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		Chapter One

		

		"H oward, what on earth are you doing here?" Roger said.

		Roger is my boss and loves to lord over me at the office. I had hoped to have a nice holiday weekend without having to even think about work, but here he was, sitting down at the bar next to me and my wife, Elizabeth.

		"Having a drink, sir," I said. I cringed when I called him 'sir', we weren't at the office and I didn't really have to defer to him like this. It was just a habit I was in.

		My boss smiled and then offered his hand to my wife.

		"You must be the exquisite Elizabeth that Howard is always telling me about," he said.

		My wife blushed and took his hand. Instead of shaking, he raised her hand to his lips and gave it a light kiss.

		"Enchanté," he said with a hint of an accent.

		"Nice to meet you, too. Mr. Gale, right?"

		I rarely talked about my boss at home. I liked to keep my work and family life separate. My boss had a reputation as a horn dog. It was rumored he'd bedded more than a few office wives. I didn't want mine to be among them. That's why I was so disappointed when he popped up next to us.

		"Only if you work for me. You can call me Roger, if I can call you Liz."

		My wife smiled and said, "Of course."

		They proceeded to chat away while I tried hard to get a word in edgewise. While my boss monopolized my wife's attention, I ordered another stout. When the bartender came back with my beer, Roger asked him for a whiskey sour.

		"And another white wine for this sweet thing," he added, indicating my wife.

		I felt a stirring in my gut as the bartender, a tall white blond man, gave me a crooked smile. He seemed to notice something I was missing.

		"So, Howard, did you get the Smith documents done like I asked?"

		I was startled to be finally included in the conversation, even if the last thing I wanted to do on my holiday was to talk about work.

		"Mostly," I said. "I just need to make a few calls and collect some more data from the research division."

		"So, that would be a no."

		Roger snickered and my wife, to my chagrin, joined him.

		"I plan on finishing it up on Monday. Report's not due 'til Friday."

		"Due upstairs on Friday," my boss said, before taking a sip of his drink the bartender had just placed in front of him. "I expect it first thing Monday morning, so I can go over it, before passing it along to the bosses."

		So that you can change a few words and take credit for all my work, I wanted to say, but didn't.

		"I could go into the office tomorrow, call in a few favors from R&D and get it done for you," I said. I hoped he'd tell me he was joking and to have it to him by the end of Monday.

		"That sounds wonderful," he said as he went back to talking to Elizabeth. I was sure she'd be upset about me having to skip Sunday brunch. She didn't say anything in front of Roger, but I was sure I'd hear about it when we got back to the room.

		"I need to pee," I told my wife. I got up and left but neither of the two said anything to me. It was like I'd become a ghost.

		After taking a much-needed piss, I washed my hands and stared at myself in the mirror. What the actual hell was going on? How had my holiday become this nightmare? It was our last night at this swanky downtown hotel. I was hoping to make love to my wife that evening, sleeping in Sunday morning, and maybe getting home sometime in the afternoon and watch a few football games.

		That wasn't going to happen. Maybe I'd get a quickie, if I was lucky. Then off to bed so we could get up early, check out, then drop my wife off at home, before heading into the office to finish the fucking Smith report.

		I didn't know what to expect as I made my way back to the bar. I was happy to see my boss had left and my wife was sitting alone, finishing the wine he'd ordered for her.

		"So, that's my boss," I said as I sat back down.

		"He's not such an asshole," she said to me with a smile.

		"We'll, that's because he's sweet on you. I think he's a dick for making me work on Sunday."

		"Sweetheart, you should have finished the report before the long weekend."

		It felt weird, having my wife take my boss's side in this argument. But at least she wasn't mad at me for cutting our weekend short.

		I was wishing we'd actually gone out of town for the holiday, instead of just getting a couple nights at a local hotel.

		We finished our drinks and I asked the bartender for our tab. He told me it had been settled by Mr. Gale.

		"See, he's not such a bad guy," Elizabeth said. She finished her drink and we stood up to leave. I left the bartender a nice cash tip. He chuckled as he pocketed the fifty.

		In the elevator I caressed my wife's arm. I felt goosebumps run up her skin. And I swear I could smell her arousal.

		I was feeling good about my chances of getting lucky that night.

		In the room, I took a quick shower and when I came out, Elizabeth was tucked under the covers. She had her eyes shut and was snoring.

		I thought she was kidding around. I hoped she was kidding around.

		When I got under the covers, I found she was naked, like I was. She laughed as she rolled on top of me.

		"You thought I was going to leave you with blue balls, didn't you." She tickled me as we tossed around in the bed, like teenagers.

		"I was a little worried."

		"Come on sweetheart, you know I wouldn't do that to you. Plus, I'm horny, too."

		I ran my fingers through her pussy and discovered she was wet as an early morning lawn.

		"Fuck, what's gotten into you."

		"You, I hope," she said, but I could tell there was something missing in her reply. I didn't press her on it. Instead, I climbed on top of her and pressed my cock into her slit. Her fleshy petals opened for me like a fresh flower in the morning. My cock slid inside her with ease and we enjoyed a wonderful, if quick, fuck.

		Her moans of pleasure filled my ears and it wasn't too long before I erupted, shooting my load deep inside my wife.

		"Was it good for you?" my wife said as I pulled out.

		I reached down and ran my fingers through her lower lips, collecting a little of my cum. I showed it to her.

		"See?"

		She snatched my hand and licked the small dollop from my fingertips. "Yeah. I guess it was."

		I knew she hadn't climaxed, and I offered to go down on her, but she declined my offer. I was more than willing to eat her pussy, even after I'd fucked her, but she said that was dirty.

		So, after a short bit of cuddling, I rolled over and said good night.

		As I was falling asleep, I felt the mattress vibrate a little on my wife's side of the bed. She was masturbating.

		I lost consciousness before she came.
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		We woke up the next morning and after a quick breakfast, we checked out of the hotel. We didn't talk much on the drive home. I was still pissed at having to work on a Sunday, and Elizabeth was busy on her phone.

		I parked in the driveway and ran in to grab my briefcase. My wife gave me a quick kiss on the cheek as I made my way past her on the way out.

		"Love you," I said.

		"Me, too," she replied, her nose still buried in her phone.
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		My boss called me around noon.

		"You checking up on me, Mr. Gale?" I said when I picked up the phone.

		He laughed.

		"Sorry, 'bout making you finish the report on your day off," my boss said.

		I didn't believe him, but I kept my mouth shut.

		"It's just that this report is very important. And you're the only one I trust with it."

		It felt good to hear my boss's compliments, but I wished he'd make them in front of my co-workers, instead of always yelling at me.

		"That's nice to hear, " I said.

		"So, how long do you think you'll take?"

		"Well, if I don't get any more phone calls, I should wrap it up by three, if the R&D folks get back to me in the next two hours."

		"Tell you what, I'll call Matt and get him to light a fire under some asses."

		Matt was the Director of Research and Development, and one of Roger's golfing buddies.

		"That would be wonderful," I said.

		Thanks to my boss, I got what I needed a half hour later. I finished up the report and quickly emailed it to him before heading home.
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		Elizabeth had just stepped out of the shower when I arrived.

		"That was fast," she said. "I wasn't expecting you home until later."

		I stepped up and wrapped my arms around my naked wife.

		"Careful, I haven't dried off yet."

		"I like you wet."

		"Silly."

		We kissed. My wife's breath tasted minty.

		"You feel like spending the rest of the day in bed?" I asked, hopefully.

		"I would love to," Elizabeth replied, "but I don't think your boss would like that."

		"What?"

		"Yeah, he's taking us out for dinner. A way of saying 'thanks' for all the work you do."

		Fuck, I thought to myself. "I'd rather he let me spend the day alone with my wife."

