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Bachelor Party: My Wife Strips For The Billionaires
Before tonight, I was the only man who’d seen my wife’s naked body in the seven years we’d been together. The only hands that had been on her breasts had been mine, the only cock she’d taken, mine.
But that’s about to change… And all I can do is stare and pray this is some kind of nightmare. Though I have to admit, I’m fucking turned on by it, even as it’s killing me to see my wife ogled by a bunch of fit younger men. She’s on fire, vibrant and sexy. They want her, everyone in this room wants a taste of her, of course. They’d have to be blind or crazy not to.
Stella works the crowd like she was born to it, mischief and sex radiating from her as she unhooks her bra. Her audience cheers, hungry for more. She’s unhurried, lets the straps slide one by one down the soft curve of her shoulders.
Her hesitance is purely for show. Stella’s alive under all this attention, her inhibitions long gone. She’s a walking tease, turning her back on the audience and swaying her hips from side to side. The bra falls to the floor, and she turns as the music hits a crescendo.
Her tits are perfect, creamy-white with sensitive pink nipples that beg to be sucked on. Even though it’s hot in the room, they’re stiff and pert. Stella loves having her breasts played with, the rougher the better. She runs her hands slowly over her body, her wedding ring glinting in the stage lights.
She’s going to give these guys a show they’ll never forget, and I know I damn sure won’t either.
I watch as she writhes in delight, as her fingers dip below the elastic of her black panties and into her pussy. She’s so engrossed in her pleasure, in the show she’s putting on, that she’s forgotten that her own husband is right there in the room, seeing it all.
My pants are tight, my stomach full of lead. I can barely hear the bass of the music over my own pounding heart as Stella, my sweet, sexy, reformed party-girl wife, gets down on her knees. One of the men presents her with his cock, and her bright blue eyes sparkle with delight.
Is she really going to go through with this? Can I really watch and let it happen? How did it even come to this?
***
A few hours earlier…
The combined net worth of the guys in this room has to be enough to buy a country. Probably a couple. Several sons from the wealthiest families in the U S of A have gotten together on this fine evening to celebrate—or should that be commiserate—Theo Lightman’s upcoming nuptials to his young socialite fiancee. Not the kind of circles my wife and I usually move in, to my relief, and her chagrin. No, tonight’s special.
Stella, my wife, plans events like this. Admittedly, this is the first one with such high profile clientele. It’s supposed to be her big break; the one that’s going to land her more events attended by the rich and famous. I’m supportive, even if I’m coming off as flippant. Ensuring A-listers get the right flavor sorbet in their ice-cream cake isn’t my dream, but Stella loves everything about parties. And I love everything about Stella.
When her mixologist—I fucking hate that, by the way—called from a Tijuana jail cell an hour before the event was due to start, it had seemed like there would be no Tom Collinses for these poor little rich boys. Then Stella remembered the bar-tending classes I’d taken in college, when I’d been hoping to impress her. (It worked, by the way; our sixth anniversary had just passed and it was definitely my cocktail flair that sealed the deal.)
One look into those pleading baby-blues of hers had me donning this stupid uniform and practicing my flourishes. I’ll do anything to make Stella happy, and this event is all she’s been talking about for weeks. Months.
So I put on the shiny waistcoat and slick back my hair like I’m the 1950s poster boy for Brylcreem. I even have a little bow tie and sleeve garters. Stella cocks her head at me and tells me I’m so cute. Mildly humiliating, but I’ll take what I can get. I know she’s grateful, too. This is so important to her. For just one night, I can be the charming dork I was in my college bar-tending days. I can wait on senators sons and entrepreneurial young playboys. It’s just one night, after all. 
What’s the worst that could happen?
Stella looks gorgeous in her little black dress, and I’m hoping that I’m going to get a taste of what’s under it as a reward for being her knight in shining armor tonight.
I find her by the window in one of the hotel’s smaller function rooms. I close the doors to and snap the lock before I make my way over to her. She’s tapping furiously at her phone’s screen, her lips pressed into a tight line.
It should be my first clue that I’m not going to be getting into her panties any time soon, but in the words of Forrest Gump, I am not a smart man.
I place my hands on either side of Stella’s neck, kneading the tight muscles of her shoulders. She doesn’t seem to notice, not consciously, but she relaxes a fraction into my touch.
“This isn’t happening,” she says under her breath, her fingers still working swiftly over the screen of her phone. I bow my head, press my lips to where her neck and shoulder join. She smells like lilacs and honey, and I skate my palm up the outside of her thigh, lifting the velvety edge of her dress higher.
“Aidan!” she scolds me, brushing my hand away and staring daggers at me. “Does it look like a good time for that?”
I shrug.
“You seem stressed. I could relieve some of that tension for you,” I offer. The way she scoffs and shakes her head is a dent to my pride, and my self-confidence. I take a different tack and decide to rein in the advances for the moment, though I’m still hopeful. She looks fucking amazing, and I don’t know how I’ll fare having to see her in that revealing dress all night. It’s going to be late before we get to retire upstairs to the hotel room we’ve booked.
“What’s gone wrong now?”
Stella has been talking about the itinerary for today for long enough that I’ve pretty much memorized it, despite my disinterest. I check my watch; it’s only just gone five. Her band of bachelors isn’t due at the hotel for this portion of the entertainment until later.
