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“You
coming to the party, Keith?”

I
was justing starting to eat when my best friend came into the lunch
room at work.  In fact, it was the only place I seemed to run into
him anymore.  For the past six months our company's whole IT
department, where Keith worked, had been working sixty plus hours a
week, tasked with solving one of the computer world's most urgent
problems – getting computers to recognize the upcoming date change.

It
was near the end of December in 1999, and while my wife and I were
hard at work planning an epic fin du siecle party, Keith was slaving
over a computer keyboard making sure all the company's computer
systems would be working smoothly at 12:00AM on January 1st.

The
reason for this was pretty arcane and I'm not sure about the specific
details, but Keith told me it had something to do with ancient
computers and limited memory.

Back
in the sixties, when businesses were just starting to computerize,
programmers took a short cut and abbreviated the date from four
digits (1965) to two (65).  They figured they wouldn't be around when
it became a real problem, thirty or so years in the future.  And they
were right.

As
time passed, instead of rewriting the software, when memory stopped
being an issue, so that computers could tell the difference between
the 20th
and 21st
centuries, most businesses and governmental agencies took the cheaper
route of just ignoring the problem, so we had large banks, the IRS,
and even local traffic control systems running on obsolete software.

As
the year 2000 approached, the fear was important computer systems
around the globe would hit a glitch at midnight and freeze up.  The
news channels didn't help matters as they speculated about a massive
stock market crash, ATM's that wouldn't dispense cash, Air Traffic
control systems failing, and the nation's power grid shutting down. 
Fun times.

Long
story short – Keith was not planning on attending our party.

“Gonna
be a real blowout,” I said.

“I
know.”  Keith grabbed a banana and Coke from the fridge and started
to head back to his office

“We're
gonna party like it's nineteen ninety nine,” I sang in my best
Prince impersonation.  I dropped the falsetto and said, “because it
is.”

Keith
just rolled his eyes and left.  I went back to eating my bologna
sandwich and reading the New York Times.









When
I got home, Jennifer, my wife, was sitting at the kitchen table
staring down at a stack of papers.  In her left hand she held a black
ball point pen and was absent-mindedly tapping it against the table. 
She was playing with a strand of her hair with her right hand, her
pink skin a stark contrast against her raven black locks.  She looked
so beautiful lost in her thoughts.

She
was wearing a pair of head phones and hadn't heard me come in.  I
loved to catch her in these moments, when she didn't know she was
being watched, when she was daydreaming, or concentrating on an
especially tough crossword puzzle.  The intensity of her steel grey
eyes could be mesmerizing

I
would have loved to just stand and stare at her forever, but then,
this would be a very short story, and I didn't.

I
walked over and tapped her on the shoulder.  She was briefly startled
and took off the head phones.  I could hear Prince, of course,
playing on her Sony Walkman.

“I
didn't hear you come in,” she said, looking up at me.

“Of
course you didn't.  How can you concentrate with the music blaring in
your ears?”

“Hey,
lay off.  I'm just getting in the mood.”

She
was working on a multi-colored list of names, everyone invited to our
New Year's Eve party.

My
wife was very organized.  As an officer in the National Guard, that
skill was handy; for party planning, it was essential.

All
the names, about thirty in total, where written in blue.  Couples
attending together were highlighted in pink, single guys in green,
single ladies in yellow.  A few of the names were crossed out in
black; they weren't coming.

My
wife and I were supplying the location, food, soft drinks and mixers.
 People bring beer had a little red B next to their name, W for wine,
S for spirits.  Our friend, Issac's name was underlined twice in
blue.  He was in charge of the music, since he had a portable boombox
and about 50 or more CD's.

I
bent down to give Jen a quick kiss on the neck, but she surprised me
by turning and locking her lips to mine.  She tasted sweet, like warm
honey.

“Been
snacking on the caramels again?” I said after reluctantly pulling
away.

“Yeah,
I can't help it.  Blame your Mom for always sending them at
Christmas.”

“Speaking
of Christmas, we have any plans?”

Neither
Jennifer nor I really much cared to celebrate Christmas.  My wife's
family were Jewish, I was raised in a mixed family – my mother was
Catholic, my father, an athiest.  I celebrated as a kid; I loved
getting presents, but once I went off to college I just kind of gave
it up.  We don't have any kids of our own, so it just isn't important
to us.

So
every year, we buy a few gifts for family; Jen keeps the list of
course, and ship them off in early December.

While
we do attend a few Christmas parties, we concentrate on celebrating
the New Year.

“I
was thinking we could go see a movie,” Jennifer said.  “Didn't
you want to go see Galaxy Quest?”

“Yeah,
the trailer looks awesome.”

“Okay,
that's what we're doing on Christmas.

“Now
that that's settled, “ I said, “I've got some bad news.”

“What?”
 The smile that had been playing in my wife's eyes dimmed a bit.

“Nothing
really important,” I picked up the black marker and crossed Keith's
name off the list.

“Crap,”
Jennifer said with a look of real disappointment.  “I guess that
means Carmen's a no show as well.”

“Keith
said they'll both be working late into New Year's morning.  He has to
nurse our computer network into the new millennium and his girlfriend
pulled a late shift at the hospital.”

The
look of disappointment lingered as I explained why my best friend
wasn't going to make the party.  I didn't understand why, since our
house was going to be crowded enough with the throng of people who
would be attending.  I just hoped she'd be as upset if I wasn't able
to attend.

Since
Jennifer had spent all day working on the party planning, we decided
to go out to our favorite steak restaurant to eat.

“You
know,” I said, just before cutting into the juicy filet that sat in
front of me, “I never got to ask you how reserve training went last
week.”

As
a member of the National Guard, Jennifer had to attend one two-day
drill session a month and a two week training camp in the summer. 
She had just gotten back from December's drill the day before.

“Nothing
unusual happened, really.  P-T, some classroom stuff and – oh, we
reorganized the camping gear, want to hear about that?”

P-T
was short for physical training and that was how Jennifer was able to
keep her amazingly trim body in shape, despite her love of fattening
desserts.  Low body fat also meant she had small breasts.  I've never
complained about it, and I never would.  I loved my wife's lean,
muscular body.  She was always telling me she'd get implants if I
wanted her to.  I told her no, I thought she looked sexy just the way
she was.  Now if she wanted to do it for herself, well, that was
different.

“Carl
still hitting on you?” I asked.  Carl was a fellow officer who,
Jennifer had told me, was always making passes at her.  She said he
was sweet and very good looking, and he was a complete gentleman when
she always begged off his invitation to go out after drilling.

She
called him mostly harmless.

“Yeah.
 He asked me out to a New Year's Eve event downtown.”

I
laughed and said, “Tell me more.”  This talk of another man
hitting on my wife always seemed to arouse me. I didn't know why, but
it did.

“I
told him no – he knows I'm married - but somehow he got me to
invite him to the party.

“You
did what?” My cock twitched.  I moved to adjust myself, hoping
Jennifer didn't notice.  The thought of another guy who had the hots
for my wife was one thing, it was hypothetical – a what if. 
Finding out this unknown factor was coming to the party sent my head
spinning.  “The man eager to get into your married pussy is coming
to our house?”

“Yeah,”
she said, a sheepish look on her face.  “You're not mad, are you?”

I
paused to think.  Was I mad? I thought about delving into why she
invited him, but I was afraid I might get too upset, so I let it
slide for now.  I loved Jennifer and I trusted her.  I had to,
because every month she went off to basically camp out with a bunch
of fellow soldiers, most of them men.  I decided I was not going to
be mad.

“No.
 Just a little surprised,” I said.  It was a true, if not totally
complete, answer.  “When were you going to tell me?”

My
wife was silent for a moment, her fingers fidgeting with a lock of
her hair.  “I guess.  I guess I was going to wait until the party.”

Jennifer's
total attitude was shocking to me.  She was usually upfront about her
actions.  Never doubting and never second guessing.  This Carl was
having a real disruptive effect on my wife.  Maybe she needed to take
it up with her commanding officer.

I
thought about telling her to dis-invite him.  To make up some excuse,
or just come out and tell him he wasn't welcome in our house.  But
then I would be the bad guy, putting my wife, who was just trying to
be nice, into an awkward situation.  So I thought to myself, what the
hell?

“I
feel kinda weird about having this guy here, but if you vouch for
him, fine.  You're the one keeping the list.”

“Thanks,”
Jennifer said, her face brightened when she realized I wasn't going
to force her to rescind her invite.  “Carl's a really nice guy,
just overly flirtatious, and he has a hard time taking 'no' for an
answer.”

And
you seem to have a hard time saying no to him, I didn't say.  On
second thought I was wrong, she had to tell him no on several
occasions.  I guess saying yes to him coming to our party was better
than her saying yes to any of his other requests.

Later,
in bed, I was pleasantly surprised when Jennifer was receptive to my
sexual advances.  Usually the stress of party planning puts her off
the mood and we don't actually have sex for the entire month of
December.  We make up for it in January.

Tonight,
the thought that at least one other guy who had the hots for my wife
was going to be at our party aroused me.  I didn't understand it, but
I didn't question it.  I knew I didn't want her fucking another man,
but flirting, that was harmless I thought.

The
talk of Carl also seemed to arouse Jennifer.  I moved my hand down
her smooth taut stomach and under the waist band of her cotton
panties.  I found her pussy sopping wet.

My
wife and I have a very healthy and active sex life, at least I think
so, and I believe she would agree.  We don't schedule a night for
sex, but on average, other than December, we do it once or twice a
week.  Sometimes we'll go a few weeks without, those are hard weeks
for me, but then on a weekend we'll end up fucking like rabbits – a
healthy sex life.

On
nights we do have sex, it takes a little work to get Jen up and
running; we don't do quickies without lube of some kind.  I'll kiss
her neck, massage her back, slowly work my way to her more sensitive
parts – her modest but oh so enticing breasts.  I'll usually put in
a good fifteen or twenty minutes of foreplay to get Jennifer to the
point where she can easily take my cock.  Don't get me wrong, I'm not
complaining.  Foreplay is great, I'm just giving you the facts.

Tonight,
was different.  Tonight, she was ready before her butt hit the bed.

Like
I said, I was running my fingers across her mound and found her folds
warm and moist.  Before I had even touched her breasts, Jennifer was
ready.  Something, other than my manual manipulation had got her
excited.  The only thing I could think of that might put her in this
state was our talk of Carl.  No matter the reason, I would be the one
benefiting from her arousal.  No, strike that.  We would both be
benefiting from her arousal.

Even
though she was ready, I still wanted to take time to play with my
wife's breasts.  They're small, well-formed mounds that suit her
tall, trim body rather nicely, and they're very sensitive; I think I
said that.  I love to talk about her breasts.  I love to pepper them
with kisses and suckle on her jelly bean sized nipples.

I
started with the left, touching my lips on the top edge, high on her
chest and slowly worked my way down toward her core, nesting my face
in the small valley of her cleavage.  I nipped at one of her nipples
and Jen let out a short sharp moan, like she was catching her breath.
 She continued to moan and sigh as I nipped and flicked my tongue
against her little buttons, first the left, then the right.  I
started to suck on one and grope her other one with my free hand.

“Oh
god, Michael, that feels wonderful.” she said between breaths.  “I
really want to feel you inside me now.”

“Not
done yet,” I said and started inching my way down, pressing kisses
on her tight abs, on my way to my destination.

Her
pussy was beautiful.  Her labia was engorged and moist, it's dark
color contrasted with the bright pink of her slit – open and
dripping dew.  I saw a few drops pooling at the bottom of her lips,
near her ass.  It looked so delectable.  I moved to lap it up, but
before I could get there Jennifer grabbed my head and said, “Stop.”
 She tilted my head up til our gazes met.  “I really, REALLY, need
you to fuck me now.  You can go down on me after.”

My
cock was achingly hard and ready, so I didn't argue.

I
crawled up the bed, over my wife's beautiful, sweaty body, and kissed
her on the mouth.  Passion over took us.  Jennifer forced her tongue
into my mouth, claiming it.  While she held my head, I held her hips
and started rubbing my dick back and forth across the warm folds of
her lower lips.

“Stop
teasing me,” my wife said.  She reached down, grabbed my erection
and guided it home.  She was more than ready, with no effort at all I
slid all the way in.  When my pubic bone made contact with her
clitoris we both let out a moan of pleasure.

I
started moving in and out, Jennifer matched each thrust with one of
her own.  We were working our bodies in rhythm, one only a couple
truly aware of each other's needs and desires could achieve.

“Fuck
me, Michael,” she whispered into my ear, and I obliged.

“You
are.  Really wet.  Tonight.” I said in cadence with my thrusting.

“I
know.”  Jennifer gasped, extending the oh into Oh-God.  “I can't
explain it.

I
could have guessed why, but I didn't.  I just closed my eyes and kept
on fucking her.  I concentrated on the pleasure focused in my cock
and spreading out from my groin into my hips and up my spine.  I
pictured my wife, her head thrown back, eyes closed, sweat dripping
down the sides of her face.  Her mouth was open, crying out in
pleasure.

As
I continued pounding away at my wife, I realized I wasn't really the
one driving her pleasure.  I imagined a different man, a faceless man
– Carl – between her outstretched legs, thrusting his hips with a
force I had never been able to apply.  I imagined this other man,
this stranger, this unknown, fucking my wife while I watched, and I
swear my cock got harder.

“Oh,
Michael, you're a real dynamo tonight.”

“Should
I slow down, be more gentle?” I asked opening my eyes to look at my
wife.

“Only
if you want to die,” she said, wrapping her legs around me and
squeezing.  The smile in her eyes indicating she was joking, but I
was pretty sure I wouldn't be able to pull out if I had wanted to,
and I didn't.  I closed my eyes and kept on pounding.