		She called me silly, again, before sliding out of my grasp and into our walk-in closet. She picked out a nice green sundress and a matching set of undies.

		"Are you going to shower?" my wife asked while she got dressed.

		"No," I said. I'd already showered at the hotel.

		"Well, you should at least change into something nicer. He's taking us the Pierre's."

		Fuck, fuck, fuck. Pierre's was the new French bistro that opened up downtown and I was planning on taking my wife there for our anniversary.

		"What time are we supposed to be there?" I said as I took off my polo shirt and jeans.

		"He's having a limo pick us up at six."

		I looked at my watch, it read 3:30. "Hey, we still have over two hours. How about⁠—"

		"Before you say, have sex, no. I don't want to have to take another shower and be all wrinkly."

		"But—"

		"Howard."

		I knew better than to argue with my wife. Even if I won, I'd lose.

		Elizabeth spent the next two hours getting ready. It was more effort than she usually put into getting ready for our infrequent date nights. She really wanted to impress my boss. Which I figured was a good thing. If Roger liked my wife, maybe he'd treat me better at the office.

		My wife was helping me with my tie, when we heard a car honk in our driveway.

		"That must be our ride," my wife said.

		"I still wish we could stay home."

		"Come on, sweetheart. Enjoy the meal, on Roger, and act civilized. And when we get home, maybe you'll get lucky again."

		My wife grabbed my crotch and kissed me on the mouth, slipping her tongue between my lips.

		"I guess that will tide me over," I said as I adjusted my cock in my pants.

		Elizabeth chuckled.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Mr. Gale met us at the bar before having the maître d' take us to our table. Pierre's was beautiful. Lots of dark brown wood, white tablecloths and fancy silver settings. The place was busy, but we were seated in a corner, away from all the hustle and bustle.

		"We're not going to talk about business tonight, I promise," Roger said after our waiter had taken our drink order. "But I want to say, I looked over the Smith report and it looks great. I think the bigwigs will be impressed and that'll be good for everyone."

		I started to reply, but my boss waved a hand at me. "No, no more talking about work. We don't want to bore the lovely lady in our midst."

		I ignored the urge to roll my eyes. We talked about the weather and our holiday plans, and when the food arrived, we talked about that, before eating. During the meal, my boss divided his attention between me and Elizabeth. But when the dessert came, he focused mainly on my wife.

		"These beignets are as sweet as you are, Liz," my boss said, causing my wife to blush.

		"Roger, you're being silly," Elizabeth said.

		I cringed as my wife started flirting with my boss. It felt weird and yet just a little arousing. It was almost a continuation of what they started the night before.

		"Just speaking the truth, my dear," Roger said before dipping the small donut into a warm chocolate sauce and popping it into his mouth.

		I was surprised he didn't try to feed it to her. And I'm not sure what I would have done if he had.

		We continued chatting as we finished the dessert and the port that came after. My boss monopolized my wife's attention and I was left to watch.

		When the waiter came to ask if there was anything else we needed, Roger looked at his watch.

		"Oh my, where has the time gone?" He looked at Elizabeth. "I could sit and chat with you for hours." Then he turned to me and said, "Howard, shame on you for keeping your wonderful wife under wraps. She's a very special woman."

		"I know," was all I could spit out.

		"Well, I insist you bring her to the company holiday party, next month."

		Fuck.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Our company's parties were notorious for getting out of hand. They were held at the CEO's sprawling estate. And everyone knew, what happens at the parties stays at the parties. I wasn't planning on going, but now it would be hard to refuse.

		"Howard, why is this the first time we're going to one of your company's parties?" my wife asked.

		"Because my boss told me I had to go."

		"Ha. Ha. Very funny," she said. "You know it's a great place to network, you know, get into your boss's good graces."

		Like my boss wants to get into your panties, I didn't say. Instead, I told her I'd rather get together with friends and family - people we know and care about. She knows I pretty much hate everyone I work with. In fact, I'd been recently looking for a new job, with no luck.

		"Maybe you wouldn't have to find another job, if you got along better where you're at," Elizabeth said as we got ready for the party. "Roger told me you have a lot of potential; you just have to apply yourself more."

		I almost choked myself with the tie I was having trouble putting on.

		"How often do you talk to my boss?" I asked.

		"Only a few times, you silly man." Elizabeth slipped her dress over her head and let the sequined fabric cascade down her body. "What? Are you jealous of Roger?"

		I couldn't answer my wife's question. I was mesmerized by her beauty. The dress draped her body in teasing waves of green and turquoise. The neckline plunged down her chest, revealing her bountiful cleavage while teasing the eye with a hint of the luscious curves hidden from view.

		She laughed when I absentmindedly adjusted myself.

		She let me enjoy the view before repeating her question.

		"So, tell me, husband of mine, are you? Are you jealous of your boss?"

		I took a deep breath and slowly released it.

		"Should I be?"

		I mean, I was, just a little. Even though we'd only joined him on two occasions, it felt like he'd grabbed Elizabeth's interest in a way that both spooked and aroused me. I was jealous, but I didn't want to admit it right out to my wife. I didn’t know how she'd react.

		"You tell me," was her reply.

		"No," I lied, before adding, "maybe."

		She laughed again.

		"Well maybe it's a good thing you're not sure. I don’t want you taking me for granted."

		"Never," I said before giving her a kiss. She turned her head so my lips brushed her cheek instead of her lips.

		"Careful, don't want to ruin my lipstick so early in the evening."
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		The estate where the party was held sat on a small hill about a hundred yards back from the road. It was surrounded by a seven-foot-tall hedge on three sides, with a rustic stone wall running the length of the side facing the road. The gate was open when we arrived.

		I drove up the tree-lined driveway to the house where several valets stood, waiting to greet arrivals.

		I got out and handed the pale-skinned attendant who opened my door the keys, along with a twenty-dollar bill. He smiled and got into the driver's seat. I hurried to the other side of the car to help my wife, but not before another young man beat me to her. He was a tall black man, with tight curly hair and just a hint of a beard.

		I watched as my wife held out her hand to take his. She then stepped out of the car, flashing him a quick view of her lovely legs. I saw a devilish smile pass his lips, then quickly slip away.

		"Thank you," Elizabeth said.

		"All my pleasure," the young man said, and I was sure he meant it.

		I quickly took my wife's hand and led her toward the house.

		"This is quite some setup they have here," she said, pulling her wrap around her bare shoulders.

		We were greeted at the door by a young white blonde-haired woman. Like the rest of the staff, she wore a sharp black tuxedo. The women wore frilly white shirts with a dark red bow tie. The men had plain white shirts and green ties.

		"And you are?" the pretty blonde asked as we entered the foyer.

		"Howard and Elizabeth Allen," I said.

		The woman quickly scanned the list she had and then put a check mark next to our name.

		"Very good," she said, before pointing down the hall. "You can check your coat and wrap in the cloak room straight back."

		I was about to guide my wife past the blonde when she stopped us.

		"There's a note here that Mr. Gale would like to see you right away. I think you'll find him in the pool room."

		"Pool room?" my wife said. "But we didn't bring any bathing suits."

		The attendant gave a polite laugh. "Maybe I should have said billiards."

		We all chuckled and I thanked the woman, sliding a five-dollar-bill into her hand as I shook it.

		I took Elizabeth's wrap and gave it and my coat to the tall black woman in the cloak room. I took the ticket she offered me in return and we headed off to find my boss.

		After a little effort, we found the billiards room at the back of the mansion. We had to pass through the great room first. About two-dozen people milled about. Some standing around the large fireplace in the back, with a roaring blaze blasting heat throughout the room. Any furniture that might have been placed in the room had been taken away, creating a large dance floor that five couples were currently taking advantage of. A mix of popular and classic dance music filled the air. Sideboards ran along the inner wall, holding a large array of finger foods and beverages. The windows along the far wall offered a grand view of the estate's rolling hills.