“Gabriella’s not going to be here,”
“I’m sure the guys won’t miss having jugglers at their party, hon,” I say, knowing my tone is edging on condescending as soon as she rolls her eyes at me.
“That’s Isobella, and they’re fire performers, not jugglers,” she replies testily.
“So who’s Gabriella again?”
“The dancer,”
“Ah,” I say unhelpfully. “I’d offer to take on her role as well but… I doubt I’m their type,”
I was hoping for a smile at the very least, but Stella doesn’t even seem to hear. She’s in crisis mode.
“It’s going to be okay,” I tell her, “who needs dancers when you have… Fire performers,” 
My statement falls flat, and Stella’s look is withering.
“It’s a bachelor party, Aidan. What kind of bachelor party doesn’t have a strip tease? They specifically asked for girls. I can’t get anyone this short notice, I don’t know what I’m going to do,”
Despite her frustration, Stella was resilient. She would think of something, of that I was certain. I kissed her cheek.
“You can pull this off, hon. And I’ll be right there with you for moral support,” I say. Bullshit platitudes. She’s screwed. These guys want to see naked lady, that’s what this whole ritual revolves around. The rest of it is just preamble. I think she hears in my voice that I have my doubts, because she gets this look in her eyes that makes me feel queasy.
I know what she’s going to say the moment before she says it.
“I’ll do it,”
I can’t hide my dismay. I don’t even try to.
“You’ll do what?” 
She can’t be serious.
“I’ll put on a strip-tease.” There isn’t a hint of uncertainty to it, just determination.
“What? You can’t mean that,” my voice is thin. Stella nods her head, lost in thought. Working out logistics.
“I need you to go out and pick an outfit. Something sexy, with a garter belt and suspenders,” she reels off.
“Stella…” I don’t know how to finish my sentence. My instinct is to say no, just say no, and keep saying no. To put my god damn foot down for once, and screw the ‘you’re not being supportive’ huffing and sighing. But that message hasn’t been delivered to my cock, which has taken a decided interest in the idea Stella has pitched.
“Don’t you think I’m beautiful enough or something?” she asks. It’s a textbook deflection and I fall for it like a chump.
“Of course you are, hon,”
I’m not just being socially aware in saying this, either. Yes, being raised by two bossy older sisters and an overworked single mom had taught me the hard and fast way that there was only one correct answer to a question like that. But even so, objectively speaking, Stella is off-the-charts hot. She has a naturally pouty mouth, big baby blue eyes framed by thick lashes. She’s petite, but her curves are dramatic. I loved being able to grab her ass while we made love, her ample tits rubbing against my face, her nipples eager for my tongue’s attention.
Fuck, I’m hard. The last thing I need is for her to notice that right now.
“What?” I ask, realizing that she’s been talking and I’ve just been ogling her, imagining her in something much skimpier than the sexy, clinging dress she’s wearing. Imagining how my dick felt, inching into her juicy pussy. Get a grip, Aidan.
“I said I’ve written down the address for a lingerie store I looked up online. Just hand this to the sales clerk, okay?”
I take the piece of paper she’s written down specifications on, feeling a mixture of emotions. I’d be irked that she apparently didn’t even trust my taste in this and was making me involve a third party, but the flutter of excitement and dread is too heavy to be broken through by something as trivial as annoyance.
“I’m not sure how I feel about you baring yourself to a bunch of strange men, Stel,” I venture apprehensively. My wife waves away my concerns with a dismissive gesture.
“I’ll keep looking for an alternative, I might not have to do it. Can you please just go and do this for me, Aidan?”
I fold the piece of paper and stick it in my back pocket with a sigh.
“It’s not like I want to!” she calls after me as I go.
***
It’s a relief to be out of the hotel. Stella’s focus on making everything perfect has created a lot of tension. It’s just another reminder of how much she’s got riding on this. How important it is to her that things go without a hitch.
I drive to the address she’s given me, trying not to think of her slinking on stage like Jessica Rabbit in nothing but the outfit I’m about to purchase. I’m starting to sweat a little as I consider the fact she might not find anyone else to do the job. I steadfastly ignore how hard my cock is straining against my pants. I hope the saleswoman doesn’t notice.
She’s a perky young thing with pierced eyebrows and bubblegum-colored hair, and I feel like a pervert asking for her help. To her credit, she takes it all in her stride.
“It’s for my wife,” I blurt, following her as she leads me to the section of the store with displays of lingerie. Shut up, Aidan, I think, she doesn’t need to know.
“Sure,” she replies with a little smirk. I don’t know what the description that Stella has written down means, but the clerk does. She flips through different skimpy outfits on the rack, setting a selection aside.
“All of these match the request. Which do you like best?”
“Well it doesn’t really matter what I think,” I say, without thinking how that will sound aloud. I catch myself too late, and clear my throat. To her credit, the woman doesn’t even flinch. I figure she’s seen some weird shit, working in a place like this. I tell myself that repeatedly, as a matter of fact, hoping it will make the heat dissipate from my face more quickly.
I point to the black set and shove my hands deep into my pockets, discretely repositioning my cock in a way that—I hope—makes my erection less apparent. The items are bagged up and I pay on my card, wishing I had cash so there wasn’t a paper trail. It’s a dumb thought, but I can’t shake the heavy feeling that I’m doing something bad. Something I’m going to regret.
