But finally he couldn't hold off any longer. Jason's body convulsed as his cock twitched in Jen's mouth, and then he shot enormous amounts of spunk down the young wife's throat.


  Jason pulled Jen to her feet. She looked enticing in just her garter belt, stockings and heels, and he couldn't help reaching out and fondling her small, perky tits. He wished he had more time to fuck her again, but they were pulling into 30th Street Station and his wife would be waiting for him. Jason eased his cock back into his pants, fixed his tie and jacket, and then left the bathroom.


  Jen staggered to the sink. She fixed her hair and makeup, and pulled her bra down over her breasts. After putting on her dress, she picked up her torn panties and threw them away. With another glance at the mirror, she steeled herself, and walked out of the bathroom.


  She wasn't surprised everyone turned to look at her. They had all seen her go into the bathroom with Jason, and although she had fixed her makeup and hair, she knew she had that freshly-fucked look, and her stockings were terribly laddered around her knees.


  Jen's cheeks redden in humiliation as she heard the snickering and saw the finger pointing. She saw Michael in the background. He smiled approvingly, but his support didn't ease her embarrassment and humiliation. She wanted to find a place to hide. But she couldn't leave the car because they were pulling into Philly, so she had to stand there and pretend not to notice the lecherous eyes of all the men, and the jeers and snickering of all the women.


  Later, in their hotel, Jen cried as Michael held her. "I feel like a cheap slut," she sobbed.


  "No, no," Michael said soothingly. "You're not a slut. You're my beautiful wife, and you make all my fantasies come true."


  Jen couldn't deny how good the sex with Jason had been. He had made her cum, and because of his size and the naughtiness of the situation, it had been a great orgasm. But despite her husband's assurances, she felt like a slut.


  She thought of Randy. A part of her missed him. He could have satisfied her without making her feel like a slut, without embarrassing and humiliating her.


  Ch. 16 - NonConsent/Reluctance - Michael watches strangers play with Jen


  Jen felt relaxed sitting in the theater, next to Michael. Finally, a normal evening!


  For the past few months they'd played the game every few weeks. If it was up to Michael, they'd play every night. But Jen agreed to play only when she could no longer deny her body's desires. She'd hold off as long as she could, but eventually her body's cravings became too much to resist, and she'd give in and play. Each time was different, but the game always ended the same way, with Jen getting fucked by a well hung stranger.


  Jen always felt ashamed and slutty after those evenings. She liked the attention she got from guys, and she enjoyed flirting. But letting a stranger fuck her just an hour after meeting him ... letting him kiss and fondle her ... letting a stranger penetrate her, and sometimes cum inside her ... being so easy. She felt ashamed and slutty. This was not how she thought married life would be like.


  But she couldn't deny the pleasure she got from these one night stands. She almost always came, and usually her orgasms were really good. But why did she have to pay such an emotional high price to get physical sexual satisfaction?


  Her thoughts drifted often to Randy. If she was with him ... if she were Randy's wife ... he could give her want she craved. Randy could satisfy her, and she wouldn't need other men, she'd only need Randy.


  She felt terrible for thinking these thoughts. She was Michael's wife, not Randy's. She loved Michael, not Randy. She tried to banish the thoughts away, but they kept coming back. Truth was, she still had feelings for Randy. Michael wanted her to stop dating Randy, so she did. But she couldn't turn off her feelings so easily. Michael called it a crush, not love. But whatever those feelings were –crush, infatuation, love -- Jen still had them, they hadn't gone away.


  Jen couldn't just forget Randy, like turning off a light. And Randy wasn't making it easy to forget him. He was always stopping by her office, calling her, IM'ing her. He had made his intentions clear. Randy wanted her. And not just for sex. Since breaking off with him, Randy had told Jen many times he had fallen in love with her. Randy wanted her to divorce Michael, and marry him.


  Jen hadn't told Michael this, because she knew it would upset him too much. She loved Michael. But these games ... they made her feel so slutty and dirty, they were so demeaning, they made her feel bad about herself. And yet, if she didn't play the game, at least sometimes, her body would go crazy with sexual frustration.


  Jen had given up hoping Michael could satisfy her sexual needs. Maybe in the past, he could satisfy her. Or maybe she just hadn't known what she was missing. After being with all these hunky guys ... especially Randy ... she knew Michael couldn't give her what she needed.