		My wife suggested I grab us a plate while she picked up a couple of flutes of sparkling wine. We took our haul with us down a well-lit hallway, following the distinct clacking sound of ceramic balls colliding.

		The door was open. Roger was alone. He had just finished sinking the nine ball when we entered.

		"Elizabeth," my boss said, setting his cue stick against the table and giving my wife a quick kiss on the cheek. "So glad you could make it. Thanks."

		He took one of the champagne glasses from my wife's hand and took a sip.

		"I finished mine long ago, was just about to step out to get another."

		Roger set down his glass on the edge of the pool table and walked over to shake my free hand.

		"Howard, old boy. It's been quite a year hasn't it."

		"Sure," I said.

		Roger took the plate of food I had and guided my wife to a small high-top table against the wall.

		"You should get yourself a drink," he said to me as he set the plate of food down.

		Elizabeth gave me a waning smile. I didn't think she meant to get corralled by my boss, but it was probably inevitable. He had flirted with her both times we'd been with him, so it made sense he'd pick up right where he left off.

		My wife had almost finished her drink so I asked if she wanted a refill. Before she could answer, Roger chimed in.

		"How about you get all three of us another round?"

		I didn't point out that I hadn't even had a first round yet, instead, I kept my mouth shut and went off to get some more bubbly.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Ifound my way back to the grand hall and noticed a lot more people had shown up. I had to wait while guests mingled around the sideboards, some gathering up drinks and snacks but most just standing around chatting. It was rather rude.

		Before I was able to nudge my way to the champagne, I felt a hand on my shoulder.

		"Howard, you motherfucker," I heard a voice behind me say. I turned and saw an old co-worker.

		"Brandon!" I gave the large black man a hug. "How's Salt Lake treating you?"

		I used to share a desk with Brandon, until he moved on to a different company and I got my own office.

		"Pretty good. Sam says hi." Sam was Brandon's husband. "Where's your lovely wife?"

		"She's keeping Roger out of my hair."

		My friend gave a hearty laugh. "Yeah, I bet she is. If I were you I wouldn't leave her alone with him."

		"Brandon, I've worked with Mr. Gale much longer than you have. I know what he's capable of."

		"Yet you're here, talking with me, and not keeping an eye on him and Liz."

		"My wife can handle herself," I said, not sure if I really meant it.

		"Whatever," Brandon said.

		We chatted for a bit more, until I was able to grab three flutes of champagne. Brandon said he was going to be in town for a few more days and we made plans to meet up later.

		I made my way back to the pool room as fast as I could while not spilling any of our drinks. It almost came to naught when I found my boss wrapped around my wife's body.

		"Let me help you with that," he said.

		Elizabeth was leaning over the pool table. Roger was behind her, pressing his body against hers. The innocent explanation was that he was helping her line up a shot, since she had a pool cue in her hand, but the way he was pressing his hips against her butt, I was sure she could feel his cock through their clothing.

		"Thanks," she said.

		I cleared my throat. My wife looked toward me and froze. Roger guided her hand forward, completing the shot she had lined up. The cue ball hit the nine, sending it into the far corner pocket.

		Elizabeth thrust her hips back, pushing my boss away from her.

		"Thank you for the assistance," she said with a shy chuckle. She was acting like a naïve college co-ed at her first frat party. She came over to me and kissed my cheek as she took a glass of bubbly. "And thanks for the refill."

		I gave my boss his drink and couldn't help but notice the bulge in his pants. I'm sure my wife must have felt it when he was pressed against her. The thought of his shaft rubbing against her ass sent a shiver up my spine and caused my own penis to tingle.

		What the fuck was happening?

		"Thanks, Howard," my boss said. He took a sip and started gathering the balls from the pockets. "Did you want next?"

		"Am I playing you or my wife?"

		"Well, we didn't get to finish our game, so you pick."

		I looked toward Elizabeth. She was munching on crackers and cheese. "I'll pass," she said.

		"Great," Roger said, clapping his hands. "You want to break?"

		"Sure." I grabbed a stick and the cue ball and lined up my shot.

		Crack. My shot sent balls in all directions, but none sank into any holes.

		"Nice," Roger said. He then proceeded to sink the one and two balls before missing his third shot. "Your turn."

		I moved around the table, trying to find my best shot. Meanwhile I noticed my boss standing next to my wife. He was talking in a low voice. She laughed at something he said.

		I tried to ignore them, but couldn't. The blood was rushing to my cock. I leaned over and took the shot. The cue ball kissed the three just right. I watched it slowly roll toward the side pocket I was aiming for. It hung precariously on the edge. I held my breath. Then I heard the sound of a slap behind me. I turned to look and saw Roger rubbing the top of his right hand.

		I was about to ask what was going on, when my wife pointed.

		"Look, honey, the ball went in," she said.

		She was right. The three ball was no longer on the table.

		"You get to take another shot."

		"I know how to play nine ball, dear."

		Roger reached into his pocket. "I have to take this," he said as he pulled out his phone.

		I moved to stand next to my wife as Roger stepped out of the room.

		"What's going on here?" I asked.

		Elizabeth had been acting coy all evening, and I wanted to get to the bottom of it.

		"Honey, it's your shot."

		I wasn't going to let her change the topic so easily. "Before that, tell me. What's going on between you two?"

		"Calm down, dear," she said. "It's just friendly flirting."

		"Is it?"

		I felt my heart begin to race. I was becoming aroused and I didn't know why. It scared me.

		"Yes."

		"But he's my boss."

		"So. He doesn't mean anything."

		"Yes. He does. I know him. He wants to get into your panties."

		My wife chuckled, but didn't say anything. Instead, she took a drink.

		"Did you hear me?" I asked.

		"Yes." Her eyes bore into mine.

		"Well?"

		"Well, what?"

		"Are you going to make him stop?" I asked.

		"He's your boss."

		"But you're a married woman."

		"Whose husband doesn't seem to mind other men chatting her up."

		"Wha—"

		My wife grabbed my cock. It was hard and throbbing in my pants.

		"I can tell you're aroused by our antics. That's why I've let it go on as long as it has. You like seeing Roger hit on me. It gets you hard when he touches me. Don't even try to deny it, Howard. Your cock tells me the truth."

		I wanted to deny it, but I knew I couldn't. I groaned as my wife rubbed my shaft through my pants.

		"But it's not right," I said.

		"Then tell your boss to stop," she said, still stroking me.

		"You're my wife."

		"Then do something. If you want him to stop, tell him. I'm sure he will."

		I wasn't so sure. But I didn’t contradict her. I could feel a climax approaching, so I reluctantly grabbed my wife's arm to avoid coming in my pants.

		"Please," I said.

		"Please what?" My wife gave me an angelic smile. She looked like an innocent young woman, easy prey for an aggressive lothario.

		Before I could answer, my boss came back into the room.

		"Sorry it took so long," he said. "Where were we?"

		"My husband was just getting ready to take another shot."

		"Don't let me stop you," my boss said.

		I looked at my wife. I tried to see if she was going to put an end to the flirting. She smiled and shrugged.

		This was the moment to speak up. The moment to end this little game of seduction. The moment to let my boss know that my wife was off limits to him.

		My brain was sure that letting my boss continue his salacious pursuit of my wife would not end with harmless flirting. My heart told me in no uncertain terms I should put an end to it. My cock said fuck it, let's see where this goes.

		I don't need to tell you which advice I took.

		Instead of standing up to my boss, I went back to the pool table to take my next shot.

		As I leaned over the table I couldn't help but notice Roger was standing closer to my wife than he had been previously. Despite the fact that my attention was divided between the game and their flirting, I was able to sink five in a row, leaving only the nine ball.