The idea of someone we know finding out about this makes my stomach ache. I can’t decide if I’m proud to have landed a wife hot enough to moonlight as a stripper in a pinch, or if I just want to wake up from this weird dream.
‘They’re just going to look,’ I think to myself, ‘that’s it. That’s not so bad, is it? It’s not like they’re going to touch her. I give an involuntary shudder, and don’t let myself dwell on why I’m still pitching a tent in my pants.
Stella sends me a text asking me where I am, and telling me to hurry back as soon as possible. I swear under my breath, thank the store clerk for her help, and grab the paper bag with my purchases in before dashing back to the car.
I glance down at the message Stella sent me a second time.
‘I need you to help me get ready, get back here!! X’ 
I check my watch, and it feels like there’s a boulder pressing down on my chest. It’s too late to have found anyone else to stand in as a dancer for the party. And my wife is going to go through with being the stand in. Not only that, but I have to help her get ready, and then stand and look on while she parades herself in front of a group of men…
I know I’m dreading it, so why am I finding myself so turned on?
There’s no time to over analyze it.
***
“What do you think?” Stella asks.
I practically have to pick my jaw up off of the floor.
“Is that really the outfit I picked out?” I ask, my voice rasping. Laughter and jeering bleeds in through the walls from the room beyond. The room where, in less than ten minutes, a group of excited and virile young men are going to see my wife on display for their entertainment. The sound of them in full swing makes me think of animals at feeding time. I tried to talk Stella out of it, worried that she’d force herself out there and fall apart thanks to the pressure she’d put herself under. But she’d insisted. And her eyes had sparkled with… something.
My head was swimming with cocktail recipes and drinks orders, and I barely got a moment’s rest to pause and think about it. All I knew was a sense of mounting dread that, if I dwelled on, really felt more like excitement.
“Yes, so, what do you think?” she repeats, hands on her hips now.
I have no fucking idea what the right answer to that question is. My cock is throbbing as my eyes roam over her body. The bra pushes her breasts up and out, the thin fabric giving away the outline of her nipples beneath. The tiny g-string covers her pussy, just about. She has on a pair of heels that boost her height so she’s almost as tall as I am, tied at the ankle with thick black ribbon. They make her stand on her tippy-toes, and I don’t know how she does it, but she sashays over to me with grace. Every movement oozes sex appeal.
I blink at her, shake my head like I’m trying to snap out of a trance. Her lids are heavy, her expression sultry. One side of her mouth quirks up, and the spike of desire I have for her borders on painful. For a split-second, I manage to forget that she’s not dressed up like that for me. She looks like the wild, uninhibited party-girl she’d been back in college. Before she’d met me, and before I’d made an honest woman out of her.
“Where did you get those shoes?” I say, instead of what I should have said, which is literally anything else.
Stella rolls her eyes, pouts a little. Fuck, she’s sexy. I think of bending her over in those sexy clear heels and pushing her g-string to one side, sinking my throbbing cock into her slutty little pussy. Slutty? I can’t help thinking of her that way when she looks like that. Not just her outfit, but her confidence, her whole aura is different.
But I can’t get past the shoes.
“Did you plan this?” I ask, knowing I sound nuts. I saw how stressed she was about Gabriella leaving her in the lurch. But Stella smiles and it’s more of a smirk, and my stomach twists. I’m still rock hard, though.
“Don’t be mad,” she says, “Gabriella’s girlfriend runs a pole fitness class at the gym. I switched to it instead of pilates a few months ago,”
I digest this new information for a few seconds, aware that I’m supposed to be out on the front lines serving drinks, and that the sound of the entertainment winding up out there only heralds it being time for Stella to put on her show.
“Why would I be mad about that? It’s not like you deliberately set out to dance for tonight, is it?” I ask, and it’s not entirely rhetorical. She shakes her head, her curls bouncing gently against her cheeks.
“No, it’s just a hobby! But it does kind of… turn me on. The idea of it,” she confesses, a smile gracing her lips again. “It’s sort of a fantasy of mine… Having a bunch of men all worked up for me, being the center of attention,”
The admission hits me right below the belt, and before it can sink in, the sound of whoops and whistles from next door rises. Stella’s eyes widen, and she shoos me toward the door.
“Go make sure they have enough drinks,” she instructs. And that’s that. As much as I’d like to tell her to stop, wait, and let me talk this through with her—because I’m not comfortable with what’s transpiring and we need to clear the air—the moment’s gone.
***
The evening must have started out with a dozen men, maybe a handful more than that, all in tailored tuxes and various states of dishevelment, filling up the tables. Now it’s time for what they’ve all been waiting for.
I take a moment to breathe in deep, ignoring the whistle of one particularly obnoxious rich-boy while I pour myself a scotch. It must be a triple, my hands are trembling badly when I pour it. I keep repeating to myself ‘they’re only going to look’, but part of me already knows that’s not true. The excitement in Stella’s eyes, the flush on her skin when she’d spoken of having fantasies. I barely feel the whisky hitting my stomach, the burn of the alcohol is nothing compared to the burn in my chest.