  She hated that this was true, and she cursed herself for having desires that could only be satisfied by well-hung muscular men. But it frustrated and hurt her that Michael didn't even try to satisfy her anymore. They hardly ever had intercourse, and he rarely went down on her or even fingered her. He seemed happy with his hand and watching her with other men. He didn't seem interested in pleasing her ... he seemed content to leave that to other men.


  So Jen had no choice but to play the game, and have sex with other men. She could play with herself or use toys, but that gave her only temporary relief, and often it actually increased her frustration. She no longer tried to deny it ... she needed a big hard cock attached to a handsome, well built man to truly satisfy and satiate her sexual longings. Her needs shamed her, made her feel dirty and whorish, made her feel like slutty white trash.


  And then she'd think about Randy again. It was tempting. He could give her everything she needed. She wouldn't need any other man, just him.


  Jen shook her head, excising these thoughts from her mind. She was already married to a man she loved, and tonight they were just a normal married couple, out to see the new James Bond movie.


  As they watched the movie, Jen felt Michael's hand on her knee. He slowly moved up her thigh, moving under her skirt. Jen glanced at the middle-aged man sitting next to her. His eyes were riveted on her legs and Michael's hand under her skirt. Jen demurely adjusted and pushed down her skirt, hoping Michael would get the message, but instead, Michael's hand returned to her thigh, moving back under her skirt.


  The man couldn't take his eyes off Jen's legs. Michael saw that, and got hard. He pushed Jen's skirt up higher, revealing more of his wife's shapely thighs to the strange man.


  The man salivated as Jen's lacy stocking tops came into view. The man glanced at Michael and his cheeks redden when he saw Michael looking at him, embarrassed to be caught ogling another man's wife. But then the man saw Michael smile encouragingly, and he realized he was free to look as much as he wanted.


  Michael wrapped his arm around Jen and pulled her towards him, kissing her. Jen tried to pull away but he placed his hand behind her head, keeping his lips on hers, darting his tongue into her mouth. As he kissed his wife, Michael kept his eyes on the man, who was still ogling Jen's legs. Michael pushed Jen's skirt even higher, wanting the man to see even more of his wife's long shapely legs.


  The man tentatively reached out a hand and touched Jen's back. Jen immediately turned and glared at the man. But Michael pulled her head back towards him and covered her mouth with his again. At the same time, Michael nodded to the man encouragingly, giving the man permission to touch Jen.


  Emboldened, the man caressed Jen's back, feeling her bra under her cashmere sweater. Jen tried again to pull away, but Michael held her still. The man seemed content with just rubbing Jen's back. Impatient, Michael grabbed the man's hand and pulled it down to Jen's exposed thigh.


  The man couldn't believe his luck. Not only could he look, but touch, too. And not just the sexy blonde's back, but her legs. The man caressed Jen's exposed thighs, loving the feel of the silky nylons and lacy stocking tops. Michael forced Jen's skirt even higher, until it was bunched around her waist. The man almost came in his pants when he saw the garter belt holding up the stockings. He excitedly traced his fingers along the straps of Jen's garter belt, and caressed the soft bare skin above Jen's thigh high stockings.


  As the man caressed Jen's legs, Michael pulled Jen's sweater out of her skirt and pushed it above her bra. With experienced fingers, Michael deftly unsnapped the back clasp of the bra. He pushed the bra up and was pleased to see that Jen's nipples were rock hard. Michael lowered his face and sucked Jen's nipples into his mouth, and inwardly grinned as he heard his wife moan.


  Michael locked his foot around Jen's slim ankle, pulling his wife's legs apart. He grabbed the man's hand and pulled it to Jen's pussy. Michael hooked a finger into Jen's panties and pulled them to the side, giving the stranger unfettered access to his wife's most private parts. The stranger almost had a heart attack when he saw Jen's beautiful petite pussy, absolutely bare except for a neatly trimmed landing strip about her clit. He stuck two fingers into Jen's tight pussy – she was soaking – and rubbed her clit with his thumb.


  Jen squirmed as Michael sucked and licked her nipples, and the strange man explored her most private parts. This had happened so fast. Yet, here she was, terribly exposed in a public theater, being finger fucked by a stranger as her husband fondled her breasts.


  But, god, it felt good. She hadn't wanted to play the game, but she couldn't deny the pleasure she was feeling. But then she noticed other men looking at her. The theater wasn't crowded, but it seemed like every man in the place now surrounded them, and their eyes were riveted on her. Jen flushed with embarrassment. She felt so humiliated, to be so exposed to their eyes. These strangers could see everything, her breasts, her legs, even her pussy. It was so humiliating, so demeaning, so ... naughty.