		Roger and my wife clapped.

		"You're on a roll, honey," Elizabeth said.

		"I think your husband's hustling me," my boss said to my wife before turning to me. "You never told me you were so good at pool."

		I stood up, grabbed the chalk cube, and began rubbing it on the tip of my stick.

		"Yeah, I played a bit in college. Won a few bucks here and there."

		I walked around the table, trying to figure out the best angle of attack.

		"You baiting me, Howard? Trying to get me to bet money on pool?"

		My boss took a sip of his drink and smiled. I think he was the one goading me into gambling. I did play in college and I did usually win, but it was mostly just beer money, never very serious. I was a good pool player, but I wasn't a hustler.

		"I'm not the one bringing up money," I said as I set the chalk back on the edge of the table.

		I could tell there was a tension in the air. For once I felt confident around my boss. I know I'm a good player, and the shot on the table, while not an easy one, was totally makeable.

		"Fifty bucks you miss this shot," Roger said as he pulled out his money clip. He took a fifty and placed it on the edge of the table, under the chalk cube I'd just set down. He stood close to me, his eyes boring into mine. I could feel a sudden nervousness boiling up inside me.

		I should have said no. I should have told Roger this was just a friendly game. Everything might have ended differently if I had. But I really wanted to put my boss in his place and doing it in front of my wife was just icing on the cake.

		"Fifty works for me."

		I walked around the table and lined up my shot. Roger hadn't moved. For the first time ever, I saw his confidence slip, replaced by a hint of doubt. I think my boss had expected me to back down and was getting nervous. Not that fifty dollars was that much money, but the principle of losing it to me made him second-guess himself.

		"Nine ball in the corner," I said, pointing my cue stick at the target hole.

		"You can do it, honey," my wife said. It was good to hear her cheer me on. I feared she'd side with Roger on this bet.

		I tried to tune out everything but the cue ball and the nine ball and the corner pocket, but despite my best effort my focus kept drifting toward my boss standing across the table, and my wife in the background.

		Fuck.

		I took a deep breath, pulled back the cue, and took the shot.

		It happened in an instant but seemed to take an hour.

		The cue ball rolled toward the nine and touched it just where I had aimed, sending it rolling toward the pocket. And in.

		"Booyah!" I said as picked up the fifty.

		Roger gave me a slow clap, while my wife cheered and clapped with excitement.

		"Lucky shot," my boss said as he started to gather the balls.

		I walked over to my wife and tucked the bill into her bra. "For safekeeping."

		She kissed me on the cheek. "I knew you'd make it."

		"So did I," I lied.

		"Another game?" Roger said. He had the nine balls racked and ready. "Maybe higher stakes?"

		The smart thing would have been to stop. But I was on a streak and wanted nothing better than to teach Roger a lesson in humility.

		"Sure, twenty a ball, hundred dollars for the game."

		My boss laughed. "Penny anti. Hundred a ball, a grand for winning."

		Now I started sweating. I could lose almost two grand on one game. I wasn't sure I wanted to do that. This wasn't college, and my opponent wasn't a half-sloshed sophomore.

		I turned to Elizabeth. She was excited that I'd won and wanted me to continue.

		"Go on, Howard. You can take him," she said as she massaged my shoulders.

		I was full of unearned confidence and decided to play on.

		"I break," I said.

		"I would have insisted the same," Roger said with a short bow.

		I gave my stick a hard push and sent the cue ball forward. It struck the one ball just left of center and sent the rest of the balls rolling off in all directions. Somehow, the two and the four balls went in. I was suddenly up $200 bucks.

		"Hustler," Roger growled.

		I said nothing as I went around to line up my next shot. I hit the one ball, but none went in. "Your shot."

		My boss put in two balls before missing. Now we were even, and the nine ball was still on the table.

		"Let's raise the stakes," I said without thinking. I only had one drink, so I couldn't blame the alcohol. I was just feeling cocky, I guess.

		"Double?" Roger said with a grin.

		"Sure."

		I took my shot, but missed. Roger took his turn and put in three balls and almost sank the nine ball before he scratched. I was now down six hundred dollars with only the seven and the nine ball left.

		Luckily my boss missed the next shot. I also missed, but I left a nice combination shot on the table that would give my boss the win. He chuckled as he chalked up his cue stick.

		"You can see I've got the game won, right?"

		"If you make the shot, it is a little tricky."

		"Yeah, you're right."

		Roger made a show of bending over and eyeing the line. He used his cue stick to measure. Then he walked over to the table where my wife stood and picked up his drink.

		"Do you think I can make it Liz?"

		"Yeah. No. Maybe."

		My wife is as good a pool player as I am. She knew the shot was makeable. She also knew if not executed correctly, the cue ball could go into the corner pocket costing Roger the game.

		"So, you see it, right? The combo for the win, and the possible scratch. Good, now I have another proposition."

		I felt a pit open in my stomach.

		"I can take the shot, and if I win, Howard owes me twenty-six hundred dollars. That's a good chunk of change."

		"Yeah," I sighed. It wasn't make-or-break money, more like ego-bruising money.

		"How about, if I make the shot you don't owe me any money⁠—"

		I gave a slight sigh of relief before I heard the counter-proposal.

		"Instead, I get a kiss from Elizabeth."

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		My wife gasped. I dropped my cue stick and it fell to the ground with clatter. I looked at Elizabeth, our eyes locked together. I saw many emotions pass across her face: bewilderment, apprehension, a hint of excitement even. What I didn't see was anger.

		As for me, I was caught completely by surprise. Even though Roger had been flirting with Elizabeth all night, I never expected him to act so boldly. I also never expected to be so aroused in the moment.

		I felt embarrassed, taking so long to answer the question. Most husbands would have given a quick no and maybe followed it with a punch to the face. I found myself getting lightheaded, and realized my embarrassment would have doubled if Roger or my wife noticed the bulge in my pants.

		The room was quiet, except for the low din of the party going on in the grand hall. I was surprised no other guests had wandered our way. It was almost as if they knew to stay away.

		"Well? What do you say, Howard?" my boss asked. He wanted me to tell him he could kiss my wife. The image of that horrified and thrilled me at the same time.

		For her part, my wife just silently stood there. I couldn't be sure, but I would not be surprised if he'd told her earlier that he was going to make the wager at some point.

		Again, thinking about my wife and my boss making out sent a shiver through me. I guess I should have been glad he didn't use the old mistletoe ruse.

		I didn't want my wife to kiss him, but I really wanted to see my wife kiss him. It was a conundrum that wouldn't easily be solved. I figured I needed to pull my wife into the equation.

		"I don't wager Elizabeth's affections, Mr. Gale."

		"Are you saying I need to ask her?"

		Again, I felt a stirring inside me. What did I want my wife to say? No, she didn't want to kiss Roger, even if it would wipe out a twenty-six-hundred-dollar debt. Or, yes.

		I looked at my wife. She was looking at Roger, who was looking at me.

		"Yes, you need to ask her," I said.

		Now, Elizabeth moved her gaze toward me. She was apprehensive, unsure of what to say.

		"Well, Liz. Would you offer me a kiss, if I make this shot?"

		My wife kept turning her head back and forth between me and my boss, like she was watching a tennis match.

		Eventually her gaze landed on me. "Only if you say it's okay, Howard," she said.

		Now the ball was in my court, to extend the metaphor. Now it was up to me if I would allow her to kiss another man in order to avoid paying him a rather large sum of money. That's what it was coming down to. And I figured it wasn't going to be a simple, friendly, kiss on the cheek. For over two thousand dollars, I imagined my boss would expect some tongue.

		Would that make my wife a whore? I wasn't stupid enough to bring that up. Instead, I decided if she was willing, I'd allow it. After all, it wasn't like she was going to fuck him.