“Yes...
Yes... Yes...” Jennifer's cries of satisfaction were in rhythm with
each stroke.  And again I was watching Carl, my faceless rival, fuck
my wife and I could feel my climax approaching.

I
didn't want to come before Jennifer so I tried to think of something
else and let the pleasure fade.  No matter what I did I still came
back to Carl fucking my wife.  I thought about baseball, but saw Carl
and Jen going at it on the Jumbotron.  I thought about my Dad dying
(he wasn't dead) and all I saw was Jen bent over a headstone with
Carl behind her pounding away at her pussy.

It
was awful, but awfully arousing at the same time.  I was really close
to coming and I didn't think I could stop it.

At
that moment I felt the walls of my wife's vagina contract. 
“mi-Chael” she screamed.  And instead of my name I heard “my
Carl” and I came so fucking hard.  I cried out in joy and jealousy
and painted my wife's womb with six or seven thick strings of semen.

Afterward,
we lay cuddling, my arms wrapped around my wife, her back against my
chest.  I could feel her steady breathing.

“Michael,
that was amazing sex,” she said.  “Don't take this wrong, but
it's the best since we were dating.”

“Better
than Hawaii?” I asked, reminding her of our honeymoon.

“Sorry,
but yes, better than Hawaii.  You were intense.  What got into you?”

“I
don't know.”  I did know, but I was too embarrassed to say it.  “I
take it you liked it.” 


“Hell,
yeah!  I loved it.”  My wife turned around and grabbed my head to
pull me into a passionate kiss.  “I don't think my cunt could take
a pounding like that every night,” Jennifer was not bashful about
using the C-word, “but every once in a while.”

I
promised her this wouldn't be her last hard fucking, but I wasn't
confident that I would be able to top tonight's performance.  I
wasn't getting any younger.

I
really couldn't get over the effect Carl – or more accurately, the
idea of Carl – was having on me.  It was a fiery mixture of
pleasure and jealousy and guilt that fueled my passion.  The pleasure
of seeing my gorgeous wife lost in sexual bliss, jealous of seeing,
or imagining, someone else creating that bliss, and guilt over my own
arousal.  It was an uncomfortable feeling and one I would have to
think about later.

Despite
the incredible sex we had, I still fell asleep with a raging hard on.
 I dreamt of my wife having sex with someone else.  I woke up with a
small pool of dried semen on my stomach, my first nocturnal emission
since high school.
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After
breakfast, I thought about bringing up the topic of our incredible
love making, but I never got the nerve to actually do it.  I couldn't
help feeling weird about how the thought of a stranger like Carl –
well a stranger to me – fucking my wife had turned me on.  Would
Jennifer think I was sick for feeling this way?  Maybe she would
conclude I didn't love her; that was the farthest from the truth.  Or
maybe – and this thought sent shivers down my spine – she might
actual be intrigued by this fantasy and want to act on it.

Just
to be safe I kept my pervy thoughts to myself and hoped they would
pass, although I was fully aware I would have to deal with them again
in ten days time.

To
help suppress those thoughts, I threw all my effort into work.  Each
lunch time I ran into Keith and again asked him if he might show up
at the party, and each time he said no.

In
my mind I felt I could deal with the tension Carl represented if my
best friend was around, but it seemed that wasn't going to happen.

Christmas
Eve was on a Friday that year, and most everyone in the office took
off early, everyone but me and the IT department.  They were all on
mandatory overtime making sure our computer systems would survive the
date change.  I was sticking around to finish up a few contracts that
needed to be ready first thing Monday morning.

For
my wife and I, the holiday weekend was the calm before the storm.  On
Christmas Saturday we went to an early afternoon showing of Galaxy
Quest, a sci-fi comedy that we thought was the best thing since
Ghostbusters.  We had a leisurely dinner at our favorite Chinese
restaurant, and then went home.  On Sunday we slept in, getting up at
around 10 o'clock.  All day we lounged around the house in our
pajamas and relaxed.  We ordered pizza to be delivered, drank beer
and watched cable all day.  And because we would be busting our ass
all week to get ready for our party on Friday, we purposefully took
the time to make love – since we probably wouldn't get a chance to
do it again until sometime in the new year – the new millennium.

It
took some effort, but I was able to concentrate on my lovely wife and
avoid any thoughts of Carl.

We
did it twice, once in the afternoon just before ordering lunch and
once at night.  We took it slow.  Jennifer came once both times, so
did I.  We were both satisfied.

“You
ready for next week?” I said.  I was returning to the bedroom with
a glass of water for my wife.  She was lying on her back, her arms
tucked under her head, her naked body, glistened with sweat.  She
looked radiant, like a goddess, in her post-coital glow.

“As
ready as I can be.” she said and leaned up to accept her water. 
She took a sip, gave me a quick kiss and said,  “Thanks.”

“It's
in the hands of fate now,” I took a drink and set my water glass
down on the night stand before crawling into bed next to my wife.  I
turned out the light and snuggled up next to Jennifer.  Her naked
back pressed against my chest, my cock tucked comfortably between her
butt cheeks.









The
following week was a blur.  Both of us worked full-time jobs, so all
our party prep had to be done in the evenings.  Monday night we
re-organized our house to accommodate the twenty or thirty people we
expected to show up.  Jennifer's list showed twenty-four, but we knew
from past years that some might change their minds at the last minute
and not show up while others would bring additional friends we hadn't
counted on.

As
long as Issac made it there with the tunes, we'd make it work.

We
cleared out all the furniture from the middle of the living room and
moved it against the walls.

Wednesday
night was cleaning night.  We made sure both the master bathroom and
guest bath were spotless.  We dusted and vacuumed and made sure any
fragile or valuable items were put away.  We placed plenty of trash
cans with plastic liners around the house, and a few ash trays on the
back porch – our designated smoking area.

Thursday
was shopping night.  First we stopped at Costco; our list, a work of
art only a quartermaster like my wife could dream up.  We bought
veggie patters and meat platters and cheese platters.  We bought a
case of Pepsi, a case of Diet Pepsi and a case of Dr. Pepper.  We
bought plenty of paper plates and napkins.  We also bought two cases
of bottled water.

On
our way home, we stopped at the grocery store to get tonic water and
soda water, bloody mary mix, sour mix, and olive juice.

Friday
afternoon, after an exhausting week, I was the one to leave work
early.

Instead
of heading to the lunch room at noon, like I normally did, I stopped
in to the IT department to make one more attempt at getting Keith to
come to our party.

I
found him holed up in his office, his glazed-over eyes staring
intently at the computer monitor on his desk, his fingers flying over
the keyboard.  Several large manuals lay open on the desk next to
him.

“Hey,
Keith,” I said, “ still working on that Y2K bug?”

“Yeah.”
My friend didn't look up, his fingers kept dancing on the keys. 
“Can't talk now buddy, got a drop-deadline that's approaching like
a fucking bullet train.”

“So,
you seriously can't make the party.” I had to ask.  I really wanted
him there.  He was my best friend and I needed someone by my side to
deal with Carl.

“Ha.”
was all he said.

I
figured any further conversation would be totally one-sided, me
talking to a brick wall, so I said bye and left.  I don't think he
noticed I had left; actually I wouldn't have been surprised if he
didn't realize I had been there in the first place.









The
invite said the party was starting at six, but we were ready by five
when we knew Linda and Ted would show up.  Linda was a close friend
Jennifer had known since grade school, Ted was her husband of six
years. They always showed up early to our parties claiming to want to
help us set up, but instead of saving us time they really only slowed
us down.  So we had to make sure the critical stuff was done before
they arrived.

I
was just brining up the last of the folding chairs from the basement
when the door bell rang.

“Jen,
the helps here,” I called out.

“It's
five already?” my wife said from down the hall in our master
bedroom.  Since she was still getting dressed it was up to me to let
our guests in.

I
opened the door just as Ted was reaching out to push the bell again.

“Ted,
Linda,” I opened the screen door to them in.  “You're a little
early, but that's alright.”

“Sorry,
dear,” Linda said as she moved purposefully into our home like she
owned it.  “We just wanted to help, you know – help you get set
up.”  As if I didn't know that already, as if we didn't schedule
our parties with her in mind.  Ted, her every patient husband
followed.  I extended my hand in welcome.  We shook.

I
accepted his wife's extremely forward behavior for two reasons.  One,
she was a long time friend of Jennifer's, she knew my wife long
before I came on the scene.  And two, she was too perky and cute to
get mad at.  Tonight she was dressed in very snug, ankle-length blue
jeans that held her tight lean ass in a death grip.  Her
moderate-sized breasts were held in check by a black bra that was
clearly visible through her red silk blouse, her nipples pert in the
chill December air, and I was wondering why Ted had let her out of
the house without a jacket.  Her long blond hair was wrapped up in a
braid that hung half-way down her back.  Her usually pale skin was
tanned a golden brown.

“So
where is your wife, Michael,” she asked as she gave me a quick
greeting peck on the cheek.  I pointed to the bedroom.

Linda
scurried off down the hall.  I turned to Ted.  “So you want a
beer?”  I took the case of Rolling Rock from him. It was still a
little warm.  “I think I might have something a bit colder in the
fridge.”

“Sure,”
Ted said.  He was a quiet man, third-generation Japanese-American. 
His accent was pure middle America.  It was nice to get to talk to
him without his wife around.  He barely got a word in when she was.

“Hope
Buds okay,” I said, pulling my last cold can out of the fridge. 
“So, how are the kids?”

“They're
great,” Ted said.  The kids I was referring to were the ones he and
his wife taught at Wilson Elementary.  While we talked, I loaded up a
cooler full of ice with the bottles he had brought.  “We've got
another week off, so I'm taking my dad up to Michigan to do a little
ice-fishing.”

“That
sounds like too much work for me,” I said.  I wasn't really an
outdoorsy person.  “Jen loves camping, but I don't, so we
compromise by renting a cabin whenever she feels the call of the
wild.”

Ted
started telling me some of the details of his trip when we heard
excited screams coming from the bedroom.

“What
the fuck?” I said.  I was so startled I almost dropped a bottle.  I
rushed past Ted and down the hall.

“I
guess she must have told her,” Ted said as I went by.

When
I entered the room, I saw my wife, in a pair of ankle-length black
pants and a red bra, and her best friend embracing and crying.

“What's
wrong?” I said.

They
turned to look and me.  They looked at each other and then back at
me.  I was starting to get nervous.

Jennifer
finally broke the silence.  “Linda told me -”

“I'm
pregnant,” the blond blurted out.  They both smiled, then went back
to hugging each other.

“Awesome,”
I said as sincerely as I could.  Jennifer smiled at me over Linda's
shoulder.  The look in her eyes saying isn't
this nice, when's it our turn?  We
had talked about having kids, and we could definitely have afforded
to start a family.  I was making good money at my job and was looking
at a promotion in the coming year.

Jennifer
said she wanted kids, but I also knew she was wanting to go to law
school.  Having children now would put that on hold for several
years.  So I played the bad guy and kept putting it off, mostly for
my wife's benefit.

I
could see the news of Linda's pregnancy excited Jen and I figured we
would be having the talk again soon.  Maybe it was time to relent. 
It would sure get my mom off my back about supplying her with grand
children.

Ted
came up next to me and whispered into my ear, “you know it'll be
your turn, soon.”

I
gave him a nasty look and he just kept on smiling.  I was about to
say something snarky when the doorbell rang again.

“People,”
I said to no one in particular.  “The invitation said six o'clock.”
 I looked at my watch.  It was only 5:17.

“Guess
they just can't wait to start partying.” Linda said, wiping away
the tears of joy that clung to her cheeks.

“Jen,
you need to finish dressing,” I said.  “I'll go start letting our
guests in.”  I pulled Ted with me.  “You're coming too, mister. 
You've had enough time staring at my wife's boobs.”

Everyone
laughed, even me.  Our party was officially started.









Jennifer
and Linda came out of the bedroom as I was greeting our early bird
arrivals and taking their jackets and coats.  She had put on a red
and blue striped polo shirt.  Her ears were decorated with a simple
pair of sapphire stud earrings.

She
looked stunning – a perfect party host.  I walked over to her, put
my arm around her waist and gave her a kiss.  “You look wonderful,”
I said.

“You
do too, husband,” she said and returned the kiss, this time with
passion.  I was kinda startled, but pleasantly so.  These kinds of
PDA's usually only came later in the evening, after we'd had a few
drinks.

“Get
a room, guys,” Linda said, to the delight of our guests.

“Why?
 We've got the whole house.”  I said and headed off to the bedroom
with the coats and jackets I had acquired.  My wife led everyone to
the dining room where we had the food spread out.  She said beer was
the only alcoholic beverage available until our other guests with the
wine and spirits arrived.  Linda just sipped on a can of Dr. Pepper.

Issac
was the next to arrive.  I helped him set up his boombox in the
living room.

Over
the next hour most of the rest of our guests showed up in a steady
flow.  Many of them were old college friends, co-workers and a few
close relatives.  My sister was supposed to show up, but didn't.  By
seven, the house was packed, with people mingling, drinking, and
dancing.

Playing
the host, I didn't have much time to spend with Jennifer, but that
was okay.  I occasionally caught a glimpse of her, showing people
around the house, getting drinks or pointing out the smoking area in
the back yard.  I also noticed a couple of times she would look up at
the clock then at the door.

At
first, I wondered why, but I soon figured it out.  I recognized just
about everyone at the party; that meant Carl hadn't shown up yet.  It
was funny how anxious she was, waiting for someone to arrive who had
to practically invite himself.  I think she was a little more
interested in Carl than she was letting on.  This brought up a quick
tinge of jealousy.  I knew my wife was gorgeous and other guys liked
looking at her, but it was always at a distance, or so I thought. 
For most men, myself included, a wedding ring was a signal to look,
but don't touch – be a friend, but don't think about taking her as
a lover.  Carl didn't seem to understand that, and what shocked me
more, Jennifer didn't seem to make a big deal out of it.