  Suddenly Jen shook as an orgasm ripped through her body. "Oh gawwwd," she moaned. Waves of intense pleasure cascaded through her body, and they went on and on. When finally her orgasm subsided, Jen was left breathless, her heart pounding in her chest, her head dizzy from the glorious, unexpected orgasmic pleasure.


  But the man to her right didn't stop. He got on his knees and pushed Jen's legs wide apart. At this point Jen didn't have the will to resist. The man ripped off Jen's panties, and then attacked her pussy with his mouth and tongue.


  Jen gripped the arms of her chair as the stranger went down on her. It felt good. The man was good at eating pussy. Jen felt another orgasm building inside her.


  Suddenly, Jen realized Michael was no longer beside her. Where did he go? But then just as quickly, another stranger was sitting in Michael's place. And then a third stranger sat on her other side. One stranger kissed her while the other fondled her breasts and rubbed her nipples.


  Jen had never been in an adult theater, but she imagined this is what it must be like. Surrounded by numerous men, all of them watching, as they took turns fucking her. Is that what was happening? Was Michael going to let all these strangers fuck her, gang bang her?


  Jen got her answer as the man between her legs rose up. He took his cock out of his pants, and then he positioned himself, aligning his cock with Jen's wet pussy. Then the men beside her grabbed her hands, and made her hold their hard cocks. Jen heard more zippers opening, and soon all the men had their cocks out.


  "Oh god," Jen thought, "they're going to fuck me. They're all going to fuck me." Jen shuddered from the wicked thought, and she realized she was cumming again. "Uhhhhhhh," she groaned as again waves of pleasure rippled through her body.


  The stranger rubbed his large bulbous cock head between Jen's pussy lips. Jen braced herself, knowing he was about to penetrate her.


  Then, just as the man was about to lunge into Jen's pussy, the movie abruptly stopped and bright lights came on. "What the hell is going on?!" a man yelled as he ran down the aisle.


  "Who the hell are you?" one of the men surrounding Jen yelled back.


  "I'm the manager of this place, and all of you better get the hell out of here before I call the cops!"


  Everyone quickly left, not wanting to get involved in a sex scandal. Jen pulled her sweater and skirt down. She looked around for Michael but he wasn't there. She hurried towards the exit but the manager grabbed her arm.


  "Not so fast, lady," the manager said. Holding her firmly, the manager forced Jen into his office.


  The manager closed the door, and then leaned against it, blocking the only exit. The manager was short and fat, with greasy hair and a pockmarked face.


  "You lost me a lot of money, lady," the manager said. "There were families in there – wives and kids – they'll never come back here. This isn't a porno store or an adult theater. What the hell were you doing fucking all those guys?"


  "I wasn't!" Jen insisted. "My husband ... he started kissing me ... things just got out of control."


  "Your husband?" the manager smirked. "I don't see any husband. Where is he?"


  "I ... I don't know," Jen said. "I don't know where he went."


  The manager looked skeptical. "Don't try to bullshit me. You're a whore, turning tricks in my theater." The manager picked up the phone. "I'm calling the cops."


  "No, don't, please," Jen cried. "I'll be ruined if this gets out. I'll lose my job, my reputation. Please, I swear to you, I'm not a prostitute, things just got out of control. Please, let me go."


  The manager looked Jen over, his eyes moving from her pretty face to her high heels. His lecherous eyes focused on her chest. Jen hadn't had time to pull down her bra, so it lay bunched under her sweater, below her neck. Her snug cashmere sweater molded itself around Jen's braless tits, her nipples clearly visible through the sheer material of the sweater.


  The manager picked up a pool cue that leaned against his desk. He extended the stick towards Jen's legs, and then used it to raise her skirt above her lace stocking tops.


  "Please, don't," Jen begged, but she didn't try to stop the manager.


  The manager pointed the stick at Jen's chest, and then rubbed Jen's nipples with the end of the cue.


  Jen shuddered. "Please," she begged with a quivering voice. "Please, don't call the police. Let me go, please."


  "I'll let you go," the manager said as he gently pushed the end of the stick between Jen's lips. "But first you're going to do some things for me. Now come over here. And get on your knees."


  "No, please," Jen said, tears forming in her eyes.


  The manager picked up the phone. "Do what I say – exactly what I say – or I call the cops."