		"If she's willing, Mr. Gale, I'll take that wager," I said.

		Everything after that was a blur, until it wasn't. My boss smiled and quickly leaned over the rail and made the shot. He didn't scratch. My boss won the match and was going to kiss my wife.

		My cock twitched at the thought of watching it happen.

		Mr. Gale set his cue stick on the table and walked over toward my wife. He had the smile of a predator painted on his face. My wife feigned fear, but I noticed her parted lips twitch.

		My boss grabbed my wife by the shoulders and pulled her face toward his.

		"Make this worth the money," he said.

		I could see the anticipation building in my wife's eyes. Just as their lips were about to touch, she closed them. I held my breath.

		Suddenly, my boss stopped. He turned to me and locked his eyes to mine.

		Elizabeth gave a disappointed sigh. She was eager to kiss him.

		"I don't think you need to see this, Howard," Mr. Gale said to me. "Leave us alone for ten minutes. Then come back and collect your wife."

		"Ugh," was all I could spit out.

		I looked at Elizabeth. Her eyes told me she didn't care what I did, but that she wanted to have this kiss, like right now, and I was holding up everything.

		"Trust me," my boss said. "A husband doesn't want to see his wife share a passionate kiss with another man."

		Was his confidence born from experience or was he just guessing? How many wives had he kissed and how had their husbands reacted? Since my boss was single, it was obvious he hadn't experienced the sensation from the husband's point of view.

		I looked at my wife. She was lost in the heat of the moment. Ready to kiss another man and not caring about anything else.

		Well, I wasn't about to leave my wife alone with my boss. He was a letch and I didn't trust him to keep it to a kiss.

		"No, Mr. Gale," I said. "I'm staying."

		Elizabeth's eyes were still shut, but I saw a hint of a smile on her face. She was happy I stayed, and I found that comforting.

		"Don't say I didn't warn you," my boss said as he mashed his lips to hers.

		It was like taking a baseball bat to the gut. I almost bent over under the force of the feeling.

		I heard Elizabeth moan and saw her eyes flutter. Their lips were locked in a tight seal, and I could tell their tongues were exploring unfamiliar territory.

		I felt a lump form in my throat, my mouth went dry, and my cock was rock hard.

		When their lips first touched, Elizabeth was like a rag doll, limp. Her mouth was taken by my boss's tongue, and she accepted the invasion. But after a few minutes she became more active in the kiss. Her hands gripped his head and she wormed her fingers through his silver-black hair.

		I watched mesmerized as my boss's hands slowly slid down my wife's arms until he was gripping her waist. Then he pulled her tight against him, his body touching her. I could tell she could feel his cock pressing against her pussy, only a few layers of cloth separating them.

		It seemed I was held in this trance of arousal and angst for hours, but I knew it was only a few minutes. Even that was longer than most men would endure, seeing their wives lost in another man's arms.

		The spell was broken when Roger finally pulled away. My wife let her hands drop to her side but still had her eyes closed. My boss had to keep a grip on her arms to keep her from tumbling over.

		I cleared my throat.

		Elizabeth's eyes shot open. She gave me a guilty look. "Sorry, something just came over me."

		My boss chuckled. "Are you sure you didn't come?"

		My wife laughed and gave Mr. Gale a playful slap on the chest. "You're funny. But I'm a married woman, not one of your young secretaries."

		Elizabeth walked over to me. When her back was to Roger she mouthed, I'm sorry, again. I smiled, letting her know I wasn't too upset.

		My wife slid her arm into mine and gave me a kiss. More than a friendly smooch, but nothing like the passionate snog she shared with my boss. Her lips tasted a bit foreign and I could smell a hint of Roger's cologne. It felt wrong, but my cock twitched in my pants.

		I think my wife noticed because she gave me a devilish smile.

		As she looked up at me, she said, "So, Mr. Gale, was that kiss worth the money?"

		"Oh, Liz. You know it was," my boss said. "And I can tell you enjoyed it, too."

		"I'll never tell," she replied. "Now, I have to head off to find the ladies' room."

		We watched my wife walk away, her lovely ass swaying in her tight green dress. My boss gave a wolf whistle when she was out of sight.

		"Your wife is a stunning woman, Howard," he said.

		"I know." I turned my back to my boss.

		"And she's a great kisser."

		"I know," I whispered as I adjusted my cock in my pants.

		My boss clapped his hands behind me.

		"That was refreshing," he said. "How about another match?"

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Iwas too stunned to say anything, so I just nodded and let my boss re-rack the balls. I didn't step up to break, so he took the honors.

		No balls went in.

		"I'm glad you didn't freak out about that," Mr. Gale said as I took my shot. "Most men would, understandably."

		"I trust my wife," I said. I did, but I was starting to wonder if I should.

		We continued playing—no wagers this time. Elizabeth still hadn't returned by the time we finished. Our conversation had been about inconsequential things but shifted back to my wife and I after I sank the last ball.

		"I hope you don't mind me asking," my boss said. "But do you two swing?"

		I paused before answering. I wasn't surprised by the question, but I wondered what took him so long to ask.

		"Not really," I said.

		"Not really? What the fuck does that mean?"

		"I guess, no, we don't swing."

		"Then why didn't you say that first? That would be the reasonable answer to that question, if you didn't. Not really, implies you do to some extent."

		This conversation was leading down a path I was hesitant to travel. But my boss seemed intent on guiding me down it.

		"Come on, Howard, you can tell me. We're not at work. This is a social event. We're having fun here, aren't we?"

		"Yeah," I said noncommittally.

		My boss laughed.

		"Sure. Anyway, answer me. To what extent do you guys⁠—"

		"It's just pillow talk."

		"Ahhh, pillow talk. Go on."

		It would have been wonderful if my wife had entered the room at that point, to rescue me from this uncomfortable conversation, or at least to lend me support. But she didn't.

		"Sometimes, when we're in bed—I can't believe I'm telling you this. Sometimes we fantasize about sleeping with other people."

		My boss didn't say anything, so I continued.

		"I'll tell her about a hot woman I saw at the mall and she'll tell me about a guy who hit on her at the coffee shop."

		I paused to let my boss add something, but he refused. He just waved his palm at me to go on.

		"My wife will tell a story about letting the man buy her coffee and chat her up. Then taking her out on a date that ends up with them making out. Sitting in his car. Kissing. Feeling each other up. We have great sex after."

		"So, it excites you," my boss finally said. "To imagine your wife with another man."

		"It's just a game we play. A little fantasy."

		"But it only works because it arouses you."

		"We wouldn't do it for real."

		Mr. Gale laughed. "Is that what your wife says?"

		I thought about it. No, she's never said it.

		"I didn't think so," my boss said as if reading my mind. He came around the pool table and stood next to me. "You really should think about giving it a try."

		"Mr. Gale!"

		"No, really, you should."

		"Elizabeth would never let me sleep with another woman."

		"Who said anything about sleeping with another woman? I'm just talking about a little flirting, to see where it leads. And I'm not talking about you."

		I felt a tingle in my core. Just thinking about my wife with another man. It was a familiar feeling. One I had every time my wife and I talked about our sexual fantasies. And yes, we did talk about swapping partners, although I think Elizabeth enjoyed describing her own extra-marital affairs over listening to mine.

		"Sir, I don't think we should be talking about this?"

		"Howard, are you going to be a snitch, and talk to Ginny in HR?"

		I thought about it, for just a second. But then I realized there had never been any consequences for the shit that went down at these holiday parties, and I didn't think my case would be the first. Not that I really wanted to have my boss disciplined. It would only blow back on me, in the long run.

		And not from my employer.

		"You know damn well, I'm not," I said. I reached for my cue stick and the chalk cube. "I just think we should play another game and not talk about my sex life."

		"You embarrassed to talk about your sex life?"