She
told me about his constant flirting and how she always rebuffed him,
but she never seemed to do anything to make him stop.  In fact, I'd
say that telling him about the party and even making him welcome was
almost condoning his behavior.

That
pained me a little, but it also aroused me.  I could feel my penis
stirring in my pants at the thought of my wife waiting for her flirty
friend.

“Hey
you,” someone said tapping me on the shoulder.  I turned to look. 
It was the brother of one of Jennifer's friends from work.  “Michael.
 It's Michael right?”

“Yeah,
Michael's right.  So you enjoying the party - “ I paused to try and
remember the kid's name.  He looked to be around twenty-two, a
several years younger than us, with pale skin and shaggy blond hair. 
I could just make out a tattoo of some kind, sticking out from the
short sleeve of the pink Greg Norman designer T-shirt he wore.

“Jason,”
he said when he realized I didn't remember his name.  “Love the
party.  Music's kick-ass.”

“You
came with Kristine, right?  I haven't had a chance to say hi to her
yet.”

“Yeah,
last I saw, Sis was by the booze, refilling her Rum and Coke.”

It
was Pepsi, but I didn't correct him.

“That's
why I thought I should say something to you.” Jason said.

“What's
wrong?  We gonna run out of drinks?” I said.  I meant it as a joke.
 Jason's face turned serious.

“Yeah,
you might.  People are over pouring their drinks.  This keeps up,
neither the booze or the quests will make it to midnight.”

“I
thought Jen was the one manning the alcohol,” I said.
 “She must have gotten side-tracked.”

“Tell
you what,” Jason said, slapping me on the back in an overly friend
fashion.  “I'll pour the drinks tonight.  I do it for a living, you
know.  Let your wife enjoy herself.”

“That
would be awesome.  You want me to throw you a few bucks?”

“Nah.
 I'll just put out a tip cup.”

I
escorted Jason to the make-shift bar we had set up in the spare
bedroom we had converted into a workout room.  We had moved our
treadmill to the corner and folded up the exercise mats that usually
sat on the floor.

A
crowd of people were mingling around the table were we had set out
the booze, wine and mixers.  A couple of coolers full of ice and beer
sat behind the table.  I pushed my way through and introduced Jason
as the barkeep.  A few people sighed under their breath when they
realized the pours would be monitored, but for the most part no-one
complained.

“Okay,
who's next?” the sandy-haired kid said as he tried to create a
little order midst the chaos of the crowd.

I
was impressed by his speed and professionalism.  He was not the
slacker I first took him for.  I was watching him pour a whiskey sour
when the door bell rang.

It
was hard to hear in the din of the party, the crowd buzzing, the
music playing.  By my guess, all the people we invited had already
arrived, save one.

I
was forced to move slowly through the crowd, politely stepping
between groups of friends chatting away, some swaying to the beat.  I
wanted to get to the door before Jennifer.  I wasn't sure why, just
some base instinct to meet the man who had been making constant
passes at my wife.  I failed in my mission.  I was on the other side
of the living room when I saw my wife open the door.  Her face lit up
when she saw who it was.  A sharp stab of jealousy hit my heart,
causing my cock to twitch.  I had to adjust myself.

The
open door was blocking my view, so I still hadn't seen what he looked
like.  He was a soldier, so he wasn't going to be too scrawny or
out-of-shape.  I briefly lost sight of Jen when she moved through the
threshold.  When I finally made my way though the crowd, I was
momentarily stunned.

There
was my wife of six years, hugging a tall lean man, smartly dressed in
a pair of black denim jeans and a green commando sweater.  His eyes
were steely blue, his head shaved bald and his skin the color of rich
dark chocolate.

I
cleared my throat, letting them know I was there.  Jennifer broke her
embrace and turned to me, “Michael, I'd like you to meet my fellow
reservist, Carl.  Carl, this is my husband.”
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I
never even considered the man who had been hitting on my wife was
black.  It just, romantically, it never crossed my mind.  Jennifer
never said, I never thought to ask.

In
my sexual fantasy, Carl was a big muscle bound white guy, nothing
like the man Jennifer was introducing to me.  Does it matter if the
man who want's to fuck your wife is black, or brown or pale pink?  I
didn't see why it should.  


I
wordlessly extended my hand, my mind still trying to sort out the
pieces of my fantasy that had just been shattered.  We shook.  His
grip was firm, but not forceful.  He was about my size, a little
leaner, six foot tall.  He looked fit, as most young National
Guardsmen should, but not to bulky.

“It's
nice to meet you, Michael,” Carl's baritone voice broke me out of
my daze.

“Same
here,” I said, “Jennifer has told me lots about you.”

“Only
good things, I hope.”

It
took every ounce of self-control to not say something snarky.  “Yes,
only good things.”

“Come
on in, Carl,” Jennifer said, taking Carl's hand and drawing him
into the house.  “I want to introduce you to some of our other
friends.”  I watched as my wife dragged Carl through the crowd,
stopping every so often to say hi to people and introduce him.

I
was feeling weird, slightly nauseous, but full of nervous energy,
like a simple touch might make me explode.  Very odd.  I really
didn't have anything to be jealous about.  Besides the hug, there was
nothing physical or even slightly sexual in how they had acted.  On
the other hand, this guy made a pass at Jennifer almost every month,
and he had talked my wife into letting him come to the party.

My
wife never kept any secrets about how she felt about Carl; he was a
friend who was a little too forward sometimes.  It was just harmless
flirting she said, but still, there was some deep primal fear
building within me, fear about this man.  And I couldn't help but
think she wasn't too upset about how Carl had wormed his way into an
invitation.  It was a troubling, yet oddly, arousing feeling.

It
was now that I could really use Keith around.  He was someone I could
always count on, the only person, other than Jennifer I trusted to
keep a secret.  I thought about calling him on my cell phone, but I
figured he'd still be wading through code and in no mood to hear
about my mostly imaginary problems.

I
decided the next best thing to friendly advice was to get a little
drunk.  Alcohol always soothes over the rough edges, or does it just
sharpen and exaggerate them?  I guess I was going to find out.

I
headed back to the workout room to get a drink.  Jason poured a shot
of Jack Daniels into a red plastic cup and handed it to me.  I gave
it back and asked for a triple.

Our
volunteer barkeep cocked his eyebrow at me skeptically and said,
“Isn't controlling your guest's alcohol intact why you asked me to
pour drinks?”

“Hey,”
I said, trying to not sound too defensive, “It's my party and I'm
not driving anywhere, plus I've only had like one beer all night. 
We're celebrating the end of the century – fuck, the end of the
millennium.”

“Technically,
that's next year,” said a woman's voice behind me.  I turned and
found my cousin staring back at me.

“Anne-Marie,
glad you made it.”  I brushed a lock of her curly black hair aside
and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek.  “But fuck your
technicality, I need a drink.”

Jason
poured my triple Jack, but not before giving me an exasperated look. 
My cousin asked for a whiskey sour.  I dropped a fiver in the Solo
cup he was using for tips as we left Jason to his duties.

“So,
why the need to get drunk?” Anne-Marie asked as we moved away from
the bar.

“Nothing
special,” I lied.  “Just didn't want to get too far behind
everyone else.”

“No
one's going anywhere,” my cousin said.  She was just a little too
wise for her age, twenty-one and handing out a nickels worth of
advice.

I
decided to change the subject.  I didn't really want to discuss my
sexual hangups with her.  We were close, but not that close.  Beside,
it wasn't as if I really had anything to be hung up about.  So far,
it was all in my head, my crazy, mixed-up head.

“So,
how's school going?” I said.

“Not
bad.  I'll be graduating in May, assuming I can finish one simple
project in the next three months.”

“Any
jobs lined up?”

“My
friend, Nicky's doing an internship at a small firm downtown, and she
said they may be hiring soon.  I'll get a resume to them, see what
happens.  Til then, I'm waiting tables at Luigi's.”

For
the next half hour or so, my cousin and I sat on the folded up
workout mats and caught up.  Like my friend, Keith, she was also
supposed to be working tonight; unlike him, though, her skipping out
wouldn't cripple the restaurant.

She
was really looking forward to graduating and kept gushing on about
how much she appreciated her uncle, my father, lending her the couple
grand she needed to finish.

From
the living room, we heard the sounds of Issac putting on the Prince
CD and just about everyone started cheering and dancing, and causing
a general ruckus.

“I
gotta go mingle some more,” I said to my cousin.  “Don't leave
without saying goodbye.”

“Night's
still young, cuz.  I'm not going anywhere soon.”

I
left Anne-Marie sitting on the mat, sipping her drink, and headed out
and down the hall to the living room.

It
was a sea of humanity, or at least it felt that way.  About fifteen
or so people crowded together dancing to the beat of early 80's funk
rock.  I was scanning the crowd when my gaze fell on Jennifer.  My
wife is a good dancer.  She has a nice, trim body, and she knows how
to move it.  I, on the other hand, am not, so I just enjoy watching
her.  When we're at a party or a bar and Jennifer wants to dance, I
do my best swaying and stepping to the beat, like a clumsy white guy
and just watch her.  She has a natural way of letting the music take
her over and moving with the rhythm.  She is a beauty to watch, her
long black hair flowing in counter to her lovely swaying hips, and
that was what I was doing now, watching.

But
my wife wasn't alone in the dancing area.  I wasn't surprised to find
she was dancing with Carl.  He, too, was natural, smooth and in time.
 I didn't really think all black people were great dancers, but Carl
was.  His hips were moving, left and right, to the beat of the music.
 His hands, idly resting on Jennifer's waist.

For
her part, my wife seemed to be off in her own world.  Her eyes were
closed, head bouncing up and down, her body writhing slowly and
sinuously.  Occasionally she would grind her ass against Carl's
groin.  I don't think she was doing it on purpose, but she seemed to
be forgetting she wasn't dancing with her husband.  Although, again,
it was just a dance, it still felt oddly arousing to watch.  The
chemistry between them was visible and very disconcerting –
sparking a green flame of jealousy in the pit of my stomach.  It was
just a dance, I told myself.  They're not fucking.  My body wasn't
listening.

I
should be the one dancing with my wife, even if I could hardly keep a
beat.  And therein lay the problem.  I sucked at dancing and I know
my wife would never say it, but I could tell she would prefer to,
every once in a while, have a partner who could keep up.  Why would I
deny her that?  Tonight, Carl was that partner.  And for a third
time, I told myself, it's only dancing, two handsome bodies moving in
time to music.  My wife was having a great time with a friend, so who
was I to get upset.

I
had just settled my over-active imagination down when Issac decided
to give the crowd a break and slow things down with a little Edwin
McCain.

The
first notes of “I'll Be”
started playing and the mood of the room changed from frantic to
sensual.  Some couples decided to take a break, three or four didn't,
Carl and Jennifer among them.

Carl
pulled her close and my wife instinctively put her arms around his
neck.  Her eyes remained closed and she let her partner lead, her
body moving with his.

I
couldn't help but feel a bit distraught.  Was I the only one seeing
this?  My wife dancing so close, so erotically, with another man. 
These were my friends, our friends, relatives and co-workers.  I was
starting to get a little embarrassed.

I
looked around and to my relief, no one else seemed to be paying them
much attention.  As I was scanning the room, my gaze was caught by
José, my best bud from college.  He waved and smiled.  I was kinda
worried he'd notice my wife, making time with someone other than me,
and start to rib me about it.

I
looked over at Jennifer and noticed she was leaning her head against
his shoulder.  As I watched, she opened her eyes and seemed to notice
what she was doing.  She stopped dancing and politely pulled herself
away from Carl.  She smiled and said something I couldn't hear over
the music.  Carl smiled back and turned to head for the kitchen.  I
wasn't sure where he was going.  I thought about my wife following,
and my mind started spinning with all the nasty possibilities of what
they might do, a million jealous, painful, erotic thoughts pulsing
through my brain.  Instead of realizing she shouldn't be enjoying
rubbing up against another man, she decided she wanted more.  Maybe
she was slipping away for a more private dance, maybe sneaking
downstairs, or worse, to our bedroom.  In my imagination, she was
down on her knees before him, her bright red lips wrapped around his
erect ebon cock – a monster cock, twelve inches long, stretching
her mouth out obscenely.

My
jealous descent into cuckoldry was stopped when Jennifer caught me
looking at her and started heading my way.  Her lips were mouthing
the words to the music as she moved, her gaze locked on mine.  I
meekly smiled back, embarrassed at my stupidity.  I really needed to
get myself under control.

“Your
wife's a real looker, dude,” a man's voice said from behind me.  It
was José.

“Hey,
que pasa, mi amigo,” I said, reaching out to give my college buddy
a big hug.

“Mismo
viejo,” he said back.

“English.
 I've exhausted my non-food related Spanish vocabulary.”

“Same
old, amigo.   You really need to work on that.” 


“José!”
my wife said, joining us.  She gave my friend a soft kiss on the
cheek.  “You enjoying yourself?”

“Yeah,
you two can really throw a great party.  Bueno fiesta. - learn it,
Michael.”

“It's
all Jen,” I said, wrapping my arms protectively around my wife. 
“She's the organizer.”

“Comes
with the military training,” she said, giving me a more intimate
kiss on the lips.  “but thanks.”

It
felt reassuring, this close, loving contact, after my jealousy fueled
flight of erotic imagination.  The three of us chatted a bit.  José
and I were inseparable during college, but no matter how he tried, I
never picked up any of the Spanish he peppered his conversation with.
 We tried to keep in touch after graduation, but failed.  He moved
out west, so we only saw him once or twice a year, usually at our
party.