  Jen knew she had no choice. With tears running down her cheeks, she got on her knees.


  Smiling triumphantly, the short ugly manager moved forward until his huge belly pressed against Jen's pretty face. "What are you waiting for, slut?" he said cruelly. "You know what to do."


  With shaking hands, Jen reached up and unzipped the manager's pants.


  ****************************


  Three hours later, Jen staggered into her apartment. The manager had fucked her repeatedly. She could still taste his cum in her mouth, and her thighs were wet with his spunk leaking from her well-used pussy.


  She found Michael in the family room, playing with himself while he watched a movie on the computer. She couldn't believe what she saw. It was a movie of the manager fucking her.


  Michael smiled. "Wilbur just emailed this to me. You were wonderful!"


  "What?" Jen asked, not understanding. "You know him?"


  "Of course I do. I do Wilbur's taxes, I've known him for years."


  Jen couldn't believe what she was hearing. "So --- you set this all up? You let that foul man rape me?"


  Michael's smile disappeared. "Honey, don't be upset. Wilbur didn't rape you. I've watched it all. He made you cum multiple times. Don't deny it, I saw your face, I saw how you wrapped your legs around him dug your nails into his back. You loved the fucking Wilbur gave you."


  "How can you say that?" Jen sobbed. "He raped me, and you set it all up. You let him rape me."


  "No, no, no" Michael protested, wrapping his arms around her. "He didn't rape you. Okay, you're right, I set this up. But it was just another game. I was doing it for you as much as me. Honey, I love you, and I know you better than anyone. I know what you want, what you need."


  "You know what I want?" Jen said, tears streaming down her cheeks. "You know what I need? You think I want to act like a cheap slut and fuck strangers? You think I want to be raped? Well, I don't! I don't! I hate the game, I hate it!"


  "That's not true," Michael said quickly. "You love the game as much as me, I know you do. You love all the sex, you always cum."


  "I hate the game!" Jen insisted angrily, all of her pent up concerns, doubts and insecurities coming to the surface. "You say I want to fuck other men? Well, if you were more of a man, I wouldn't need anyone else. If you could satisfy me, I wouldn't need other men to make me cum."


  Michael took a step back, his wife's angry words hitting him like a physical blow. "I never knew ... never realized you thought so little of me."


  Jen shook her head. "Michael, what kind of man wants his wife to have sex with other men?" She felt emotionally spent. Lifelessly she walked into the bedroom and threw some clothes into a suitcase.


  "What are you doing?" Michael asked.


  "I need to get away," Jen replied, her voice filled with sadness. "I think I need some time away from you."


  Michael reached out and grabbed her arm. "No, please, don't go. I'm sorry. I shouldn't have set you up with Wilbur. It was a terrible mistake, please don't leave."


  Jen pulled her arm away. "Michael, I can't go on like this. I want a normal life. I want to feel good about myself again." She started walking away.


  "But where will you go? You're going to Randy, aren't you? Don't ... he'll never love you like me. He'll never understand you like me. You have to trust me. I know what you want, what you need."


  "No Michael," Jen said firmly. "The game is your fantasy, not mine. I can't do this anymore."


  Ch. 17 - Loving Wives - Will Jen divorce Michael to marry Randy


  (Six months later)


  "Fuck, I'm cumming," Randy growled as he pounded Jen's pussy.


  "Yeah god, oh god, I'm cumming too, you're making me cum again," Jen whined, her stocking-clad legs wrapped tightly around Randy's waist and her nails digging into his back.


  Randy lunged once more and began shooting his seed deep into Jen's fertile womb. At the same time, Jen's lithe body tensed and her back arched, the stilettos of her heels digging into the back of Randy's muscular thighs, urging him even deeper inside her.


  Afterwards, Randy possessively held Jen in his muscular arms. "Give me a few minutes and I'll be ready to go again," he said.


  "Um ... I'd really like that, but I can't. Remember? I have to see Michael tonight ... about the divorce papers."


  "Oh yeah," Randy said, a big smile coming to his face. "Finally! About time you divorced HR." Randy chuckled, then turned serious. "Now you can marry me. Tommy will drive you."


  "No, that's okay," Jen said. "Tommy's busy tonight. He's taking his mother to dinner, it's her birthday."


  "Fuck that," Randy scoffed. "He does what I say. His old bag of a mother can wait." He smiled and leered at her. "I want him to get you back here asap. I wanna see if your pussy feels any different once you're a single girl again."