		"No," I said. This whole conversation was awakening some dark fantasy deep in my soul. A desire to watch my wife with another man. Yes, it was something we'd discussed before, but only in bed, only when we were both aroused, and never, never, did we talk about doing any of the stuff in real life.

		Now, I was thinking maybe we should. And it both aroused me and scared the shit out of me.

		"So, tell me, and be truthful," my boss said. "How did it feel watching me kiss your wife?"

		Finally, the purpose of my interrogation was revealed.

		"What do you mean?" I knew what he meant, but I couldn't admit that.

		"A husband watches his wife passionately kiss another man, it sparks feelings, Howard. Unless you're dead inside."

		"I'm not dead inside," I sighed. I so wanted this conversation to end, but didn't have the balls to do it myself. Instead, I felt my heart begin to race and blood rush to my cock.

		"Then tell me how you felt?"

		I muttered a bit. The words danced in the front of my mind, but I hesitated to speak them.

		"Spit it out, man. I know you felt something. I want to know."

		"Why? Why do you want to know?"

		My question took my boss by surprise. Up until now, the spotlight was on me and my feelings. He was asking me to expose myself to him. Now, the tables were turned and he was the one asked to reveal a secret.

		"You know, Howard," my boss said. "That's a good question. Why do you think I'm asking?"

		Mr. Gale's innocent smile gave lie to his intentions. He played naïve, like I had the upper hand, but in reality, I'd fallen into his rhetorical trap. My boss was taking a scalpel to my emotions, opening me up and exposing the nerves.

		I could walk away—end this little game. But I didn't. I didn't want to. And for the life of me, I couldn't tell you why.

		Instead, I answered the questions. And I told the truth. And I gave my boss everything he needed to achieve his ultimate goal.

		"Because I think you want to fuck my wife," I said, as boldly as I could.

		"You're very perceptive, Howard. And how does that make you feel."

		"While I'm being honest, I'd have to say, quite proud."

		Again, my reply caught Mr. Gale off guard. "Really? I wouldn't expect that. Proud." The word rolled off his tongue and hung in the air. It made no sense, yet still, it was true.

		My boss waited for me to elaborate, but I didn't. I was going to make him ask me. Eventually, his curiosity got the better of him, and he asked. "Why are you proud?"

		I was just getting ready to answer when I was suddenly interrupted.

		"Yeah, sweetheart, why are you proud?" my wife asked from behind me. I turned to see her standing at the doorway.

		"How long have you been⁠—"

		"Long enough," she said, interrupting me yet again. "Now answer him."

		I suddenly lost control of my thoughts. The answer I was getting ready to give my boss was not necessarily the one I wanted to give Elizabeth. Did I really want to tell my wife I was proud that other men found her fuckable?

		"Come on, Howard, answer your wife."

		I felt attacked from two sides, although I knew it wasn't malicious. I had opened this can of worms and I'd need to explain myself, whether I liked it or not.

		"I'm proud that other men find you desirable, sweetheart," I said.

		Elizabeth smiled, but she didn't say anything in reply.

		"That doesn't answer the question," Mr. Gale said. "Why, was the question."

		"Because I appreciate that she could have any man she wanted, and she wants me."

		"Oh, that's so sweet, Howard," my wife said. She came over and gave me a kiss. "You're a very kind and wonderful man."

		"But is he generous?" my boss asked.

		"How so?" Elizabeth asked.

		"Does he like to share?"

		She paused and looked at me. Our eyes met and I could tell she was trying to read something in my expression. I didn't think there was anything for my face to give away, since I wasn't sure myself.

		"Yeah, I think you could say that," my wife hesitantly said. "I mean, we give to several charities, and he's let my brother borrow the car when his was in the shop."

		Mr. Gale laughed. "No, you misunderstand. I want to know if he shares you?"

		My wife's eyes opened wide as if it just hit her, what my boss was implying.

		"You mean. Like letting other men. Letting other men⁠—"

		My sweet wife who earlier had been shamelessly flirting with him, was now speechless. It almost made me want to laugh.

		Elizabeth looked at me. "Howard, what were you guys talking about when I was gone?"

		"Just locker room, stuff," Mr. Gale said.

		"No, bullshit. I'm not accepting that. Howard, what were you talking about?"

		"We were talking about you, Liz," I said. "You kissing Mr. Gale to be precise."

		"Ah, now that makes sense."

		"He was telling me how it felt to watch me kiss you, dear."

		"Proud," I said. "That's when I said, 'proud'."

		My wife smiled and looked down at the bulge in my pants.

		"That's not the only thing you felt, I think," she said. My wife grabbed my crotch and squeezed. "I think you rather enjoyed it."

		"Did you enjoy it, Liz?" Mr. Gale asked.

		I saw a look of mild guilt in my wife's eyes. She did enjoy it.

		"How much did you enjoy it, sweetheart?" I asked. I wasn't sure I really wanted to know, but I felt it was important to get it out in the open.

		"Well, since you asked so nicely." My wife leaned into me, her hand still on my cock, her lips brushing my ear. "As much as you enjoyed watching."

		My cock pulsed in her grip as I realized what she was telling me.

		"Hey, that's not fair," my boss said. "I want to know. I deserve to know, too."

		"It's up to Howard to tell you," Elizabeth said as she stepped away.

		"Tell, me, Howard," my boss said.

		I looked at my wife. She just shrugged.

		I looked at Mr. Gale. His expression showed a mix of amusement and annoyance. He really wanted to know what she said. He cared about how much she liked his kissing. That gave me the upper hand, for the moment.

		"You want to know?" I asked.

		"Yes."

		"Should I tell him?" I asked my wife.

		"Up to you."

		"Stop playing around, Howard," my boss said. I detected a mild threat in his tone. Mild as in he may not do anything tonight, but soon, I'd come to regret keeping him in the dark.

		"She said she enjoyed it."

		"Splendid," Mr. Gale said, rubbing his hands together like some comic book villain. "Is that all she said? I could tell she said more than that."

		"No, it's not all I said," Elizabeth admitted.

		"Hey! Why'd you tell him?" I asked.

		My wife shrugged. She was playing a tricky game with her flirty banter and mock innocence.

		"Come on, Howard, I know you want to tell me. You've already told me how proud you felt when she kissed me. What's the harm?"

		Again, I felt pressure from both sides.

		"Fuck! Okay, she said she enjoyed kissing you as much as I enjoyed watching her kiss you."

		Mr. Gale slowly clapped his hands together. "Bravo, Howard. You finally admitted it. Now, was it that hard?"

		About as hard as my cock, I didn't say.

		I was finding this conversation both annoying and very arousing. Knowing my wife enjoyed kissing my boss caused my blood to boil, with both jealousy and desire.

		"Well, was it? So painful to admit?"

		"No," I said.

		"And what if we did more than just kiss?"

		I gulped as I pictured my wife in my boss's arms, her arms around his shoulders, her left leg hooked around his thighs, their lips mashed together. I had to admit to myself, I liked the feeling.

		"That would be up to her," I said.

		"Honey, it's not up to me to dictate how you feel," Elizabeth said.

		"I meant if you did more than just kiss."

		"But I'm a happily married woman, Howard. I'd never go behind my husband's back to fool around with another man, his boss for instance."

		Mr. Gale chuckled. "Would you let her do that, Howard? Would you let your wife fool around with another man."

		I thought about what to say. The truth was, yes, I would let her do it, and I'd probably enjoy the fuck out of it.

		"Maybe," I said. "I'm not sure."

		Part of me wanted this to happen, but another part wasn't so sure. What would my marriage be like after I let my wife fool around? What if she wanted more? How far would I let her go? How far did I want her to go? So many fucking questions and no easy answers.

		My boss stepped closer to us.