“Excuse me, I shouldn’t have to talk to you before you acknowledge I need a refill over here,” the douchebag says, his voice raised to be audible over the thumping music. It’s aimed at me. God knows how long he’s been trying to signal me for, I’m lost in thought. 
“Coming right up, sir,” I say, hating myself a little for automatically deferring to him.
His buddies snicker, leading me to deduce he’s one of the more alpha males of the pack. He’s not the groom-to-be, though he might be the best man. Definitely one of the wedding party.
I recognize the guy who’s getting married, though I’ve never seen him in the flesh before tonight. Theo Lightman. He’s on magazine covers, always being snapped by the paparazzi while he steps out on his long-suffering fiancee. Guys like this have women throwing themselves at them, and I know what they’re going to expect from Stella. They’ll think they can do whatever they want, that her body is just one more thing they’re entitled to in this world.
I finish making up another round of drinks and load them onto a tray. I’m not looking forward to the reception I’ll get, but it turns out it’s the least of my worries.
The music changes, morphs into something lighter, sexier. There’s the snare of drums and the suggestive oscillation of a saxophone to it, and my heart starts to race. My hands are sweating, I have to grip tightly to the serving platter I’m carrying. Dropping it is a real concern.
I don’t let myself look over as Stella walks out into view. The catcalls and whistles ripple through the crowd and I can’t seem to get enough air into my lungs.
“Ho-lee shit, check out those tits,” the douchebag says. I can feel the sweat pricking across my shoulders, warmth rushing to my skin. And that tightness in my pants that’s getting all too familiar today.
“That’s right honey, take it off, take it all off,” the man beside him says, prompting another round of whistles from the main table. I place down their drinks utterly unnoticed. There isn’t a man in the room who isn’t transfixed by my wife as she dances.
Finally, I look myself.
At first I can hardly even recognize her. Stella has always been confident, for as long as I’ve known her she’s had that raw, sexy charisma that truly self-assured women have. But the energy that she moves with tonight is so much more than that.
The air is infused with it, as she moves her hips and sways her body in time to the music. She teases at first, giving just a taste of what’s to come as she moves her ass, bares one shoulder, then the other.
The calls for more, the boisterous comments that the men make about what they want to do to her - Stella seems to rise on it like a kite in an updraft. Her eyes sparkle, her lips downturned in a sultry, playful pout. She’s so close to naked, her tits exposed for all to see. Her nipples are like pink pearls.
None of the guys have touched their drinks, too engrossed in the show my wife is putting on for them. I have to stay nearby in case they want something else, though. That’s what I tell myself, anyway. Somehow, hearing their lecherous comments as they watch Stella do her thing is… It’s turning me on. I should want to punch every one of them — and I kind of do, but not because they’re turned on at the sight of my wife, not because they’re loudly declaring what they’d like to do with her, to her…
Stella’s stage set is almost up, and I’m not sure what’s going to happen after that. I sure know what these guys would like… 
I’m expecting her to head off stage and back into the room where she’d gotten ready, show’s over, thanks and goodnight… But a new song starts, and Stella draws closer to the wedding party table with a sexy sway in every perfectly measured step. I try to catch her eye, but I’m invisible. She’s got her sights locked onto Theo.
That desperate mantra I’d repeated about how they were only going to look is obliterated in an instant. His hands are on her as soon as she’s close enough to touch, pulling her into his lap. I can’t help drawing comparisons between us; he is broad, muscular, tanned. Right off the pages of a fashion magazine, with his stylishly messy hair and razor sharp grin.
I briefly envision myself socking the guy, saying something assertive like ‘Get your hands off my wife, pal’, then carrying Stella off, caveman-style, to reassert my claim to her. The image quickly morphs, so that Theo is the one claiming my wife.
She looks so into it, her smile radiant as the stranger’s hands skate along the outside of her thighs to rest lightly on her bare hips as she sways them. She dances in perfect time to the rhythm of the music, and I’m amazed by her hidden talents. I’m jealous that it’s some other guy getting to experience it, but have to admit that the view is damn good.
“Let me see that ass, baby,” he requests, his voice rich. For all the hollering and all the lewd remarks they’d made when Stella wasn’t in earshot, they’ve at least toned it down now that she can hear them. Stella gives him what he asks for, turning around. She tosses her curls and looks over her shoulder at him, biting her lip in a parody of coquettishness as she bends forward.
“You’re a bad girl, aren’t you?” he says, with wicked smirk. Stella nods, her eyes big and innocent. The crack that his palm makes as it connects with her ass makes me jump as if it was me that just got spanked, not my wife. Stella’s coo of pleasure hits me hard, leaving me breathless and impossibly turned on. I can’t believe the arrogance, that he’d just put his hands on her this way. I’m more betrayed by how my wife lights up though, desire flaring in her eyes as she wiggles her ass some more. Inviting another spank.
Theo gives her what she wants, landing another smack on the globe of her ass while his buddies whistle and whoop. He strokes over the spot on her skin thats started to go pink in the shape of his handprint, soothing away the sting. Stella is completely lost in her role, gyrating her hips and grinding her ass back into him. I don’t think I can breathe as it is, and then I notice his erection. It’s huge. 