  Jen silently shrugged, knowing it was useless trying to convince Randy otherwise.


  "Sorry about this," Jen said to Tommy as he held the door open for her. "I could've driven myself, but Randy insisted. This shouldn't take long."


  Tommy smiled at Jen, both from her kindness, and also the nice view he got of her long shapely legs as she stepped into the car. "That's alright, it's no trouble."


  As they drove, Jen thought of Randy. She wondered if she had done the right thing by moving in with him. It seemed like the right thing to do after leaving Michael.


  But Randy's confidence and charisma that had originally attracted her, now seemed more like arrogance and cruelness. And, surprisingly, sex with Randy wasn't as exciting as before. He seemed to desire her as much as ever, and they had sex every day, usually more than once. But sex with Randy had become monotonous, almost boring. He was gorgeous and had an incredible body, and his cock was magnificent. But while he usually made her cum, the sex just wasn't as exciting or satisfying as before.


  Tommy opened her door once they arrived at the restaurant. Jen was so distracted by her thoughts that she didn't notice as Tommy ogled her as she slid from the car, her short skirt hiking up so much to almost expose her lacy stocking tops.


  Michael was already in the restaurant, and handed Jen an envelope. "Here you go," he said without any introduction, his voice filled with regret. "I've signed the papers, so as soon as you sign, our divorce will be final. You'll be free to marry Randy."


  Jen blushed. "I haven't decided if I'm going to marry him."


  A waiter came to take Jen's drink order. Jen studied the drink menu, giving the waiter ample time to look down her blouse and admire the soft swell of her breasts as they lay snuggly inside her demi-bra.


  Michael looked terrible, sadness clear on his face. "Well, I hope you'll be happy, whatever you decide. I just want you to know ... well, I'm really sorry for all the things I did. I didn't mean to force you into anything, but now I see I did. I'm sorry for that, really sorry."


  Jen fought back tears, her feelings for Michael still strong. "I'm sorry too. I said some things to you I really regret saying."


  "No, no," Michael quickly said. "I deserved it all. I was cruel to you. You deserve better. I hope Randy -- or whoever you end up with -- I hope he makes you really happy."


  Jen started to say something, but then a loud commotion drew their attention. They looked at the entrance and saw an overweight, balding short man arguing with the hostess. Jen's eyes grew wide in surprise. It was Dick!


  Jen turned back to Michael, who looked embarrassed. "You better leave, before he gets here," Michael said.


  "You're meeting with Dick?" Jen asked in shock.


  Michael looked embarrassed. "Randy fired my firm. My boss said he'd fire me if I didn't get another big client. So ..."


  "You're doing Dick's taxes?" Jen asked, the disbelief clear in her voice.


  Michael looked down, feeling small and humiliated. "No, he hasn't decided yet. That's why I'm having dinner with him. I'm hoping he'll hire my firm."


  Jen nodded, feeling bad for Michael. "Well, um, good luck," she said. "I guess I better go."


  "Yeah, that's probably best, before he sees you. He, ah ... he asks about you all the time."


  Jen's eyes grew wide. "He does?"


  "Yeah," Michael said sheepishly. "He wants me to set up another date with you."


  "I told him no, of course," Michael quickly added. He glanced over at Dick again, who was still arguing with the hostess. Or maybe he was flirting with her, Michael could never tell with Dick. He turned back to Jen. "You better go, before he sees you."


  As Jen rode in the back of the limo, she shivered at the memory of Dick. She shuddered as she recalled how Dick had fondled her at the Hudson Hotel, and how he had taken advantage of her during their date at the Private Eyes club. She remembered how the dancer had groped her. What was her name? Then Jen remembered. Mona.


  Mona.


  Jen shivered again.


  Suddenly, Jen realized she was aroused. More aroused than she had been in months, since moving in with Randy ... since leaving Michael.


  And in that moment of self awareness, Jen understood herself. Truly understood herself, for the first time in her life.


  Handsome men, sculpted bodies, big cocks. That wasn't what really turned her on. Randy had all that, and he aroused her less and less.


  What turned her on was the game. Being controlled, being taken. Getting groped and fondled. Getting forced down on her knees. Having her legs pulled apart. Being used ... soiled. Being humiliated.


  And knowing that someone was watching her. That someone was getting turned on by what men were doing to her.


  But also knowing she could let herself go, let men do things to her, because that someone was there to take care of her if things got out of control.