		"I need an answer, Howard," my boss said, his eagerness shifting into annoyance.

		"Okay," I stuttered. "I'm not sure how far I want this to go. Maybe if you just kissed, again, and did what comes naturally after. And I could watch. And maybe. If things got out of hand, I could say something."

		"What do you think about that, El?" my boss asked my wife. "You want to fool around and find out?"

		My wife gave a disappointed sigh. "Yeah, I guess."

		Mr. Gale pulled back in mock horror. "Do you not want to kiss me again?"

		"No, I do," Elizabeth said. "But I'm not sure I'll be able to stop if Howard becomes uncomfortable."

		My boss smirked at me while he slid his arm around my wife's waist. "Well, I promise. You give the word, Howard, and we'll stop. Or, at least, I'll stop. I can't promise about your wife here."

		Elizabeth couldn't look me in the eye. This whole evening had become a macabre dance of desire and dread. I felt my stomach flutter with the prospect of watching her and my boss. It was a mix of arousal and angst that stiffened my cock.

		Mr. Gale took my wife's hand and led her across the room to a small couch against the far wall. "Why don't you close the doors, Howard," he said. "We don't need anyone to wander in, now, do we?"

		"No," I said in a daze. I turned to close the double doors that separated the pool room from the hallway. When I turned around I nearly choked.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		My boss had spun my wife around to face me. He was standing behind her with his arms around her waist. He was holding her tight against him and I could tell she could feel his cock pushing into her back.

		"Isn't she beautiful, Howard?" he asked.

		My mouth was dry and I couldn't speak, so I silently nodded my head in agreement.

		He kissed her neck without breaking eye contact with me. I think he wanted to know how I'd react to each liberty he took with my wife.

		Elizabeth's eyes closed and she leaned back into my boss's muscular chest.

		My heart beat faster as I watched him run his hands up and down her sumptuous curves.

		"You have a wonderful body, El. This dress fits you perfectly."

		My wife hummed her approval.

		Mr. Gale whispered something into her ear and a smile formed on my wife's lips.

		"No, I wouldn't mind at all."

		Then I watched as my boss brought his hands up to cup my wife's ample breast. I felt the heat rise in the room. My cock strained against the confines of my pants as he mauled her tits through her green dress. My wife began moaning, sweat ran down her neck to disappear into the inviting valley of her cleavage. Elizabeth loved when I played with her breasts, and I knew she was enjoying every second of my boss's rough treatment.

		I saw desire play across her face as a moan of pleasure escaped from her parted lips. Then her eyes shot open and she gasped.

		I looked down and noticed my boss had inched the hem of my wife's dress up to her hips and he had snaked his hand into her panties.

		I licked my parched lips as he ran his fingers through her fleshy folds.

		I tore my eyes away from watching my boss fingerfucking my wife and looked up into her face. Elizabeth was looking past me, lost in the bliss of the moment. Her eyes were saucers of limpid blue, she was horny as fuck, I could tell. My boss's ministrations with his fingers would soon bring a wave of pleasure to course through her.

		"Is this too much?" I heard him whisper into my wife's ear.

		"Oh, no," she sighed, still refusing to look at me. I don't know if it was from guilt, or if she was just letting the pleasure control her.

		Mr. Gale looked at me, a wicked gleam on his face. "Should I stop?" he asked.

		"NO!" my wife said before I could answer.

		He chuckled and asked again. "Howard, should I stop?"

		While the question hung in the air, my boss continued to strum my wife's clit with his finger while he mauled her breast with his other hand.

		I opened my mouth to speak and Elizabeth finally looked me in the eyes. Her expression pleading with me to let him continue. I felt jealousy grip my heart. I should be the one pleasing her. I should be the one bringing her to climax. I also felt a surge of blood to my cock and I lost all interest in them stopping. I was so lost in my own pleasure that, if he had asked, I'd probably have let him bend my wife over the pool table to fuck her.

		So, I didn’t say anything and Mr. Gale continued to play with my wife's pussy. She smiled at me when she realized I wasn't going to stop him and then closed her eyes to enjoy the moment.

		I could smell her arousal in the air.

		"Fuck, that feels so good."

		"You have a very sexy pussy, El. I've wanted to explore your cunt since the night I met you two at the bar."

		"I would have let you," she said. "I would have so let you."

		I couldn't decide if she was telling the truth or lying. I think she was just telling him something he wanted to hear. Actually, she probably thought I wanted to hear it, too. And she would have been correct.

		I fought the temptation to reach into my pants and stroke my cock.

		"Pull it out," my boss said. "I know you want to. You must be dying with lust, watching me play with your wife."

		I nodded but refused to masturbate in front of them. I did have some dignity.

		"I'm going to make you cum so hard," he said to my wife once it was clear I wasn't playing his game.

		"Oh, shit. I'm so close."

		Elizabeth's eyelids fluttered and her body began to quiver. She reached back and grabbed Roger's suit for support. Then she started muttering and I could tell she was climaxing.

		My boss turned her head toward his with his free hand and locked his lips with hers, muffling her cries of pleasure with his mouth.

		Elizabeth's climax seemed to last forever. Wave after wave of pure ecstasy rolled over her body. Goosebumps formed on her exposed flesh.

		"Oh, Roger. Oh, Roger," she cried out as her orgasm faded.

		"That's it, El. Let it out. Let it all out."

		Eventually, her bliss faded and my wife pushed Mr. Gale's hand away.

		"Enough. Please."

		Mr. Gale pulled his hand away, but he wasn't done with my wife.

		"You are a total slut, you know that, El? Coming for another man."

		She leaned back against my boss's chest and looked at me. "Yeah. I guess I am."

		"Now be a good girl and lick me clean."

		She gave me a devilish smile as Mr. Gale brought his hand to her mouth. She eagerly opened her mouth to accept his fingers. She ran her tongue up along the length of his index and middle finger, then swallowed both, like she was sucking a cock.

		"You naughty girl," Mr. Gale said with glee. "You filthy, naughty, girl."

		"I know." My wife turned and faced him. "Do you want me to return the favor?"

		Before he could answer, my wife went down on her knees and opened my boss's trousers. She reached in and drew out his cock. It was thick and veiny with a plump mushroom head. Slowly my wife stuck out her tongue to lick up the drop of pre-cum oozing from the tip.

		As I watched my wife about to suck my boss's cock, something inside me broke.

		I may have been enjoying the view, but I wasn't sure I really wanted her to do this. It was wrong, but right. Watching my wife come on my boss's fingers was one thing. But I wasn't ready to watch him come in her mouth.

		"Wait!" I said.

		"Fuck, what is it, Howard?" my boss said. He had his hand on the back of my wife's head and was about to drive his eight-inch cock down her throat. And she was ready to let him.

		"I don't want to watch Elizabeth suck your dick," I said.

		I could see a look of frustration in my boss's eyes, while my wife just had a puzzled expression.

		"But it's only fair," he said. "I made her come. Now it's my turn."

		"This isn't a quid pro quo arrangement, Mr. Gale. We decided to allow things to develop as long as I was comfortable with it. Well, I'm not comfortable anymore."

		I couldn't deny my wife her release, but I felt no obligation to do the same for my boss. He could beat off on his own.

		While my boss begged me to change my mind, my wife kept stroking his length. And it seemed to grow longer. His eight inches becoming nine or more.

		"Liz, please stop playing with my boss's dick," I said as politely as possible.

		"But don’t you think he deserves it? He made me cum so fucking good."

		Now my wife was pleading. And my boss did the wise thing and kept his mouth shut.

		"I'm not ready to watch that."

		"Then you can go outside and enjoy the rest of the party," she said.

		"No. That's not what I mean. I'm not ready to have you suck my boss's cock. I'm sorry. I thought I was, but I was wrong."