He
had gone into real estate and was doing quite well.  Recently his
commissions had taken a hit, but he figured that would turn around
soon.  He had just gotten back from spending Christmas with his
mother's family in the Dominican Republic.  He'd be in town a few
days, then it was off to Spain to visit his grandmother, or abuela,
on his father's side.

“So,
you meet anyone special, yet?” my wife asked.

“Nah.
 I like playing around too much.”

“Who
wants to be tied down to one woman,” I said.  “Ouch.”  Jennifer
had given me a playful, yet firm, punch in the arm.

“So,
you think I'm tying you down?” she said with a silly smile.  “We
wouldn't want that.”

I
gave her a quick peck on the cheek before she could turn to go. 
“Love you dear,” I said to her back as she walked away.  She just
waved her hand at me.

We
didn't say anything, my buddy and I, while we watched her go.  Her
nice taut ass looking so tempting in her tight jeans.

“You
should be careful,” José said.  “You don't want that to get
away.”

As
if she could hear what my friend said, she looked our way and blew a
kiss.  I wasn't sure if it was meant for me or him.

“See,
she's fine.  We love to play around.”

“Seguro?”

“Huh?”

“You
sure?”

“Yeah,”
I said slowly.  I was thinking about my hangups, but quickly pushed
them aside.  “I love her, she loves me.  I'm not worried.”  I
hope I said that with more conviction than I actually had.  I wasn't
absolutely sure, my recent dirty thoughts were testament to that, and
she was heading in the direction that Carl had disappeared in.  I
downed my drink.

“I
need a refill.  You coming?”

José
and I went back to the bar.  After I got another whiskey, single shot
this time, I introduced him to a few people he hadn't meet at
previous parties.

“Crystal.
 You haven't met my friend José yet, have you?” I said to the
short curvy red-head who had recently been hired at the law firm
Jennifer worked at.  She was almost, but not quite, five and a half
feet tall, with shocking red – almost orange – colored hair.

“I'm
sure I would have remembered if I had,” she said, looking my buddy
up and down with her piercing green eyes registering her approval.

“Hola,
mucho gusto,” José said as he took her hand and kissed it.

Crystal's
freckles almost sparkled as a blush burst forth on her face, the red
spreading from her round cheeks down between her bountiful bosom,
visible through the V-neck sweater she wore.

“I
don't know what that means,” Crystal said, “but keep talking.”

“The
ladies are always putty in your hands when you break out the
Spanish,” I said to José.  “I'll just leave you two alone then.”

“Thanks.”
 “Gracias,” both Crystal and José spoke at the same time.

Knowing
how to take a hint, specially when I was hit over the head with it, I
left to see how the rest of our quests were doing.

For
the most part, everyone seemed to be having a good time.  The music
and conversation was lively.  The food was good; hard to mess up
cold-cuts and chips.  And no one seemed too drunk thanks to our
impromptu bartender, Jason.

It
was around 10:30 when I noticed I hadn't seen Jennifer in a while.  I
was in the dining room helping one of my wife's other co-workers fix
a plate of food.  I looked around and noticed Jennifer wasn't there. 
I glanced in the living room and saw several people dancing, a few
sitting on the couch chatting.  No wife in sight.  I also notice no
Carl.

I
was determined to remain cool, if only on the outside.  No one else
at the party needed to know my fear.  I didn't want to ruin anyone
else's good time with my, so far, irrational hangups.

Inside,
I was panicking.  I kept telling myself that I trusted my wife, she
had never given me a reason not to.  At the same time, my wild
imagination kept picturing them dancing - first apart,  fast,
frenzied and very erotic, then slow and sexy and sensual.

My
nasty mind edited out the part where my wife broke off the dancing. 
Instead it cut straight to my wet dream, the once faceless and pale
skinned Carl now with an identity.  My wife was naked and laying out
on our bed.  Carl, also without clothing, was nestled between her
open legs, his hips thrusting, his unseen, but obviously enormous
cock giving my wife pleasure I just couldn't compete with.  I was
nervous and jealous.  I knew I wasn't happy about it, but I could not
deny the fact that I was getting hard thinking about it.  I was glad
everyone seemed to be having a good time and not noticing the
erection that was forming in my pants.

I
quickly made my way to the workout room slash bar.  Jason was there
merrily pouring drinks, his tip cup bursting with ones and fives.  It
was going to be a very lucrative party for him.  I saw Linda and Ted,
he had a beer while she had what I assumed was sprite or club soda. 
I asked if they had seen Jennifer recently.  They both shook their
heads, no.  I didn't ask them about Carl.

I
was hesitant to go to the Master Bedroom, but I did.  It was empty,
just the pile of jackets and coats on the bed, not my wife and her
lover fucking.  I was kinda relieved, but still worried about not
finding them.  The bathroom door was closed.  I could have knocked or
tried the handle to see if it was locked.  To see if anyone was in
there.  I couldn't hear anything – no moans of pleasure.  I was
really afraid to check, afraid of what I might find.  My darkest
fears realized.  I had one or two more options before I checked this
room.

I
went out back, to the smoking deck.  There is where I found them. 
Well, I found Carl.  He was standing with José and they both were
chatting up Crystal.  She was simply beaming with the attention.  Her
eyes darting back and forth between the two handsome dark skinned
men.

If
she was interested, I'm sure she could have had either one of them –
or both.  Either way it was a relief.  Carl was José's problem now.

The
need to find Jennifer lost its urgency and I noticed my need to pee
badly.  I went back to the bathroom attached to the master bedroom. 
The door was still closed so I knocked.

“Occupied,”
came the sing song voice of my lovely wife.  I was so glad I had
waited to knock.  I knew she was alone now.  Carl was on the patio.

I
was so ashamed of doubting her, so ashamed of thinking she would
invite another man into our home and fuck him.  I was an idiot, but
my cock was still hard, whether from arousing thoughts or the need to
relieve my bladder didn't matter.

“I'll
use the guest bath, love,” I said.

Unfortunately
it was also occupied.  Fuck, I really, really had to pee.  The
alcohol and the tension needed to be released.  I made an executive
decision to do something I hadn't done since freshman year of
college.  I snuck out the side door and went to pee into the bushes
by the front porch.  There was no one around, all the activity was
inside and it was a little nippy.

Our
front porch light was on, but I was shield by the foliage.  No one
could see me unless they either walked past me up our driveway or
were on the porch looking down with a flashlight.  Both scenarios
were unlikely.

And
even if they did find me, it was my house, my bushes, I could pee on
them if I wanted.  So I pulled out my penis and started pissing. 
God, did it feel good, almost like cumming – long and steady. 
Steam started rising from the warm urine exposed to the chill
December air.  When I was done, I tucked myself back in my pants and
turned to sneak back inside.

I
heard the front door open.  Instead of bolting, I froze in place. 
When I heard who had opened the door, any thought of leaving escaped
me.  It was my wife who walked out onto the front porch followed by –
who else – Carl.  Suddenly all the tension, the worry, the petty
jealousy I thought I had rid myself of returned ten-fold.

“Are
you sure you have to go, Carl,” my wife said.  “It's a New Year's
Eve party.  You have to at least stay til midnight.”

Carl
looked at her, like he wanted to say something, something important,
but he couldn't.  To my pleasant surprise she didn't beg him to stay.

“Look
Jen, I've had a great time and I'm sorry I kinda invited myself.”

“That's
no problem, Carl.  I really should have asked you to come sooner.  I
would like to consider you a friend.”  Jennifer was moving closer
as she spoke.  If I didn't know better I would assume she was moving
in for a goodnight kiss, but that would have been weird.  Right?

As
if reading the same signals I saw, Carl grabbed my wife by the
shoulders and pulled her in for a kiss, a quick kiss directly on the
lips.  The move caught her by surprise and her eyes flew open.  When
he pulled away she just stood there, her lips slightly parted.  I
figured that was it, and so did Carl.  We were both stunned with what
happened next.  My beautiful, raven-haired wife moved closer and
started a kiss of her own.

This
one long, sensuous, one that was completely inappropriate between
friends.  I wanted to move, to charge up the steps to stop this
spectacle, but my feet refused to move.  I stood silently and watched
from below as my wife made out with another man, a handsome man.  I
could tell their lips were open, their tongues exploring their
partner's mouths.

I
wanted to call out – to put a stop to it -  but my tongue betrayed
me.  So I watched, silently as my wife embraced another man, unable
to interfere.  It hurt me to watch her hands holding his  bald head,
her pale fingers standing out against his ebon skin.  It was also
painfully erotic, my penis became fully engorged and stiffer than I
ever remember it being.

It
was funny, my own cock didn't care that I was watching Jennifer kinda
cheat on me, although a kiss is far from fucking – far, but not out
of the ballpark.

Time
stood still for the three of us.  It felt like forever, but I'm sure
it was only twenty or thirty seconds – twenty or thirty seconds too
many.  My wife pulled away.

“No,
no, this is wrong,” she said, “I'm sorry for doing that.”

I
couldn't help but notice the sweat building up on my wife's forehead,
despite the evening chill.  I also couldn't help but see the erection
forming in Carl's jeans.  It was a pronounced erection, but hardly
the monstrous cock from my worst fears.

“No
need to apologize.  It wasn't that bad.”

“No,
in fact it was great,” my wife said, “but it's also so wrong.”

“What's
wrong with two people kissing?”

“I'm
married to someone else.”

“Does
he own you?”

“Of
course not, but I promised to be faithful.”

“You're
the one who started this.”

“No,
you kissed me first,” Jennifer insisted.

“Yeah,
but you kissed me second, and better.”

“Again,
I'm sorry.  It was wrong.  I got carried away.”

“But
you enjoyed it, admit it.”

Jennifer
paused, her eyes indicating she was searching for the proper answer. 
She could have lied, but there's no way Carl – or I – would
believe it was anything less than pleasurable.  Her passion put the
lie to any denial.

“Okay,
Yes.  I enjoyed it,” she finally said.

“You've
wanted to kiss me for a long time, haven't you?  Although you've
always rebuffed my flirting.”

“Flirting's
fine.  Kissing is – something else.”

“But
you have wanted to, right?”

Again
my wife took her time answering.  “I have wondered what it would be
like to kiss a black man.”

“So,
is it everything you expected?” Carl said, his face lit up in
charming smile.  “Is it better than kissing your husband, Michael?”

I
was stunned to hear him say my name and I really needed to hear
Jennifer's answer.  She didn't hesitate.  “No.  My husband's kisses
are better.  Because I love him.”

And
with those words – those kind words – I knew the truth and all my
jealous feelings evaporated.  I knew she spoke the truth because
those words weren't meant for me, they were meant for Carl.  She
could have said anything – fed his ego – whatever, but she
didn't.

“I'm
not saying you kiss bad, you don't.  It was nice and, dare I say, a
little arousing.”

“Yeah,”
Carl said.  He moved to adjust his stiffening cock.  “Look what you
did to me.”

“I'm
sure you'll be able to take care of that yourself.”

“You
mind if I think of you when I do?”

Jennifer
just snickered and said, “I can't really stop you, can I?  Okay, if
you're gonna go then go.  I gotta get back inside before Michael
wonders where I got off to.”

“You
think he'd be jealous if he knew we were out here, together?”

“No,
he's got nothing to be jealous of; I love him.”

“How
about if he knew about the kissing?”

“Please
don't tell him,” Jennifer said, a slight look of panic on her face.
 “I'm not sure how he'd react.  He might totally misunderstand the
situation.”

“So,
you don't think he trusts you,” Carl said.  The statement caught my
wife off guard.  This was turning into a very long goodbye.  I saw my
wife stare out into the night pondering whether or not I trusted her.
 I wanted to shout out, yes I trust
you, but the fact I was secretly
listening in on their conversation said something different.

“I
think he trusts me,” Jennifer said.

“You
think or you know?”

“Hey,
I told him about you - always hitting on me at drill – and he still
let me invite you.”

She
didn't tell Carl that she hadn't asked my opinion on his coming, but
he didn't need to know that.  “And speaking of that,” her face
took on a more serious expression.  “I would greatly appreciate it
if you stopped asking me out.”

“Only
if you promise to tell me when you change your mind.”  


When?
I thought.  This man sure is cocky, but oddly charming.

The
smile returned to Jennifer's face and she laughed, “Fair enough.”

“How
about flirting?” Carl asked.

Jennifer
sighed, “Flirting is fine, just never expect anything to come of
it.”

“It's
a deal.”  Carl extended his hand for a shake.  My wife swatted it
away and moved in for a hug.

“We're
still friends, Carl.  Don't forget that.”

“I'm
glad.”

“So
am I.”

And
oddly enough, I agreed with my wife.

They
stood there and silently embraced.  It was a friendly embrace,
nothing sexual, although I'm sure if Carl was still hard Jennifer
would have been able to feel his erection against her body.

The
hug did seem to linger on a little longer than it should have, but I
didn't mind.  Listening to my wife explain her feelings totally
trumped any misgivings I might have had about the invitation or the
kiss.  I loved my wife and she loved me and everything else was just
noise.

Carl
left, my wife watched him go, and I snuck back inside through the
side door.  I wondered if I was man enough to tell her everything I
had seen and heard.  I was kinda afraid how she would react to
finding out I had spied on her, that I might not have trusted her as
much as she thought.  She already proved how much she loved and
trusted me.  I just hoped I hadn't gone and fucked that all up.









The
whole conversation she had with Carl filled me with a renewed sense
of trust for Jennifer, not that I ever really doubted her.  I think I
mostly doubted myself.