  Jen shivered with sexually excitement. She didn't have to touch herself to know she was soaking. "Tommy," she said, her voice trembling a little. "Could you take me back to the restaurant? I ... um ... I forgot something."


  Tommy glanced at the mirror and looked at his boss's pretty blonde girlfriend, her nipples so hard they were poking through her silk blouse. He stiffened in his pants. "Sure," he said, knowing he'd need a cold shower if he couldn't find a girl later that night to take care of his needs.


  At the restaurant, Jen looked around the corner at Michael's table, not wanting Dick to see her. Seeing that Michael was alone, she walked quickly over.


  He looked up in surprise. "Is something wrong?"


  "I ... I," Jen sputtered anxiously, not knowing how to begin. "I just ... I just wanted to let you know that you were right. You do know me better than anyone else. And, I'm not going to marry Randy. I don't love him. You're the only man I've ever loved." Jen paused, tears of regret in her eyes. She dropped the envelope containing the divorce papers on the table. She mustered all her courage. "Can I ... can I move back home?" she asked, her eyes so big and her voice so pleading that she seemed to be a school girl asking a teacher for forgiveness.


  Michael looked shocked at Jen's words. Before he could reply, Dick returned from the washroom. "Well, who do we have here? Hello Jen, funny to see you here. Mike and I were just talking about you." Dick leered at Jen, his eyes hungrily moving up and down her body. "Why don't you join us?"


  Jen shook her head, and was about to speak when Michael interrupted her.


  "I just told Jen you wanted to go out with her again," Michael said. He looked sideways at his almost-ex wife and saw a quizzical expression on her face. "She said she'd love to go out with you again."


  "Really?" Dick said excitedly, immediately taking Jen's soft hands in his.


  "In fact," Michael continued, "She said she's free tonight."


  "Is that right?" Dick said, snaking an arm around Jen's waist, his pudgy hand just above the curve of her tight ass. "Well, I'm up for that." Dick laughed, belatedly realizing his double entendre. "I'm definitely up for that!"


  Michael saw Jen about to protest. "Jen, after your date, why don't you give me a call? We'll continue our conversation. I might be open to your suggestion."


  The anxiety on Jen's face turned to joy. "Really? You will?"


  "I might," Michael said with a shrug. "We'll talk ... AFTER your date with Dick."


  Jen slowly nodded, understanding the deal Michael was offering. He'd take her back, but only after she went on a date with Dick.Jen stiffened as she felt Dick move his hand to her ass. He began to fondle her, pushing her skirt between her crack with the tips of his fat fingers as he cupped her cheeks with his pudgy hand. Her pretty face flushed red with embarrassment as she saw people watching as this fat, ugly man openly fondled her.


  "You DO want to go out with Dick, don't you?" Michael asked.


  Knowing the stakes of this game, Jen said, "Yes, I'd, ah, I'd love to go out with Dick again."


  Dick was practically panting. "Then let's get going. Mike, we can continue our meeting some other time."


  "Of course," Michael said. "I almost forgot. Jen's probably too shy to tell you, but she told me she'd love to see your friend Mona again."


  Jen's face went pale, and she looked anxiously at Michael.


  "Isn't that right, Jen?" Michael asked. "You'd love to spend time with Mona again? With both Dick and Mona?"


  Jen felt dizzy, her heart pounding. Things were going so fast. Her memory of Dick and Mona were still fresh in her mind, the way they had taken advantage of her, the way Mona had almost fucked her with a huge strap-on, the way they had almost gang banged her in front of a packed audience of leering, sex hungry men. The thought of being with Dick and Mona terrified her. Her good sense told her to run away.


  But she had never been so sexually excited. Her nipples were so hard they hurt as they pressed against her lacy bra, and her pussy throbbed.


  Jen looked down at the pointy tips of her high heels. "Yes," she said in a soft, almost trembling voice. "It'd be nice to see Mona again."


  Dick's eyes grew wide, looking like he had died and gone to heaven. "Let's go then! Mona will love seeing you again Jen, she's always talking about you!"


  Dick began leading Jen away, and then turned back. "Hey Mike ... you said you were getting a divorce. Want to come along?"


  Michael looked deep into Jen's expectant eyes. "I think my wife and I are getting back together."


  "But sure, I'll come along," Michael continued. "To watch the show."


  Then Michael tore up the envelope containing the divorce papers, and the three of them left to find Mona.


  ~~~ The End ~~~
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