		I could see the aggravation building on my boss's face. His eyes grew larger, his nostrils flared, and his pink skin got redder.

		My wife gave his cock a couple more strokes, then stopped.

		"You heard my husband," she said to him.

		My boss let out a low groan of frustration.

		"So, a hand job's out?" he asked.

		"Yup," I said.

		Mr. Gale looked at my wife. His eyes begging. She just smiled and pointed at me. "His call."

		My boss closed his eyes and took a couple of deep breaths. "Fine. Fine."

		He stuffed his turgid cock into his pants and zipped them up. I could tell by the look in my wife's eyes, she wasn't happy with what I'd done. She really wanted to play with that cock. I'm only about six inches in length and I'm sure she wanted to know what a large cock felt like in her mouth and in her pussy.

		"I need to use the powder room," she said. As she passed me, she whispered into my ear, "This isn't over."

		"I know," I replied.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		"I 'm not a happy man, right now, Howard. Maybe you should leave."

		I looked at my watch. It was almost ten o'clock. We'd spent almost all of the time with my boss and almost none mingling with the rest of my co-workers.

		"I'm sorry, Mr. Gale. I thought I was ready, but I wasn't."

		My boss took a few moments to collect his thoughts.

		"I know, Howard. It's a big step. Maybe we were moving too fast. I think I was a little too anxious and I pressed when I shouldn't have. I do find your wife very attractive. You’re a lucky man."

		"Thank you."

		"So did you enjoy watching your wife come on my fingers?"

		"Yes. Yes, I did."

		"Good."

		"Are you mad at me, for making her stop?"

		Mr. Gale took another deep breath. I think he wanted to say something but changed his mind. "Not gonna lie, Howard. I am mad. I've got blue balls something fierce."

		"I'm sorry."

		"Not helping."

		Then I thought of something I might do. Something I would be comfortable with.

		"How about if I send you a picture of my wife's tits?"

		"You'd do that?" I think I shocked my boss.

		"If she agrees. Yes, I would."

		"Okay. That would be a nice gesture."

		"Again, I'm sorry. I'm just not ready. I think you're right. We're moving too fast. Maybe someday I will be ready."

		"Someday soon?" My boss sounded like an eager puppy and I almost laughed.

		I think this was actually the first time anyone had ever denied him something he wanted. But I had. He wanted my wife and I'd said no. Not yet. Funny thing was, I felt a little sorry for him. I had a loyal wife who, though she wanted to have his cock, wasn't willing to go against my will. That was a woman to be proud of.

		"Maybe."

		My boss sighed and turned to start another game of pool.

		I went out to find my wife.
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		I caught up to Elizabeth outside the restroom.

		"You ready to go home?" I asked.

		"Yes, and when we get there, you're going to fuck the shit out of me. I'm horny as fuck."

		"But didn't you already cum?"

		My wife sighed. "Honey, women aren't like men. I'm not sure there's a limit to how many times we can climax in one night. And seeing Roger's lovely cock and having it yanked from my grasp has left me so frustrated."

		"I'm sorry. I just wasn't ready."

		My wife sighed again but didn't say anything. She just grabbed my hand and led me out into the cool winter air.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		On the drive home, I told Elizabeth my boss wanted a picture of her tits. I didn't tell her I was the one who offered the picture as a consolation prize. (or a booby prize if you will). When we got home, as promised, she dragged me upstairs to fuck. I had been hard as a rock ever since I watched my boss make her come and I wasted no time getting undressed. There was no striptease. No foreplay. We tossed our clothing to the side and jumped into bed. My wife opened her legs and I eagerly mounted her. I'd like to say I gave her an orgasm, but I'd be lying. I fucked her for a few minutes, then she played with her clit while my cock was lodged snuggly inside her warm pussy. When she came, I pounded away until I was close.

		"Do you mind if I come on your tits?" I said while I continued fucking my wife.

		"Why?"

		"No time. Can I?"

		"Sure. Why not."

		I pulled out and leaned over my wife and stroked my cock a few times until I came. It felt wonderful to release my load all over my wife's bountiful breasts. She looked so naughty with globs of my cum smeared on her chest.

		"Can I take a picture?"

		"What? Fuck no," was her first reply. But then my wife thought about it for a second. "This is the picture you want to send to Roger, right?"

		I snickered.

		"You are a dirty, dirty, boy," my wife said, and we both started laughing.

		She let me take a picture of her cum-glazed tits, but insisted that her face not be in the shot.

		We both took a quick shower before going to bed. While Elizabeth was getting cleaned up, I sent the picture to my boss.

		

		

		Hope you enjoy,

		

		

		A short while later he replied.

		

		

		You're a perv.

		

		

		I laughed and set my phone aside.

		Before falling asleep, my wife and I discussed what we'd done that night.

		"Did you like watching me come for your boss tonight?" she asked.

		"Fuck, yeah. It was so hot."

		"What made it hot?"

		"The look on your face. I don't get to see it from afar when we're making love. Sometimes I'm too wrapped up in my own pleasure to notice you."

		"Thanks," she said as she slapped my bare chest.

		"That's not what I mean."

		"Sure thing, stud. Anyway, so why didn't you let me return the favor?"

		I didn't have a quick reply to that question.

		"I think—" I paused to take a breath. "Maybe." I was finding it hard to put into words. It was arousing and frightening at the same time. I loved and trusted my wife. I knew I wasn't going to lose her to a hound dog like Roger Fucking Gale. But I wasn't ready to take that step.

		"I don’t know," I finally spit out. "I just wasn't ready for that."

		"I wish you'd said something earlier. I'll tell you the truth, Howard. I was thoroughly enjoying myself, once you made it clear I had your permission to play."

		"I know you were, and I'm sorry I didn’t let you play with his cock some more."

		Elizabeth sighed and rolled onto her back to stare at the ceiling.

		"Are you thinking about him?" I asked with trepidation.

		"No," she said.

		"Then what⁠—"

		"I'm thinking of his cock. His really long cock."

		I laughed. "Give me time. I'm sure one day I'll be ready to watch you play with him again."

		"You better, or I'm going to make you buy me a really big dildo."

		"I mean, we can order you one."

		"No. I'll make you go to the sex shop and buy me one."

		I snickered and rolled over to turn off the light.

		"I mean it, honey. You opened a can of worms, and you're going to have to deal with the consequences."

		I didn't immediately fall asleep. I was still stewing over the events of that evening when I heard Elizabeth begin to lightly snore next to me.

		I can't say I didn't enjoy our little game with Roger. I found it arousing to watch him and my wife flirt, and it took every ounce of my will to keep from touching myself while he was playing with her pussy. I love my wife and even though I knew she loved me too, there was still a sliver of a doubt worrying its way painfully into my psyche. And that pain of jealousy both scared and thrilled me.

		I knew I wanted to watch them together again, and if they did, they'd both want to take things further than they did at the party. Hell, I'm sure they would have fucked on the pool table if I hadn't stopped things when I did. I wondered if I had let her suck his cock, would she have stopped it there if I'd asked? It was a question I'd never know the answer to.

		Eventually, I was able to brush my anxiety to the side and slide into a fitful sleep of my own.
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		Later that night I got up and went to the kitchen for a glass of water. When I came back to bed, I stared down at my wife, so peaceful, lost in sleep. She was on her back, the covers pushed down off her chest. Her bare torso was covered in shadows cast from the streetlight shining through our half-closed blinds, like a scene from some film-noir porno. As I watched her chest rise and fall as she took each breath, I knew I was going to have to let her go further with my boss. From watching the way she looked at his cock and the look she gave me when I told her to stop, I was going to have to either give her permission to see him again, or she'd end up cheating on me.

		My cock slowly grew turgid at the thought of either of those possibilities. And the scary part was, I couldn't be sure which option aroused me more.
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