As
I mingled, making small talk I didn't pay any attention to, I thought
about what I saw.  My beautiful, sexy, and just a bit tipsy wife
kissed another man, and it wasn't just any kiss.  It was the kind of
kiss you only give to your husband or lover.  Despite that kiss and
despite the obvious pleasure she took from it, my wife still chose to
stay faithful to me.  She confessed her love for me, even though I
wasn't there, and she didn't hedge.  I imagine if she wasn't married
to me, she'd have no reservations about sleeping with Carl.  She'd
probably love to see if his prowess on the dance floor could be
equaled in the bedroom.  She could admit the attraction she felt, but
she still loved me, and that made all the difference.

I
just hoped I'd be as faithful if the opportunity to stray ever came
my way.

I
was in the dining room munching on some warm veggies when Issac
stopped the music and my wife called for quiet.

“Okay,
everyone, gather round,” she said.  It's five minutes to midnight.”
 She asked a couple of people to go gather up anyone who was still
lingering in the booze room and out on the patio.  “Where's my
husband?”

“Right
here, sweetie,” I said.

“Could
you grab the remote and turn on Dick Clark.?”

No
New Year's Eve would feel right without Dick Clark.  Jennifer and I
grew up watching his New Year's Rockin Eve broadcasts from Time
Square.  It was a tradition, one I hoped would never end.

I
turned on ABC and everyone watched the world's oldest teenager fuel
the build up to the new year.  I thought of all the mundane crap we'd
shortly have to deal with, again, assuming the Y2K bug didn't shut
everything down.  We'd have to get new checks, ones that didn't have
19__ pre-printed on them.  And how would we refer to the year?  Was
it two thousand, or twenty ought-ought.?  Easy for this year, what
about next?  I guessed we'd have to wait and see.

The
din of about twenty-six people packed in two rooms started to die
down as the minute hand ticked closer to zero.  The countdown started
on television as the ball at the top of One Time Square started to
fall.

“In
thirty seconds we'll be in a new year, love,” I said.

“Hell,
we'll be in a whole new century.” she added.

“Don't
say that too loud, Anne-Marie might argue with you.”

Jennifer
looked at me with a quizzical gleam in her eye.

“Never
mind,” I said.

The crowd on the
television started chanting the countdown, “Twenty... Nineteen”

I looked around at the
crowd we had gathered.  It was a great feeling, to be surround by
some of our best friends – people we've known for a long time, like
Linda and José and those who were more recent, like Jason and
Crystal.

I only wished Keith
could have been here, and I bet Jennifer would have been more than
pleased if Carl could have stayed.

When the countdown got
to ten, we all joined in, “Nine... Eight.”

I put my arm around
Jennifer's waist.

“Six... Five”

She moved her's lower,
to palm my butt.

“Three... Two...
One.”

I turned and kissed my
wife.

Everyone but us yelled,
“Happy New Year!” and that's when the power went out.
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“What the fuck?”
more that one person said.

“Calm down,
everyone,” Jennifer said, her military training kicking in.

The moment of darkness
only lasted a split second; our emergency lights kicked on.  In
several outlets, strategically placed throughout the house, we had
re-chargeable emergency lights, really just small flashlights that
plugged in and came on when the power went out.  Just another way my
wife liked to be prepared.  That's why I love her.

“Is this the Y2K
thingy?” someone said.

“Nah, that's just an
urban legend.”

“Not according to the
news.”

“Yeah, and they never
lie.”

We soon had over twenty
people in various stages of intoxication talking simultaneously and
nobody could make out what anyone was saying.  I was going to ask
Jennifer what she wanted me to do, when a blaring whistle nearly blew
my left ear drum out.

It was Jennifer's
whistle, and where she had that thing tucked away, I didn't want to
know.  Everyone quickly quieted down.  The only sound I heard was the
reverberation in my head.

My wife broke the
silence, “I said, calm down.”  Several people started up again,
talking all at once, just not everyone.

“What's going on?”

“Did your power go
out?”

“Was it the
computers?

“Or maybe the
Soviets.”

“There are no more
Soviets, idiot.”

“Hey!” Jennifer
said in a voice I'm sure brings chills to the spines of cadets at
training camp.  “Do NOT make me use this whistle again.”

The room was quiet.

“That's better,”
she said. “Obviously the power is out, but we've got lights.”
That was an exaggeration.  What we had were four or five pools of
light that clung low against the wall.  “Michael, go get the
candles out of the basement.”  Remember, my wife's prepared.

I grabbed one of the
lights from the wall and headed out on my quest.  I knew the layout
of the house, so it wasn't hard maneuvering in the dark.  I just had
to avoid tripping over anyone.

The door to the
basement was in the kitchen.  Out the window, I saw our neighbors
power was also out, as were the street lights.  We weren't the only
ones.  I started thinking maybe the Y2K thing was more of a threat
than anyone imagined.  Maybe this was the end of civilization.

“I guess Keith didn't
finish his project in time,” I said to myself.

I made my way
downstairs and easily found a box of a dozen plain white candles and
a pack of safety matches.  In our house, everything was in it's
place.

By the time I got back
upstairs, most everyone was gone.  Linda, Ted and Jennifer were
sitting on the couch and chatting.  My cousin Anne-Marie was laying,
face down on the floor while José knelt next to her and massaged her
neck.  Jason was helping Issac carry his gear out to the car.

“This all that's
left?” I asked as I began setting out and lighting the candles.

“Crystal's in the
john,” José said.

“So, just the seven
of us then?”

“I think Jason said
he's coming back,” my wife said.  “Not like we have anywhere else
to go.”

“Maybe no one has
anywhere else to go if this is the end.” Linda said.

“It's not the end.”

“I don't want to
raise my child in a Mad Max hell-scape.”

Ted just sighed. 
Jennifer laughed.  My wife could tell her friend was joking, even if
her husband didn't.

“Hey, I'm next,”
Crystal said to José as she emerged from the hallway, an emergency
light in her hand.

“Take a number,”
Jennifer said.

The red-head grunted
and slid down the wall to sit on the floor.  She was obviously not
happy to have to wait for a back rub.

“I should charge you
girls for this.” José said.

“If you're gonna
charge, I want one, too,” Jason said.  He did come back.

“Never mind,” José
said.

“What do we do now?”
I asked.

“Guess we could call
it a night,” my wife said.  “Anyone tired?”

No one said anything.

“Me, neither.  But I
am hungry and we've got plenty of food left.”  Jennifer got up and
headed to the dining room.  “Anyone want anything while I'm up?”

Everyone said yes.

“Great,” she said
to herself and started filling plates with food.  I went to help her.

I told her it looked
like the whole neighborhood was in the dark.

“The phone still has
a dial tone, so I don't think we're in the End of Days if Ma Bell
still has power.”

I offered to go down
and get the battery powered radio; yes, we had one of those.

“Nah.” 


“Don't you want to
know what's going on?”

“I'm sticking with
power company FUBAR until there's a reason not to.”

“And if we wake up to
rioting in the streets?”

“Don't worry,
Michael,” my wife said, in her sweetest, most motherly voice.  She
held my cheek in her hand and added, “I'll protect you.”  She was
joking, but only slightly.  Candles and batteries were not the only
things we had stored in the basement.

For the next hour the
eight of us sat and chatted, ate and drank.

“Let's play a game,”
Linda said.  Everyone agreed.

“Nothing that forces
me move” Crystal said, not wanting to give up her turn under José's
skilled hands.

“How about Truth or
Dare,” someone said, I think Anne-Marie.

“What, are we in high
school?”  Jason said.

“Ok, how about just
Truth,” Linda said.  “We all get to ask each other personal
questions with embarrassing answers.

“Uhm – sure,” I
said.  “Who goes first?”

“You do, honey,”
Jennifer said, the candle on the end table next to her illuminating
the wicked grin on her face.  She was looking to have some fun and
she was forcing me to set the tone for our little game.  Oh, joy.

“Okay, since you're
making me go first I get to make a new rule.”

“Why?” Ted said.

“Because, it's my
house.”

“Fair enough.”  Ted
was always pretty easy to get along with.  He was going to make a
great dad.

“Okay.  The rule is
everyone has to answer the questions.  And the person with the most
interesting answer gets the next turn.”

“Who decides the best
answer?” Jason said.

“The questioner. 
That okay?”

No one had any
problems.

“Great, first
question.  Have you ever kissed a woman?”

“That's easy.  Yes,”
Jason said.  An affirmative answer came from Ted and José as well. 
I didn't really care about them, I wanted to hear from the ladies.

Linda said, “Yes.” 
Ted looked at her funny.  She just stared at him and grinned.  I
could tell in the dim candle light that she was just barely
controlling herself, like she wanted to burst out laughing.

“Really?” Jason
said.  “We need details.”

“You guys really want
to know?”

“Yes,” was the
unanimous answer.

“My Mom,” she said
and burst out in giggles.  All the other girls did, too, and started
to answer yes.

“Hah, Hah!” I said,
my words dripping with sarcasm.  “I meant, kissed romantically,
like you would your husband or boyfriend.”

“That's not what you
asked, honey,” my wife said.  I love her to death, but I wasn't
conceding the point.

“So, you really want
to play that way?” I said.  No one did.  We all agreed to allow
clarifications to the answer, and details, otherwise it wasn't going
to be any fun, and that is what was important.  The fun.

Linda quickly changed
her answer to no, followed by my wife and cousin.  We all turned to
Crystal who hadn't answered.  She looked so at peace, lying on the
floor enjoying José's back rub, her red-hair appeared to be on fire
in the flickering light.

“Yes, I have,” she
said in a quiet voice, her eyes closed as if remembering that moment.

“Details,” José
said.

“Do I have to?”

“If you want me to
keep rubbing your back, yes.”

“Okay, I've kissed
lots of girls, plenty of girls.  I like it.  I also like kissing
guys.  I like them both.”

“You win the
question, hands down,” I said.  “You're turn to ask.”

Crystal turned her head
toward the couch and started to think out loud.  “Let's see.  I
don't really care if any of you guys ever kissed a dude.  But
actually, I have an question that we all might have fun with.  Was
there anyone at the party tonight that - “ she paused for effect,
“you wanted to fuck -”

“Yes,” Linda, Ted,
Jennifer and myself said, almost at the same time.

“Hey, you didn't let
me finish.  Anyone you wanted to fuck, besides your spouse.”

That was an intriguing
question.  Ted and Linda both said no again.  Soon to be parents
probably aren't looking to sleep around.  I'd like to know what his
answer would be seven or eight months from now.

I looked at my wife.
“You go first, darling,” she said.  Her long hair black hair
shimmered in the candle light, her normally soft grey eyes were
gunmetal in the flickering glow.  She was the perfect woman to me. 
Strong and beautiful, smart and sexy.

“At the party,
right?” I said, to Crystal.

“Ha, ha,” my wife
said.

“Yes, at the party,”

“Okay, my answer is,
no.”

“At the party, funny
man.” my wife said.  “My answer is -” she paused and looked at
me.  Her eyes piercing me.  I swore she was going to say yes.  I was
only joking, there were no other women I seriously wanted to fuck.  I
knew at least one other man my wife would be interested in, if I
wasn't in the picture.  Would she reveal that to our friends?

“No, no one at the
party I want to fuck.”

“Besides me, right?”
I said.

“Besides you,” Jen
added more as an after thought.  I could tell by the crooked smile
that formed on her face she was just busting my balls.  If your
spouse can't tease you – then you're just sad.

José answer no, as did
Anne-Marie.  But, looking at the way she had been looking at Jason
earlier in the evening, I'd say she was lying.

So far this question
was turing out to be a dud.  Maybe it was too direct.

But then, Jason said
yes and everyone perked up.

“Who?” Crystal
said, asking the question we all wanted answered.

“Do I have to
answer?”

“Yes.”

“I'll only say, it's
someone in this room.”

“Now, you really have
to answer,” Anne-Marie said.  I was not positive my cousin had lied
earlier.

Jason wouldn't give any
more details, and I didn't blame him.  Of course the two unattached
girls wanted to know.  In the end we let him slide, even as he was
getting to ask the next question.

“How many lovers have
you had, present company included?”

“Ten,” Linda said
first.  She seemed to like this game, blaring out quick answers. 
From what my wife told me about their early college years, I wasn't
too shocked by the answer, and from the look on Ted's face, neither
was he.

“Five,” Ted said. 
His wife, on the other hand, did look surprised, but she didn't say
anything.  I figured she'd be asking some follow-up questions of her
own in private.

My cousin said, “six.”

José said, “Fifteen
or twenty, I'm not sure.”  We all had a little laugh.

“Three,” I said. 
Everyone but my wife and José seemed shocked at how low it was.  I
wasn't much of a player in my younger days.

Jennifer said “I've
also had six sex partners.”  I did some quick math in my head and
the answer agreed with what she'd told me before.  At least we both
were honest on this question.

It was finally
Crystal's turn to answer.  “Let's just say, more than twenty.”

“Wow,” I couldn't
help but say.

My wife said,
“Impressive.”

“Well, I dig boys and
girls so I have more options.”

We all agreed.

“Crystal's answer was
the most interesting, no doubt,” Jason said, “but I'm giving the
next question to Jennifer.”

Six was not an
interesting answer, especially when it came with no details.  I would
have gone with José, but I didn't say anything.  It was just a game.

Jennifer asked the
reverse of my question.  If we'd ever romantically kissed a guy.  All
the women said yes, the men said no.  A dud of a question.  My wife
picked José to go next.

It was funny, watching
my old buddy try to think up a question that would get a provocative
response.  He stared off into the middle distance, the gears in his
head grinding away, while he kept working his hands roughly into
Crystal's lower back, causing her to audibly sigh.

Then, in the flickering
light I saw his eyes grow big and he immediately looked at me.  Oh
crap, I thought.