Stella notices too, her eyes flying open and turning smoky with lust. She rubs herself against him like she’s in heat, and he takes hold of her around the waist and pulls her so that she’s flush against him. My heart is going to explode. It’s way past the point of inappropriate, and yet neither of us have called it off. Am I too much of a coward? The dull, neglected ache in my groin says no. At least, it’s not just that. 
I want to see what happens.
I want to see how far my wife is going to go. And everything about her body language and the way she looks tells me she’s loving every minute of this. Living out her fantasy. I love her. I just want her to be happy. All of this has been about making her happy, after all. I’ve come this far.
Theo’s hand drifts lower, his arm curls over her thigh as he reaches down to stroke the soft skin at the edge of her panties. His touch drifts between her legs, the thin silk of her underwear the only barrier keeping the pads of his fingertips from being in direct contact with her clit. I can only imagine how hot she is right now. My cock twitches, and I know if my wife looked at me right now she’d see pure, tortured longing in my eyes.
But Stella doesn’t look my way. I think she’s forgotten I’m even in the room. She’s dancing just for him. At least, until the douchebag gives another loud whistle, and draws Stella’s attention. She wags her finger at him, as if to say wait your turn, and Theo leans in close, sweeping her hair aside with one hand so that he can press his nose against her neck and inhale. Stella’s eyes flutter closed, and I see the gooseflesh erupt across her skin as his touch ignites her desire.
I can’t speak, my throat is too constricted. I have nothing to say anyway.
Whatever he says to her, Stella nods her assent. She stands, and he gives her ass another whack for good measure. Stella giggles, and then sets her focus on the douchebag. He has a name, of course, and Theo kindly supplies it.
“Don’t say I never do anything for you, Logan,” Theo grins, as my wife treats the best man to the same sensual dance she’d offered the groom-to-be. My mouth goes completely dry, as guy number two squeezes my wife’s ass brazenly. His fingers dig into her flesh as he lifts his pelvis, thrusting up as she grinds down against his crotch. If not for the thin scrap of her panties and his clothes acting as a barrier, they’d be fucking. There was no other word to describe the lewd motions of their bodies rocking together like that.
My cock is straining against my pants, which have never felt so tight and restrictive in my life. I can feel pre-cum leaking from my tip, I’m so turned on by what I’m seeing. I know she’s fantasized about exactly this, I can see it in the way she acts and plays her part. Like she’s thought of it often. I’m confused; hurt that she never told me until it was too late for me to agree to it… And surprised at how into the idea I’m finding myself.
A third guy, as broad-shouldered and bronzed as the other two, catches Stella’s eye. His bow tie is loose around his neck, the buttons of his shirt open and displaying a glimpse of his muscular chest. When my wife meets his eye, he beckons her over. The electricity in the air is palpable. She goes to him, despite Logan squeezing her ass tightly in an effort to keep her attention on him.
I feel like I’m watching a siren at work, as she hypnotizes.
“James stealing your woman again, Logan?” Theo teases, prompting more laughter. Yeah, I know the feeling buddy, I thought, wincing.
Each new guy she approaches to dance for seems to take more and more liberties with her personal space. James leans forward as my wife thrusts her gorgeous breasts toward his face, and I watch in amazement as his tongue swirls around her left nipple, his fingers closing around the right. He licks her, and her head falls back, her hair cascading over her shoulders with the motion. My breath is coming in hard, tight pulls as my heart pounds.
James pushes aside her g-string and begins to finger her without hesitation, without asking her permission. Like she even needs to say it with the way she’s climbing all over him. Stella rocks back and forth on his hand, all pretense of dancing gone. I look around and see that every man in the room is looking at my wife like wolves eyeing a rabbit.
James keeps his mouth fixed over my wife’s nipple and I see a flash of teeth as he grins, and I realize why he’s smiling as Stella’s moan breaks free. His fingers fucking her soaking wet pussy have pushed her into an orgasm, her legs trembling, her juices coating his hand.
All of these people just saw my wife cheat on me. For a second I think I might pass out, and I can’t look away as James offers his fingers to Stella for her to taste herself. She opens her mouth and takes him in all the way down to the knuckle, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks his fingers. The wedding party whoops, and Stella bats her lashes, as though that was her intended grand finale all along. 
I still haven’t recovered enough to react when Theo approaches her and hands her something, a note, a business card, I can’t quite tell. I’m on autopilot as I finish out the rest of the shift, feeling like I’ve been slapped every time the conversation turns to, as they had taken to referring to her, the banging sexy stripper that I’m definitely going to get to blow me later.
Cabs are called for the guests who didn’t opt to stay overnight at the hotel. I fetch coats and supply directions, still reeling.
I’m not sure what I’m going to say to Stella once we’re alone together, once this crazy, out-of-control night is through. I feel at once too hot and too cold whenever I replay her writhing, trembling with the force of her orgasm. Her cheeks had flushed, her eyes glazed over. I felt like every other time I’d seen her orgasm—made her orgasm—it had just been a light version of what I saw tonight. That had been the real deal. With one hand and five minutes, James had made my wife come better and harder than I had in seven years of practice, of learning to play her body like an instrument.
Stella isn’t in any of the rooms off the lobby. For a panicked moment, I expect to find her in the cloak room on her knees, servicing some random second-generation billionaire. Then I calm down, and realize she must be back up at our room.
I head up, and when I swipe the keycard through the door and it opens to reveal her sitting on the edge of the bed, I’m so relieved I could almost cry.