“Okay, gang,” he
said, “here's another simple one with a simple yes or no.  Who here
has ever sucked a guys dick?”

“I have,” Jennifer
said, beating her friend as the first one to answer.  “And Michael
loves it.”

Both Linda and
Anne-Marie gave a simple yes answer.  It was really getting weird
listening to my cousin talk about her sex life.  I was learning a lot
of new things this evening.

“No, obviously,”
Jason said, “not that I haven't been asked a few times.”

Ted also said no.

“How about you
Crystal?” José said to the woman purring under his touch.

“Oh, yeah, I've given
head.  To men and women.  It's all good.”

Now everyone looked at
me.  I immediately said, “no.”

“Well that was
another boring question,” Jennifer said.

“I really thought
this game was going to be fun,” Linda said.

José kept staring at
me, more like glaring.  He mouthed the word, 'liar' at me.  I knew
what he was referring to, why he asked the question.  It was
something I had never told anyone, not even Jennifer.  I guess I
would have told her, if she knew to ask.

“Okay, who gets to
ask the next question?” Jason said.

“I'm not satisfied
with the answers,” José said.  He was addressing the group, but
looking right at me.

“What the fuck dude,”
Jason said, “you're the one who asked the damn question.”

Ted was the one who
first noticed José was staring at me.  He elbowed his wife, cluing
her in on the situation.

I guess I had to
confess.  I just hoped Jennifer would forgive me, not for what I did,
but for not telling her about it sooner.

“For the record,” I
said, “I have never sucked a dick.”

Everyone was looking at
me now, even Crystal had sat up to pay attention.  José just
scoffed.

“But I did once. 
Open my mouth.”  It was really hard to spit this out. (all puns
intended)  “And wrapped my lips.  Around.  Another guy's penis.”

José chuckled. 
Crystal just smiled, she didn't really think it was that weird,
having faced her own questions about liking to lick pussy.  Jennifer
stared at me, her eyes wide, her mouth open.

“Uhm, man.  You gotta
tell us that story,” Jason said.

“It was no big
thing,”  Everyone laughed like a fourteen year old.  I kept right
on talking.  “It was my freshman year at college.”

“Everyone experiments
freshman year,” Anne-Marie said.

“Thank's cuz, but let
me finish.  Freshman year, early spring.  Last big snowstorm of the
year, so we were stuck inside the dorms.  Me, José, and William, a
couple of girls from the floor below us, and a bottle of Jack Daniels
that William's older brother bought us.”

“This sounds like the
start of a Penthouse letter,” my wife said with a snicker.  I was
glad she didn't seem too mad, but then I hadn't got to the scandalous
part yet.

“So, we were playing
Truth or Dare - “

“Yup, just like a
Penthouse letter,” Linda said.  My wife gave her a high five.

“Will you guy's let
me finish?”

“Eventually,” my
wife said.  “You have to admit, this is turning out to be the best
answer of the night.”

“Yeah, blows
everything else out of the water,” Anne-Marie said.

“Et, tu, cuz?'  I
waited until the giggling and laughing stopped.  “Anyway, we were
about three fourths of the way through the bottle when I had the
bright idea of daring one of the girls to kiss the other one.”

“They did it.  We
guys whooped it up like the horny teens we mostly were.  After we had
our show the girl – I think her name was Jane – points at me and
says 'Truth or Dare?'  I could blame the booze or just a general
feeling of invincibility, but instead of picking Truth, like you
should after making a particularly embarrassing dare, I chose the
opposite.  'Give William head,' she said.  I was dumb struck.”

“I really didn't want
to let William cum in my mouth, 'I won't do it,' I said.  I felt
guilty about breaking the rules of the game.  José over there saved
the day.  He came up with a compromise.  I just had to let William
stick his dick in my mouth for ten seconds.”

“And you did?”
Jason said.  “Dude, that's -” I thought he was going to say
'gay,' but he didn't.  “pretty radical.”

“At the time, it was
just embarrassing.  There you have it, the one time I've had a dick
in my mouth.  You all happy?”

“Did you like it?”
my cousin asked.

“Like it?  No.  But
it wasn't disgusting.  It was just warm and spongy.  I don't think
William was fully erect.  I don't think he liked having his cock in
my mouth any more than I did.”

“Anyway.  I had the
tip and maybe an inch or so of dick.  In my mouth.  Resting on my
tongue.  The girls counted down to ten.  It was a long fucking count,
too.  I pulled away and we all had a good laugh.  I haven't really
talked about it since then, until tonight.”

Now it was my turn to
glare at José.  “Come on, amigo,” he said to me.  “Doesn't it
feel good to confess your deep dark secret?”

I looked at Jennifer. 
She didn't look mad.

“You end up sleeping
with this Jane girl?” Crystal asked.

Jennifer smiled and
shook her head; she knew.

“No, but I think she
was the one who ended up sucking William's dick that night,” José
said.

“But it wasn't on a
dare,” I said.  “She just must have liked the way it looked, when
he pulled it out.”









We spent a few more
minutes just gabbing.  No questions.  Just a group of eight people,
sitting around the candle light getting to know each other a little
bit better.  It was a surprisingly fun way to start the new year, or
new century, millennium, even if it did turn out to be the beginning
of the end.

A little after two
o'clock we ran out of things to say.  José decided to call it a
night and drive home.  He wanted to make sure his apartment was still
in one piece.

Linda was too tired to
drive and Ted was a little too drunk, so we offered to let them stay
over.  Jennifer insisted the pregnant woman slept in our bed.  We'd
rough it in the workout room.

Jason, Anne-Marie, and
Crystal asked if they could stay, too.  We didn't have anymore beds,
but we told them they could crash in our living room.  We got them
some clean linens and extra pillows and left them to it.

Before turning in
ourselves, Jennifer and I went around the house and made sure all the
light switches had been turned off to avoid any nasty surprises when,
or if, the power came back on.

We then pulled out the
exercise mats and spread them in the corner opposite the treadmill.

“Not the most
comfortable sleeping arraignment,” I said.  I laid out two large
fluffy pillows along the baseboard.

My wife spread out our
double sleeping bag and said, “It's better than the crap I have to
deal with during summer camp.”

I didn't whine anymore.
 I'd never win that battle.  Sleeping on two firm but pliant mats
with pillows was a five star hotel compared to crawling around in the
mud all day, then laying your sleeping gear out over the bare ground,
with sticks, grass and small rocks digging into your back all night.

We got undressed –
stripped down naked – and got into our make-shift bed.  I was
sitting up, my back against the wall, my feet spread out before me. 
Jennifer sat between my legs, her head resting against my chest.  My
arms were wrapped around her midsection, just below her breasts.

We just sat.  Enjoying
the quiet of the night in each other's company.  I would occasionally
grope my wife's breasts or pinch her nipples and elicit a soft moan
or sigh.

“You have a good time
tonight?” she said.

“Yeah.  It was fun. 
If a little embarrassing.”

“Surprised you never
told me that story.”

“You didn't ask.”

“When does a wife ask
her husband if he's ever sucked a man's dick before?”

“Can't help you with
that one,” I said.

“Would you ever do it
again?”

“Only if I met the
right man,” I joked and started tickling her.  She playfully
struggled in my arms.

We rolled around on the
mat pretending to wrestle.  Sometimes with me on top, sometimes
Jennifer.  If we weren't just playing, it would mostly be her.  While
I weigh more, I know she's stronger.  She works out more than I do,
and she has to keep fit to pass her yearly inspections.  I sit in a
cubical all day and eat burgers and fries for lunch.  I do run
occasionally, but I am no match for my wife.  Some men would have a
problem with that, I don't.

I love her, she loves
me.  That's how it works.

Our wrestling soon
turned to kissing and a little heavy petting.  Jennifer's tongue
danced across my lips; she smelled of whiskey, our favored drink, and
breath mints.

“You've been smoking
tonight, haven't you?” I said when Jennifer finally let me up for
air.

“Maybe one or two.”

My wife only smoked
when we were out drinking.  She never bought her own packs, she just
bummed smokes off friends.

“So, who did you hit
up tonight?”

“Issac let me have
one of his earlier and Carl shared one with me a little later, just
before he left.”

“I'm sure you needed
a smoke after that dirty dancing you were doing.” I felt more
comfortable teasing her now that I knew how she really felt about me.

“So you saw that?”
she said, sheepishly.  “Sorry, I just got a little out of control.”

I pulled her close and
looked her in the eyes.  “You don't have to be sorry.  I'm not mad.
 And it's not like you were doing anything behind my back.”

Jennifer turned her
head away.  She couldn't look me in the eyes and I could guess why. 
She knew she had done something behind my back.  She had shared a
passionate kiss with another man.

I could see the wheels
spinning in her head.  Her face took on a slightly anguished look.  I
didn't want that.  I wanted to make love to my wife, not see her
hurting, remembering some arbitrary line she crossed earlier in the
evening.  I decided to come clean myself, take some of the pressure
off her.

“I have a confession
to make,” she said.  Fuck, she beat me to the punch.

“Wait, don't say
anything,” I said.  “I have a confession of my own.”

She looked at me funny,
wondering what the hell it could be.  I had her at a disadvantage.

She insisted I let her
go first.  I told her we could arm wrestle for it.  She just laughed.

“No, I really have
something to tell you, and it's not that I kissed a girl once.”

I decided to let her go
first, since I knew what she was going to say.  I told her she had to
promise not to get mad at me for what I was going to tell her.  She
had to think about that for a moment, wondering how bad it could be,
but in the end she trusted me enough to know it wasn't going to be
the end of the world, even if outside it was – the end of the
world.

We both promised not to
get mad at each other.  It was a new year, time to let old secrets
go.

“Okay,” Jennifer
said, “You ready?”

“Yeah, I'm ready.” 
I was waiting for her to tell me about her kiss with Carl, so I could
tell her I already knew about it because I saw it happen.  Then we
could forgive each other and get on to some serious twenty-first
century fucking.

“Stay calm...”
Jennifer paused, trying to find the right words.  “Remember
Crystal's question about wanting to fuck someone at the party?”

“Yes.  You said no.”
 I wasn't really sure what she was saying.  Was she going to tell me
she actually did want to fuck Carl.  I wouldn't be surprised.

“Yeah.  Well.” she
paused again, stalling.  “If Keith had been here.  The answer would
have been different.”

To say I was shocked
would be an understatement.  I was totally blown away.  Here I was
worried about Carl when it was Keith she really had the hots for.  I
just looked at her with wide eyes and a closed mouth.

“Come on, say
something,” she said.  I couldn't think of anything off the top of
my head.  “Please tell me you're not mad.  You promised.”

I did promise and the
more surprising thing to me was that I wasn't mad.  I was surprised
and confused and just a bit aroused by her confession.

“Say something,
dammit,” she said, slapping me on the chest.  “You're seriously
scaring me.”

I finally opened my
mouth and said, “Don't know what to say.”

“Telling me you're
not mad would be a really great place to start.”

“I'm not mad.”

“Then what are you?”

“I think I'm horny.”

“Fuck, you say?” 
Now it was Jennifer's turn to be confused.

“Guess now I have two
confessions to make to you.”

After a short silence
my wife said, “Go on.”

“First off, I saw you
kiss Carl.”

Jennifer started to say
something and stopped.  The thought processes playing on her face
were sublime.  Fear of my reaction to her confession becoming
confusion as to how I knew about the kiss, moving into a little anger
over being spied on.

“Don't say anything,”
I said.  “Let me finish.”

Jennifer closed her
mouth and looked away.  She was dealing with her emotions internally
and I hoped what I had to say could help.

“I wasn't spying on
you, well, not on purpose.  Both bathrooms were full and I really
needed to pee so I decided to use our bushes out front.”  This
caused my wife to snicker – a good sign.  She might be been
remembering the last time I did that when I had locked myself out of
the house.

“How much did you
see?”

“All of it.  Him
kissing you, you kissing him.  Then telling him how much you love me
and trust me and don't want to hurt me.  I know you find him
attractive.  I just didn't know you felt the same about Keith.”

“I'm a red-blooded
woman, of course I find hot guys attractive.  Why do you think I
married you?”

I pulled her in for
another kiss, adrenaline flooding my body.  My beautiful wife could
have just about any man she wanted, and she chose me above all
others.  The compliment went straight to my head – well, my cock. 
I was already hard, but maybe got a little harder, if that's
possible.

“So, you're aroused
by the thought of me thinking about those other guys?” she said as
she slowly slithered down my naked body.  The friction caused by her
warm taut stomach sliding over my erection sent tingles down my
spine.

“I guess that leads
me to my second confess-ion!” the last syllable tripped off my
tongue as Jennifer took my cock into her warm wet mouth.

“Go on,” she
mumbled around my erection.

I brushed her hair to
the side so I could see her eyes, looking straight at me, as she
bobbed her head up and down, leaving trails of saliva and pre-cum
over my cock.

“The other day.  When
we were making love.  The day you told me.  About inviting Carl.” 
It was difficult talking while my wife continued to suck my dick, but
that just made it hotter and sexier to say what I had to say.

“Uhm, hm,” my wife
mumbled.  I think it was a yes.

“You remember.  I had
a powerful orgasm.  You did.  Too.”

“Uhm, hm.”

“I was fantasizing. 
About you doing Carl.  The whole time.”

That must have trip
some trigger in my wife because her eyes rolled back and she upped
the pace of her blow job.  One hand continued stroking my cock in
rhythm with her mouth.  Her other moved down her body and between her
legs.  She was playing with herself, something she never did with me
present.  It was so damn hot.  These fantasies and taboo thoughts we
were dealing with.  The fucking was hot, but it was our love for each
other that made it special.