Then I see she’s holding whatever it was Lightman had handed to her. I get close enough to see that it is indeed a business card, and written on the back are the words; ‘Room 604, keep the heels x’
She’s twisted her hair up into a loose knot, curls that have escaped frame her beautiful face. She wears a mischievous look, no sign of regret or remorse. I wonder what she reads in my eyes when she meets them at last.
“He wants me to go up,” she says, not able—or willing—to hide her smile.
“Oh,” my throat is so dry that my voice rasps, “are you going to?”
I had expected to say something else. A protest of some sort. I’m angry. At least, I think I am. That seems like the appropriate response to something like this. Her skin is still flushed pink, and I know her well enough to read her excitement, her arousal.
“I want to, but I know what they’ll expect,”
“Yeah,” I nod. “It’s probably a bad idea,”
I’m reading from the script of things a husband is supposed to say, but I can’t deny my own curiosity. I had never seen her light up the way she had in front of those strangers, and it was exhilarating. What price is too steep to get to see that one more time?
“Maybe you could come with,” she suggests, arcing a brow. At once, my pulse speeds up. Stella has that look on her face that she gets whenever she’s trying to convince me of something, and I know she’s already made up her mind.
“And watch?” I wince.
“You seemed to enjoy the view earlier,” she says, smirking. So she had remembered I was part of her audience, then.
***
Fifteen minutes later and I’m standing outside the door of room 604, still in my stupid uniform, with Stella’s arm looped through mine. She’s practically vibrating with excitement.
I’d tried to lay down boundaries, but she’d dismissed every attempt with a flippant, let’s just see where things go!
It became abundantly clear to me that she was going, with or without me. I knew my imagination would put me through hell if I didn’t accompany her, besides which, I wanted to make sure she was safe.
It sounds like the party is still going on behind the hotel door. I can hear male voices, laughter, a champagne cork.
“Knock, honey. They won’t hear if I do it,” Stella instructs, and I’m sure it’s just a way to make me more complicit. But I do as I’m told, seeing no point in dragging out the inevitable.
The door swings open, and my face begins to flame as the douchebag—sorry, I should say Logan—fills the threshold. He grins at Stella, but squints at me.
“What is it?” someone, James maybe, calls from inside the room.
“Did someone order a sex goddess?” Logan shouts back. I guess that the bar for what’s classed as charming is pretty low, when your net worth is in the ten figure range. He reaches into the inside pocket of his rumpled tuxedo jacket and takes out a roll of bills, then begins to peel them off.
“Oh- I’m not…” I start, surprised as he attempts to tip me for delivering my wife to their suite. My face burns. Stella saves me, or damns me, I’m not sure which.
“No, silly, don’t tip him,” she laughs, smoothing her hand over one of his lapels. She grabs my wrist and yanks me over the threshold and into the room after her. “He’s my husband, and he wants to make sure that you boys play nice with me,”
Logan laughs. Hell, they all laugh, even Stella, though hers is more a nervous giggle. I can feel a bubble of hysterical laughter in my own chest, too, but I force it down. There’s three of them in the suite; James, Logan and Theo. It’s luxurious, and I expect one night in this room would cost me a month of my salary. Hopefully it isn’t going to cost me my marriage.
“I’m glad you came,” Theo says, smirking. It’s addressed at Stella, obviously, but he doesn’t seem perturbed by my presence either.
“Look at this place, it’s so impressive!” she coos, walking into the middle of the suite and turning around. It’s a great excuse to give them a view of every angle of her in that skimpy outfit.
“Just wait and see,” Theo chuckles. He’s warm and good-looking and I can understand why Stella is drawn in by his charm. She responds to him on a primal level.
“And just what’s that supposed to mean, mister?” she asks with a sultry pout. He takes her hand and leads her towards the other side of the suite, where the bedroom is. Meanwhile, James pours another glass of champagne and hands it to me. I accept it and say thank you too many times.
“Relax, man. Your wife is going to love this,” he says, winks, then unbuttons his shirt the rest of the way. I grip my glass harder, hoping to mask that my hands are shaky. Stella’s gasp and delighted squeal pierces me, and I make my way after her and Theo, with James and Logan following behind me.
The main bedroom has a recess in the wall at the foot of the bed, with a direct view into the biggest shower I’ve ever seen. All five of us could stand and shower in there, easily. Or four of us could, while one watched from the bed…
Theo has one arm braced against the bedroom wall, and he’s whispering in Stella’s ear again. His fingers play with a loose strand of her hair, and her eyelids flutter closed in response to whatever he’s telling her.
“How about a private dance, baby?” Logan says, champagne bottle in one hand and a small remote in the other. With the press of a button, music starts to filter in through unseen speakers. The lights dim. This is really happening.
Logan drops down onto the enormous bed and slaps his thigh in invitation. Stella gives a coy smile that’s all tease. She lifts her arms slowly, takes confident strides towards him, and begins to dance. Her palms rest against her hips, and she moves her ass like a pro in time with the music. Her dance is more intimate here, and the air is crackling with anticipation.
I hear a zipper go, and watch as Logan takes his dick out. He’s stroking himself as he enjoys the show, and from Stella’s grin, she’s far from offended by his actions. The other two watch, Theo with his hands in his pockets and James palming the bulge in his pants.
I feel a little claustrophobic as I realize there’s no getting out of this now, and there’s no going back.
James crosses the room and lies back on the bed, beckoning Stella over. She abandons Logan in order to go to him, for the second time tonight. It’s a running joke between them, clearly, as James grins and Logan gives an exaggerated groan.
Theo prowls around to the other side of the bed, and the three hulking men close in on my wife. My palms are damp with sweat, and the idea that anyone could find out about tonight makes me feel like I’m looking off of the edge of a tall building. But I can’t stop it, even if I wanted to.
James unzips his suit pants and smiles wickedly at Stella, offering his cock for her attention. He’s big, and unless Stella’s been taking more classes behind my back, I don’t see how she’s going to be able to handle his size. Her hand can barely close around the massive girth of his shaft, and her eyes are wide. Her mouth makes a perfect, inviting ‘o’ shape, and James lifts his hips in invitation.
I swallow, trying to dislodge the lump in my throat, as Stella’s lips wrap around the throbbing head of his erection. James’ head falls back, a sigh of pleasure escaping him. I watch Stella’s tongue swirl back and forth, first over the tip of his rod and then down towards his balls. She’s getting his cock as slick and lubed up as she can, ready to try and swallow it down. I almost groan, and I can feel the pre-cum leaking from my own cock, forming a wet spot on my boxer-briefs.
While Stella goes down on James, Logan crawls across the bed toward them. He slides Stella’s g-string to the side and dips his fingers into her pussy, groaning again. This time its with longing rather than frustration, and I can see that her thighs are wet with her arousal.
“Let me taste that sweet pussy,” he says, tearing off her panties with a sudden jerk. Stella eagerly sticks her ass out to him in offering, and my stomach clenches at the way she moans around James’ cock. Logan is the slightest built of the three guys, but he’s still pretty fucking ripped, and the muscles in his back ripple as he eats my wife’s pussy and ass. He grabs handfuls of her round ass-cheeks and kneads, encouraging her to rock back and fuck herself on his tongue.
For a moment, I think that maybe Theo’s just going to watch and sit this one out. Maybe the rumors of his playboy antics have been greatly exaggerated, and he’s changing his ways what with being soon-to-be-married… But then I glance over and see he’s quietly removing his clothes. He presses a button on the panel by the glass pane in the wall, and the shower in the next room starts up.
James is too absorbed in watching his cock disappear into Stella’s willing mouth to notice anything else, his jaw tight like it is taking every iota of self control he has to stop himself from blowing his load down her throat. Fuck, when did my wife become such a pro at sucking cock? My own dick aches for attention, but I don’t dare to pay it any. I’m close to coming in my pants already.
“I think it’s time to get you clean, dirty girl,” Theo purrs, snagging the ponytail holder from Stella’s hair so that her curls tumble free. His hand fists in her hair and he tugs, not hard, but hard enough to shock me. I’ve never been so… dominant? I guess that’s the word. Stella seems to relish in it though, and James’ cock leaves her mouth with an audible pop!
Theo crushes her against his body, the hot steel bar of his cock pressing insistently into her abdomen. Stella’s nails rake over his shoulders and leave marks as he kisses her intensely, then lifts her up. My wife wraps her legs around the billionaire’s waist and giggles with delight as he carries her effortlessly towards the shower, while his friends scramble to keep up.
By the time they’ve shed their remaining clothing, Theo has Stella in the shower with her tits pressed up against the glass. He pushes her thighs apart with one knee from behind, and lines his cock up against her slit. I’m just sitting there on the bed, my heart pounding and my cock throbbing. I see the exact moment he plunges his thick cock into her cunt. It’s like something has melted inside of Stella, and she’s powerless to resist. I can hear everything, too; Stella’s gasps, the slap of wet, hard bodies thrusting together, the masculine grunts.
Logan lavishes my wife’s breasts with attention, dipping his head to flick his tongue over her hard pink nipples. He pinches them until she cries out, but it’s not the kind of sound that says stop. No, she’s climaxing from how they’re treating her, using her. She comes so hard that her legs are weak, and James helps Theo keep her upright until she’s steady again. Theo’s cock is still buried inside of her, his arms wrapped tight around her waist. James rubs his dick against Stella’s clit, up and down her pussy lips, and as she relaxes, Theo’s hands slide down to her ass. The two men lift her legs, so her pussy is bared for James while Theo is still in her. I can hardly breathe and my eyes flicker to Stella’s face, searching for any sense of discomfort as the second cock pushes into her.
She’s flushed, panting, but in ecstasy. I can’t believe she’s taking James’ huge cock, with another one already deep inside of her. It occurs to me that my average-sized dick is going to be nothing but disappointment for her after tonight, and my heart cracks. Fuck, she’s beautiful though, her head thrown back as James inches deeper, almost down to the hilt now.
Logan still sucks on her breasts, alternating which one he pays attention to. Every once in a while, he’ll give a slap to her tits or her ass that echoes in the shower. Every time, it makes Stella bite her lip and stifle a moan. I wonder if I’d been rougher, more assertive in the bedroom before tonight, could all this have been averted? Then the thought vanishes, all thoughts do, in fact, because my wife’s married pussy is being fucked by two well-hung men at once, and it is the single most erotic sight I’ve ever seen.