I was leaning back
against the wall.  Jennifer was on her knees between my legs, blowing
me, and I was real close to coming when Keith walked into the room.
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The shock of seeing my
best man, the man my wife would like fuck, standing in the doorway
set me off.  I erupted, filling Jennifer's mouth with several spurts
of my seed.  And she swallowed it all.  She continued to pump and
lick my cock, making sure she got all my cum.  I waited until she was
finished before I pointed out Keith at the threshold.  I didn't want
to startle her when my manhood was between her teeth.

All told she took the
fact that we had an audience in stride.  Not much could faze my wife.
 That's why I love her.  That, and the great sex.

“Don't mind me,”
Keith said as he walked in, carrying his own flickering candle with
him.  He sat down on the weight bench in the corner across from us. 
He set the candle down on the floor.  “Hope it's okay, your cousin
let me in.”

“You could have
knocked,” Jennifer said.  She was back snuggling between my legs,
her back to me.  I started massaging her shoulders.  She moaned her
approval.

“And miss the live
sex show, no way.”

It was weird sitting
here, my wife and I naked talking to my friend.  But we were still
buzzed, and we were all pretty close, so I didn't make a big deal out
of it, and neither did Jennifer.  In fact, she took it very well,
considering what she had just confessed to.

“Michael's been
telling me you've been working on the Y2K thing,” my wife said. 
“Is this blackout your fault?”

“Ha.  You're funny. 
No.  From what I heard on the radio, the power company was ready for
this thing last year.  The outage is just a wild coincidence.  And it
only hit a quarter of the city.

“Lucky us.” I said.

I was surprised my wife
still hadn't made a move toward our clothing.  At least I thought
she'd put on her bra and panties.

“You picked a great
time to show up,” I said.  I was pissed about him interrupting our
sexy time.

“Yes, I did,” Keith
said, either not seeing or ignoring my attempt at sarcasm.  “I
would have been here sooner, but the power outage screwed up the
traffic lights and every cop and their sister are out directing
traffic.”

“I don't think it's
fair,” Jennifer said to Keith.  “Us being naked and you fully
clothed.”  If her statement didn't surprise me, her reaching
between our bodies and grabbing my cock sure did.  She was trying to
be surreptitious as she stroked my erection, but I could tell Keith
could see what she was doing.

Under normal
circumstances I might have stopped her, but nothing that happened
tonight was normal.  Not surprisingly, the more she stroked, the more
blood that left my brain to fill my cock and the less likely I was to
do so.

“You guys could put
something on,” Keith said.

“That's no fun,” I
said.  I wasn't sure where that came from, but Jennifer rewarded my
statement, by sliding her other hand back to play with my balls.

“You could join us,”
my wife said, “in taking your clothes off, that is.”

I was pretty sure where
this was going and I wasn't entirely sure I wanted to go there, but
despite my misgivings I did nothing to change our course.

When a pretty woman
asks a man to take off his clothes, he does it.

“I think I'll just
sit over here and watch,” Keith said as he started undressing. 
This evening was just getting stranger and stranger.

It was us, my wife and
I, who were doing the watching right now.  As we did, I started
kneading Jennifer's breasts with my left hand and ran my right down
her lean body to the dark patch of well groomed hair around her
mound.

I found her exceedingly
wet and I wasn't surprised.  After all, we had had about a half hour
of foreplay, with all the wrestling and fantasy talk.  I believed my
wife was ready for a really good fucking and I was more than eager to
give it to her.

Keith had already taken
off his button down shirt, revealing his pale pink skin.  He had a
well defined set of six-pack abs covered with a dusting of fine red
hair.  I was just a little bit jealous of his physique, but not
jealous enough to do the actual work that was needed to acquire it. 
My wife's muscles are more defined than mine.  Not that I'm out of
shape or heavy.  We both eat healthy and I do the treadmill or walk
around the neighborhood every other day.  My body is in decent shape,
I don't feel the need to be some Adonis.

Jennifer blew a wolf
whistle at Keith.  I gave her a slap on the thigh.

“Jealous?” she
said, not taking her eyes off Keith's body as he lowered his khakis
and stepped out of them.  He now stood there naked, save for a pair
of white briefs that struggled to contain his rapidly growing
erection.

“Should I be?”  I
answered her question with a question.  Actually, I was a little,
but, like I said, bodies like that are not god-given; they're
man-made and I wasn't willing to put in the work.

My wife whistled again,
and I thought maybe it might be the time to start putting in the
work.  I'm sure she'd be my personal trainer.

Keith sat down on the
weight bench, still in his undies.

“Aren't you taking
them off?” Jennifer said with just a touch more enthusiasm then was
needed.

“Maybe later.”

“Suit yourself,” my
wife said as she leaned back to enjoy the pleasure I was giving her.

I love listening to my
wife moan, it's a very sexy sound, full of depth and passion.  She is
not a quiet lover, by any means.  Since we'd been married, I was
pretty sure I was the only one who got to hear her make that sound,
her oh-god-I'm-gonna-cum sound.  I never really thought about sharing
the experience.  One thing I was sure of, I was proud to be the cause
of those cries of pleasure, although I wasn't 100 percent sure I was
the person she was thinking about at the moment.

She was probably
thinking about the sizable penis Keith had tucked in his shorts, and
what it might look like out in the open and fully engorged.  Hell,
even I was interested in seeing what it looked like.

I continued to work my
fingers around and through my wife's labia, occasionally lightly
touching her clit.  Her lower lips were warm and moist with arousal,
and her little button was becoming engorged itself, a little nub of
pure sexual passion.

I looked down across
her body.  I watched her chest rise and fall with each breath she
took, the rhythm increasing as her climax approached.  While one hand
played with her pussy, my other roamed the rest of her body.  My
fingers danced across her shapely abs, my hand molding around her
perfect breast.  I tweaked one nipple, then the other, and Jennifer
arched her back and let out a long alto moan as her first orgasm of
the new year swept through her body.

I watched Keith as he
stared intently between Jennifer's thighs.  He was absent-mindedly
fondling himself through the fabric of his shorts.  I could make out
a small dark spot – a pre-cum stain.

“Looks like you have
an admirer,” I whispered into my wife's ear.

She opened her eyes and
said out loud, “Oh my, someone's enjoying themselves.”

“I think we all are.”

Keith remained silent. 
Jennifer turned her head and looked up at me.  I could see she wanted
to say something but was afraid.  I was pretty sure this time that I
knew what it was, but I wasn't going to assume and I wasn't going to
make it easy for her.  If she wanted something, something naughty or
taboo, she was going to have to ask for it.

“I want to ask you
something,” she finally said.

“I know.”

She twisted her body so
her lips were almost touching my left ear.  “Remember what I said
about Crystal's question?”

“Of course I do.” 
I was right.  I did know what she wanted to ask.

“Do you mind if -”
she stopped, unsure of my reaction.  My cock twitched between us, so
she knew my body was aroused – it was my mind she wasn't sure
about.

“Do I mind what?” 
God, I was being such a bastard.  But I was also taking this time to
formulate my answer.  How did I want this night to end?

“Do you mind, if I go
over.” she paused again.  I watched Keith while my wife whispered
her desires into my ear.  If he heard what she was saying, just ten
feet away from him, he didn't let on.  He just continued to slowly
rub his cock and watch Jennifer's pussy.  It was all kinds of dirty.

“Do you mind if I go
over – go over and – play with him?”

Did I mind?  That was a
great question, and one I had been avoiding.

Before what happened
with Carl on our front porch, I was nervous, and jealous, and worried
about her cheating on me.  I would have said no then, even if the
idea made me iron hard.

But now, I know she
loves me, I have no doubts.  She isn't going behind my back, she's
asking my permission.  She accepts her desires and wishes to act on
them, but only if I'm cool with it.  In my mind, only an ass would
say no to that.  In my mind.  Others might feel differently, but
that's okay.  It's not about them, it's about me – about us.  Other
men would probably not be finger-fucking their spouse in front of
their friends, either.

“I trust you, Jen,”
I whispered.  “I love you, and I always will.  Go over to him. 
Have fun.”

She smiled the
happiest, sexiest damn smile I had ever seen.  I'd given her the
golden ticket and she squealed with delight, although that might have
been me touching her clit.

“God, Michael, I love
you so much,” she said out loud.

She got on her haunches
and bent over on all fours, facing my friend, her ass toward me.  And
what a lovely work of art it was – her ass.  She was proud of it,
and she worked hard to keep it tight, yet gracefully curved in
perfect proportion to her six foot frame.

Jennifer started moving
across the floor, still on all fours, she was a panther on the prowl,
her hips swaying seductively, her modest breasts hung proud from her
chest.  Her eyes were locked on Keith, whether his face or his cock,
I couldn't tell.

As my wife approached
him, Keith stopped playing with himself and leaned back on the bench,
his strong arms supporting his body.  My wife stopped, her head level
with his crotch, a mere foot away.   She placed her hands on the
waistband of his undies and said, “Do you mind?”

Keith looked up at me,
wondering if I was really into this or if I was getting ready to
launch myself across the room and beat him senseless.  I didn't keep
him guessing.  I nodded my approval.

“Fuck no, I don't
mind.” he said to my wife as she knelt between his knees.  With his
go ahead, Jennifer hooked her fingers under the elastic and pulled. 
Keith lifted his butt off the bench to help.  His cock sprang out,
thick and long and fully engorged.

Jennifer said
something; I think it was 'yummy.'  She turned and looked at me, her
eyes asking, one more time, if I was sure about this.  I was really
enjoying the show, safe in the knowledge that she loved me, even if
she wanted to play with someone else.  I smiled at her.

“I really do love
you, darling,” she said to me before turning back to face Keith's
cock.

“You love me, too?”
he asked with a big shit-eating grin.  The bastard.

Jennifer simply said,
“no,” then added, “but this dick, well, maybe.”

I have a normal sized
cock, maybe seven inches, I'm not ashamed of it.  Looking across the
room, using my wife's head as a reference, I say Keith was about the
same size, maybe a little longer, but definitely thicker.  I wasn't
able to study it too long before my wife's head moved in the way and
she started licking it, starting at the tip, dipping her tongue in a
little bead of pre-cum and pulling back.  The thin sticky strand of
fluid sparked in the candle light.  It was awesome, watching a live
porn show with my wife and best friend as the star performers.

For the past six years
we'd known each other, my wife has given me head plenty of times,
lots of times, too many to count, but she's usually in a hurry –
either a quick blow job before she's off to a weekend drill, or as
foreplay.  She gets my dick wet, then bobs up and down, jerking me
with her hands until I come.  I ain't complaining, she's never denied
me.  Sometimes, if she's in a real hurry, she'll swallow to avoid the
messy clean up – other times she'll let me cum on her tits.  Then
we'll both rub it in, like it's some special skin cream.

Tonight, with Keith,
she was taking her time, savoring his taste, his texture, enjoying
this new sensation of a strange dick in her mouth.  She licked up and
down his shaft, while she tickled his balls with her fingers.

I was imagining what he
was feeling and couldn't help but reach for my own bare cock.  It
felt so transgressive, stroking myself while my wife went down on
another man.  For some reason, I found it so damn erotic.  I just
decided to go with it and worry about any emotional consequences
later.

Keith was polite enough
to warn my wife when he was about to cum.  She just hummed something
and kept on sucking.  I watched my friends face as his orgasm
approached.  His eyes rolled back and he started grunting and
thrusting his hips up into my wife's inviting mouth, spewing his
semen down her throat.

Jennifer caught it all.

“That was The. Best.
Blow job. Ever.  You're a very lucky man Michael.”

“That, I am.”  I
was very proud of Jennifer's talented mouth, among other things.

“Thanks, for sharing
her.” Keith said to me.

“Oh, no,” I said,
“you need to thank her.”

Keith quickly
apologized and thanked her for the very pleasurable blow job.

“I'll accept your
apology,” she said, “after you reciprocate.”

Keith again looked at
me, not sure what my wife meant.  I just threw up my hands and said,
“Don't look at me, Keith, this is Jen's night.”

My wife crawled back to
me and gave me a full, passionate and very salty kiss.  I could taste
Keith on her tongue and feel the mildly slimy texture that is male
ejaculate.  It tasted a bit different than when I kiss Jennifer after
she's gone down on me, maybe a bit more pungent.  Never the less, I
enjoyed the kiss.  It was so decadent, making out with my wife,
sharing a little bit of another man who had just cum in her mouth. 
Plus she was pulling on my cock, so I had that going.

“Don't worry,” my
wife said, “I'm going to take care of you too.”

“I've cum already
tonight, I'm good.”

“You'll come again,
but first it's my turn.”

Jennifer lay back
between my thighs again and spread her own legs wantonly, revealing
her dripping wet sex to our guest.

“Come and get it,”
she said.  I laughed.  My wife had become a real -.  I don't have a
proper word to describe her.  There is no word to describe a woman
who loves and craves sex that isn't derogatory in some way.  Men can
be studs and players, Lotharios and playboys.  Women are sluts or
whores.  We need a word.

All I can say is, my
wife had become a woman who loved sex, and I could not have been
happier.

Without fanfare, Keith
came over and knelt before my wife.  “You look so fucking
delicious, Jennifer.”

“Go ahead and taste,”
she said.

I could only imagine
how sexy my wife must have looked to Keith.  Her legs spread wide,
asking him to eat her out.  Without another word my friend went down
on her.  As soon as his tongue touched her sensitive flesh, she
arched her back and let out an intense moan.

“Did you come?” I
asked.

Jennifer had to catch
her breath before she could answer.  “A little.”

Keith continued to eat
her out.  From what I could see, looking down on him, he was working
his tongue all around her labia, flicking her clitoris and delving
deep into her hot wet pussy.  She was going to cum many more times
tonight.