“Fuck that’s tight,” Theo says through gritted teeth. James nods his agreement, and Stella moans.
My hands shake as I pull down my zipper and free my cock. The relief of not being strangled by my clothes any longer is almost enough in itself to make me come right there, but I manage to hold out. Between them, they both fuck her at the same time. James drives in with the most force, almost finished off by the blowjob my wife gave him earlier. It isn’t long before his body tenses, the muscles in his neck taut.
“Gonna cum,” he grunts.
“Yes!” Stella gasps, her nails digging into his shoulders. I’m glad I’m already sitting down, because my legs are pretty much numb as I watch James piston his hips, see his huge cock splitting open her pussy and forcing his come out of her with every thrust. It tracks down her thighs, swirls down the drain in the hot, pounding water.
I can hear the blood rushing through my ears as it hits me. Another man just came inside my wife. And so would two more, before the night was over. The water shuts off, and they carry Stella back over to the bed after a quick towel down. Logan laughs when he sees my dick in my hand - though I’m not stroking myself off. It would be over way too fast. 
His attention is soon drawn back to Stella, as he reclines on the bed.
“Climb aboard, honey,” he urges. She looks at Theo for permission, not me. He nods, and she crawls over to Logan.
“Turn and face me,” Theo instructs. Stella obeys, her knees either side of Logan’s waist. With Theo’s help to balance, she lowers herself down onto Logan’s cock. It hits me hard as I realize his cock is inching into my wife’s virgin asshole. We’ve never had anal before, though I hinted at wanting to try it on more than one occasion. I’m sure my wife noticed those hints I’d been dropping, too, but she’d never picked one up. I thought she wasn’t interested, but maybe it’s just that she wasn’t interested with me. She sure seems to enjoy how it feels right now, her ass stuffed with a stranger’s cock while another stands with his barely an inch from her face.
Theo’s fingers slide through her hair, giving something to hold onto as he guides her head back and forth on his dick, controlling the pace.
“Mmm,” she says with her mouth halfway down his shaft, her lips stretched to accommodate his size. Her eyes open halfway, and she looks at me. I’ve never seen her so turned on, slowly grinding her hips down just like she had done when she was dancing, only this time a man’s cock is plunging into her pink asshole.
Theo fucks my wife’s mouth, that’s really the only way to describe what he’s doing. His pelvis jerks with sharp thrusts, and Stella slurps and sucks as his member goes down her throat. Her breasts bounce and I move closer, wanting to reach out and touch them, cup them in my hands and feel how they jiggle as she takes two men’s cocks.
Before I get the chance to touch her, Theo pulls out. Strings of saliva stretch from the tip of his cock to my wife’s chin, and she pants to catch her breath, running the back of her hand across her prettily swollen mouth. He guides her back, and Logan holds her steady on top of him with his hands at her hips. I can see when she realizes what’s about to happen, her skin flushes with heat. I can’t even imagine how hot and wet her pussy must be right now. I want to find out, but I won’t get to.
Theo gets that honor. He mounts Stella, slides his cock into her needy heat in one swift, deep thrust that makes her eyes slam shut and her body shake.
“She’s coming dude,” Logan says. For a second I think they might high-five one another. Stella’s moaning loudly, I’m sure they can her how well she’s being fucked three floors down. Theo fucks Stella through her first orgasm right into a second one, his pace rhythmic and deep, every thrust driving her down onto the cock in her ass.
I can’t take it anymore. I pump my dick in my hand, my balls already tight. It only takes a dozen strokes, not even that, before I’m cumming hard, harder than I’ve ever done before. My cock twitches with every pulse of pleasure. 
Catching my breath, I watch as the two guys continue to fuck my wife. I’ve never seen her let go so completely, her hair disheveled, her eyes half-closed with pleasure. She shatters one last time, and the way her pussy walls clench around Theo’s cock pushes him over the edge. Logan cums too, and I have never seen my wife look so blissful as when she’s being filled up by strangers.
I’m hard, even though my dick is way too sensitive for me to be able to get off again. I wish I could thrust into her pussy, feel the evidence of her infidelity slick and wet around my cock. Maybe next time? I think, and immediately mentally cringe. Again? Would we go through this again? The thought doesn’t exactly upset me, to my dismay. The worst thing about tonight, aside from not getting to feel how well-used my wife’s cunt was, had been the occasional intrusive worry that someone might find out… But the actual reality that my wife had cheated on me didn’t change anything about how I felt about her. I still loved her. Maybe even a little more than before, if that was possible.
***
I watch my wife over the rim of my coffee cup. She flips excitedly through the latest celebrity magazine until she gets to the section she’s looking for.
“Her dress is divine. Look, honey,” she says, beckoning me over. I set my cup down and cross the kitchen, leaning over her shoulder. She bares her neck, combing her hair over to one side. She smells amazing, like roses. She taps the glossy page in front of her and I follow her movement. Mr and Mrs Lightman are pictured on their wedding day. I don’t spare a glance for the beautiful bride, instead my eyes go straight to Theo and I remember how he’d looked with my wife’s pussy milking his cock.
Stella catches my eye, and I know she’s remembering the exact same thing as I am. That sexy, mischievous smile spreads across her lips and I kiss her. 
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