While my friend
concentrated down below, I decided to enjoy my wife's other
treasures.  I slipped my arms under hers and mauled her breasts.  I
brought my fingers to her mouth and she licked them.  After they were
nice and wet, I went to work on her nipples, running circles round
her tight areolas and over her hard nipples.  I pinched them, hard. 
The quick flash of pain set my wife off again, her third orgasm of
the night.  One, I'm sure they heard in the living room.

“God damn, you guys
are good,” my wife said, after she came down.  “You two can
really make a woman cum.”

“Thanks,” I said.

Keith looked up from
between my wife's thighs and said, “Maybe, we'll have to team up on
Carmen next.”

“I'm game.”

Jennifer elbowed me in
the ribs, 'lovingly.'  “You're a riot,” she said to me before
looking down at Keith.  “I'll loan Michael out on one condition.”

“Really?” Keith
said.

“Really!?” I said.

“Yeah.  If I get to
watch.”  Before Keith could answer, my wife pushed his head back
down, encouraging him to continue.  He did and a short time later,
she grabbed my thighs and came again.  Not as loud as the last time,
but she obviously enjoyed it.

“I've gotta stop and
rest my tongue,” Keith said, pulling away and laying back.  He
looked kinda funny, prone on the floor, his cock sticking straight up
in the air.

“That looks too
inviting.” my wife said, and she moved to kneel beside my friend
and started sucking him off again.  Her ass was pointed back at me,
not by accident I'm sure.  Her labia was exposed, dark and engorged,
her pink slit was wet with her arousal.  I needed to have her, to
take her.

I knelt behind my wife
and rubbed my erection along her folds, teasing her with the tip,
tapping it up against her clit.

“Please fuck me,
Michael.  I need a cock in me.  Right now.”

She didn't have to ask
twice.  I lined myself up and easily slid all the way in, bumping my
balls agains her mound.  I started thrusting and Jennifer reached
between her legs and lightly ran her fingers across my sensitive
scrotum.  I got goosebumps on my balls when she did that.

Jennifer was a talented
multi-tasker.  She was able to keep on blowing Keith, rocking her
head up and down his shaft, while she played with me at the same
time.  I didn't doubt she was trying to manage us all coming
together.  That wasn't to be.

I felt a tingle in my
groin, a raw lust took hold of me as my climax approached.  I picked
up my pace and started pounding my wife with a force similar to last
week when I was imagining it was Carl fucking her.

This time, it was all
me.  I knew my wife loved me, even as I watched her suck another
man's dick.  I knew she would never cheat on me.

Right as I was about to
cum my wife's finger slipped back a little farther and she rubbed my
asshole.  She caught me by surprise, the sensation so intense, I
started coming in bursts, my semen shooting so far up inside my
wife's body I wouldn't have been surprised if she tasted it. 
Although, with Keith's cock in her mouth, she wouldn't have noticed.

She paused her blow job
when she felt me erupt inside her and concentrated on her own
pleasure as she pushed her ass back to meet my thrusts, milking my
cock for every drop of cum.

When I was done and she
was done, my wife collapsed forward onto Keith's body, her face just
a few inches from his.  The closeness caught them both by surprise. 
Keith moved first, lifting his head and grabbing my wife's shoulders
to pull her in for a kiss.  The kiss was passionate and full of
desire.  Their tongues dueling for supremacy, saliva, semen and my
wife's juices mingling into a cocktail of pure lust.

Despite seeing Keith
almost face fuck my wife, this kiss is what sparked renewed jealousy.
 It was the first time their lips touched this evening.  And it was
more intimate than anything else we had done.  He held her close,
lips mashed together, tongues exploring.  For the first time that
evening, I felt left out.

That feeling only
intensified when Keith rolled over and it was Jennifer on the floor
and our friend on top.  His hard body pressed against hers.  Their
chests squished together, still kissing with a wicked passion.  This
was obviously something they had both wanted to do for a very long
time.  There would be lots of questions later.

Keith's penis, fully
engorged, slick with pre-cum and my wife's saliva dangled perilously
close to her pussy.  Jennifer was open, lubricated with my semen,
ready for another cock to fill her.

It was so damn hot, I
was getting hard again.  I wasn't really sure I wanted to see my wife
fuck someone else, specially after that kiss.  Even though the
thought of it was erotic, I wasn't sure I could handle the actual
act.

Regardless, I did
nothing as Keith lined his cock up and prepared to enter Jennifer. 
It was my wife who paused the action, finally remembering it wasn't
her husband between her legs.

“Wait,” she said. 
Surprisingly, I felt a little disappointed that I wasn't going to
watch them fuck.  That didn't last long.

“Do you have a
condom?” she asked him.

The first thing I
thought was, she's on the pill why does he need a condom.  Then I
thought, she just wants to play it safe.  Then, a darker thought
invade, what if she stopped taking the pill.  What if she wanted to
have a kid, but didn't tell me

That thought scared me
the most.  Not that I didn't want kids, I did, eventually, I just
thought she and I would talk about it first.  Then I came to my
senses.  Jennifer would not make a big decision like that without
telling me, without my input.  I was just letting my jealous fears
run away with with.

She just wanted a
condom to be safe.  Unfortunately, condoms were about the only thing
we didn't stock up on, and it turned out Keith didn't have any on him
either.

Jennifer looked over at
me, pleading.  She so wanted to feel my best friend's thicker, and to
be honest, longer cock inside her.  She had the cutest, saddest,
puppy dog eyes, I just couldn't say no to anything she asked, even if
that anything was to let another man fuck her.

We had gone this far.

I nodded my head and
she smiled again, a sweet and loving smile meant only for me.

“You're the best
husband,” she said to me before turning her attention to the man on
top of her.  “Ok, forget the condom, but you can't come inside me. 
Only my husband gets to sow his seed in my womb.”

Jennifer could say the
sweetest things.  It was corny, but that made me feel much better
about what we were doing.

Keith, obviously,
agreed and Jennifer eagerly helped guide his erection inside her.  It
was more than weird, watching my wife take another man's cock into
her pussy.  He was only halfway in when my wife started moaning. 
Even though she was well lubricated with both my semen and her own
fluids, his girth was stretching her out in a way I hadn't been able
to.

I felt jealous about
that, about Keith being able to give my Jennifer a kind of pleasure I
just couldn't.

My friend started
moving back and forth, working his way in.

“Oh.  God.  Keith,
that feels.  Immense,” my wife said, her words broken up with his
forceful thrusts.  “I don't think.  I can.  Take it.  All.”  I
don't know if she really meant it, or she was just pushing my
buttons.  All I did know was that it was fucking hot.

“Yes, you can.”
Keith said, rubbing his pelvic bone against her clit.  “You already
have.”

Jennifer let out a soft
moan as he did.  Keith paused to let her pussy adjust to the new,
thicker dick that was inside her.  He wasn't thrusting but he kept
rocking his hips, sending waves of pleasure through her body.

They kissed again, slow
and tender, sharing the moment.

“You ready?” Keith
said, his voice so low I could barely hear it.

“Oh, God, yes,”
Jennifer said, a bit louder.

And with slow, long,
steady strokes, my best friend started fucking my wife.

“Oh, yes, please
don't stop,” my wife said.

“That feel good?”
Keith asked, picking up the pace.

“Yes, yes, yes.” my
wife said, every time he slammed into her.

“You enjoying it?”

“Yes, yes, yes.”

“Better than your
husband?”

“No! No! No!” 
Jennifer was enjoying the fucking she was getting, but she wouldn't
give Keith the satisfaction of humiliating me. I couldn't be
absolutely sure what the answer would have been if I wasn't there,
but I trusted my wife enough to know she believed it was true. 
Besides, she wouldn't be fucking him if I wasn't there.

Keith was fucking
Jennifer at a ferocious pace, his taut butt clenching with each
thrust.

“Oh shit, I'm
cumming.” my wife screamed as she arched her back and let out a
long, loud moan.  It was a sound I had never heard before, one that
came from being touch in places I couldn't reach.  She looked so
fucking beautiful, her chest pushed out, her strong legs wrapped
around her lover, her eye's closed tight, a few tear drops slowly
tracing lines down her beet red cheeks.

In that instant, while
Jennifer was still coming, Keith pulled out.

“FUCK, NO!” she
said, the void left by his vacating cock was almost unbearable.  If
he had asked, in that moment, I'm sure my wife would have insisted he
come inside her, as it was he didn't, so he settled for coming on
her.

Just seconds after he
pulled out, long pearly ropes of semen were shooting from his dick. 
Most landed in a puddle on Jennifer's tight stomach, a few hit her
breasts and I saw a drop or two actually drip down onto my wife's
labia.

She looked like a
goddamn porn star.  A beautiful porn star who just happened to be my
wife.

When he was finished,
Keith rolled over and collapsed on the floor next to my wife.  I
grabbed his underwear and threw them at him, then got some napkins
from our make-shift bar and went over to clean up the pools of cum on
Jennifer's body.

“You don't have to do
that?” she said, sitting up to help.

“Isn't that what a
good cuckold is suppose to do?” I didn't mean it to sound nasty but
it did.  I regretted the words as soon as they left my mouth.

“You aren't a
cuckold, dear,” my wife said.  “No one but you is ever going to
put a baby inside me.”

I leaned over and
kissed her hard.  I could always count on my wife to say just the
right thing.  Not always what I wanted to hear, but what I needed to
hear.  That's why I loved her.

Keith got dressed.  He
asked if he could crash out in the living room.  We said of course. 
He gave Jennifer another kiss, this time on the cheek.

“Thank you both for a
wonderful time.”

“I think we all
enjoyed it,” I said.  And I mostly believed it.  I had mixed
feelings about the actual fucking, but I could deal with those as
long as Jennifer was happy.

After Keith wandered
off to the living room, we cuddled on the mat, like we were before he
showed up.

“We okay?” my wife
asked.

“Yeah, pretty much.”

“Were you jealous? 
Watching us?”

“Oh, absolutely.”

“I'm sorry.  You
should have said something.  I would have stopped.”

I thought she might
have resented me if I asked her to stop.  And I really wasn't sure I
even wanted that.

“I didn't want you to
stop,” I said.

“But the jealousy?”

“I can't explain it,
Jen.  I loved watching you and Keith fuck.  It was like a holographic
porno tape.  Yes, I was jealous and hurt, but in a weird way that
made it better.  I'm sure a writer could put it in better terms, make
it sound poetic, but I can't.  All I know is, you have nothing to be
sorry about.”

“So, no regrets?”

“Well, I do have
one.”

“What?”

“That my cock isn't
as big as Keith's.  I can't make you feel as full as he can.”

“Michael, don't be
stupid.  My cunt is a very elastic muscle.  You fill me up just
fine.”

“Yeah, fine.”  I
wasn't fine but I wasn't going to argue.

“Besides, if you want
we'll go buy a nice big dildo you can use on me.”

I smiled.  Like I said,
Jennifer always knew just what to say.  I got up and blew out the
candles.

Darkness filled the
room and I started replaying everything that had happened.  The
wonderful blow job, watching my wife suck my friend's dick, holding
her while he made her come on his tongue.  Fuck her and watch her be
fucked.

All told, it was good.

“We gonna do this
again?” I asked my wife as I lay back beside her.

“Why? You wanna do it
again?”

“Maybe.”

“If it feels right.”

“So, we're not gonna
become swingers?”

“Uhm.  No,”
Jennifer said.  “We'll just play it by ear.”

“Maybe invite Carl
over for dinner and drinks sometime?”

My wife elbowed me in
the ribs.  “Don't even joke.  You're playing with fire there.”

I let the comment
slide.  “What about letting Keith and me do his girlfriend?”

Jennifer grabbed my
face and kissed me.  “Like I said earlier, only if I get to watch. 
Now, no more questions.  Get some sleep.”

That was all my wife
said to me that night.  She just rolled over and fell asleep.

I didn't know what the
future would bring.  Lots of questions from our friends out in the
living room, I was sure.  Some we'd answer, others we wouldn't.

One thing I was pretty
sure about.  This wasn't our last time inviting another player into
our bed.  We both enjoyed it, and neither of us seemed to have any
major hang-ups.

We both loved each
other and, in the end, that's all that matters.
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Things
We Do For Lust: To The Edge

A seminar in Las Vegas
created a perfect opportunity for Peter and Robin to mix business and
pleasure.  Peter would spend a few days in meetings, while Robin
relaxed at the pool - then at night they'd kick back and enjoy all
that Sin City had to offer.  Ending the week celebrating their
anniversary was just a bonus.

But, an unexpected
stroke of good fortune interrupts the happy couple's plans.  They win
a nice little jackpot, and the attention of a handsome stranger. 
Suddenly they find themselves celebrating with a man they hardly know
- someone both Robin and Peter find intriguing.

A
night of flirting and a day of seduction later finds the married
couple at a crossroads.  Will Robin be lured away by another man?  Or
will she be able to control her desires for a man other than Peter? 
Or maybe - something else.





Going
Down To Get Up (The Things We Do For Lust Bk 2)

A week in the fantasy
playground of Las Vegas left a permanent mark on Peter and Robin's
marriage.  She has a new job, a new boss and a new lover.  He has to
learn to deal with the situation, with a little help from some very
sexy friends.

Can love survive when
shared three ways?  Or will one heart have to give?

Sometimes
the only way to get up is to go down.





Zahara

Frank
Thompson, a successful author of erotic literature, has hit a wall. 
The words that used to spring forth from his pen – words that made
women sworn and men hard - are no longer flowing.  Now, his publisher
is demanding a new story, one that will return Frank to the top of
best-seller lists.  Frank promises himself he'll get the book
written, but first, he has to deal with his lovely new neighbor.
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