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Cheating wife

Taken by My Husband's Boss

Part III




On the surface, it looked like I had everything I ever wanted.  I had a rich, good-looking husband. I had a beautiful home in a vibrant city far away from the small-town trailer park life of my childhood.  I had my dream job working for a gallery. No reasonable woman wouldn't be satisfied with the life I had acquired.

The only problem was that I couldn’t keep Hudson out of my mind. Several weeks had passed since I was last with Hudson on the island. I couldn’t stop thinking about being manhandled by him. I couldn't stop craving the tender moments either.  I went through the motions with Chris. I tried to get him to somehow be more dominating. He played along, but he just didn’t have it in him.  I inevitably found myself waiting for Chris to fall asleep so I could finish myself off thinking of Hudson spanking me on the plane or of him shoving his cock down my throat when gave myself to him to save Chris’ job.  I kept telling myself it was a stupid schoolgirl crush and that a one in ten million guy like Hudson would never really be interested in a trailer trash girl like me. I knew that, to him, I was probably just another whore. I was sure had several others on his roster.

And then he texted me…

I’d like to pay you for your services.

I’m not a prostitute, Hudson.

I’d like to invest in some artwork.

Oops.

Can you come to the office tomorrow at noon?

What about Chris?

I’ve already told him I would be contacting you.

I’ll be there.

Good girl.

My heart was pounding in my chest.  “Good girl,’ he said. I don’t know why, but that made me weak in the knees. I could justify everything I had done with Hudson to that point. I could say that I slept with him to get Chris a promotion and then again to save his job. The fact that I enjoyed it was just biological. But I knew if I did anything more with Hudson, it would just be because I wanted to. It would be flat out cheating. No excuses. No justifications. No rationalizations. Pure betrayal. I tried to pretend that I didn’t want Hudson to take me again. But I knew deep down I was lying to myself.  Despite my internal debate, I promised myself that even if Hudson did proposition me again, I wouldn’t let anything happen. Even if the animal part of my brain wanted Hudson to ravage me again, the rational part of my brain knew that I had a future with Chris, not some billionaire who probably had a different girl for every day of the week. 

I agonized over what to wear to my meeting with Hudson. I wanted to look professional which to me, meant a pants suit.  But quite frankly, I was worried that I would soak right through the pants. I opted for a skirt, but a more conservative one that came below the knee. It was loose fitting which meant less professional, but it would be more comfortable and not to hug my curves. I wanted to look good, but not too sexy.

When I arrived at the office, I stopped by Chris’ desk to say hello first.  He reintroduced me to his coworkers.  There were four of them in the “bullpen” as they called it. He wished me luck and I gave him a quick kiss before going to meet with Hudson. I was a bundle of nerves.

The meeting with Hudson started off well. He was very professional.  He had a ballpark idea of what kind of pieces he wanted to acquire. His knowledge of art history surprised me. I was excited to hear that my job would entail travelling to France and Italy and perhaps a few other places. I briefly became distracted when my mind wandered to our time on his plane. I quickly put it out of my mind and reminded myself why I was there. I fiddled with my wedding ring as well, keeping my vows and my promise to myself in mind. It was difficult, though. Hudson was so confident and commanding.  I felt instinctively subservient to him.  I couldn’t help but want him.  It felt like I crossed and uncrossed my legs a hundred times, fighting the urges I felt being so close to him again. I was glad I had chosen a skirt. I told myself to stay strong and waited for the meeting to be over.

As it was wrapping up, Hudson walked to his desk and fiddled with his computer. “Anna, come here. I want to show you something.”

I assumed he was going to show me some pieces that interested him, but when his screen came into view, I saw a live feed of my husband’s office. 

“Look at him.”

“What about him?”

“Your husband is an affable man, Anna. But that’s as far as he’s ever likely to go. He’ll never run his own company.  He’ll never even have his own office. He doesn’t have what it takes.”

I felt the urge to defend Chris. For all his flaws, he wasn’t a bad guy and he sure as hell was ten times better than I could have done in the trailer park. “So?” I refuted. “Not everyone can be a billionaire, Hudson. He’s been good to me.”

Hudson stepped closer to me, placing his hands on my hips as he stood behind me. “I want you to leave him, Anna.”

My heart started pounding like it was going to jump out of my chest. “I can’t! He loves me. He’s my husband!” I was so caught off guard by Hudson’s proposition that at first, I didn’t notice he had begun gathering my skirt in his hands, handful by handful, my skirt rising inch by inch. “Are you going to fire him?” I asked. “If I don’t have sex with you.”

“No,” Hudson whispered in my ear. My skirt was over my ass, exposing my wet panties to the cool air. Hudson reached between my legs and palmed my swollen mound.

I took a deep breath in. “No,” I protested with a meek little whisper.

“You might be his wife,” Hudson slipped under my panties, “but I think we can agree that your body wants me now.”

Hudson grasped my ponytail tightly and pushed my head to the desk. I didn’t resist. I didn’t want to. In my mind I told myself that I would fuck him just this one last time and then stay away to save my marriage. Hudson tugged my panties down to my thighs and pulled harder on my hair, yanking my head back the way I had learned to crave. I whimpered cravenly as he slid himself inside of me.

“Oh fuck,” I exhaled.

“Don’t you want to come live with me, Anna? We can have this everyday.”

“No,” I managed to moan out between Hudson’s slow, steady strokes. “I won’t leave Chris. You’ll just throw me away when you’re done. Get one of your other whores.”

Hudson fucked me harder. “I understand your concern,” he grunted. Hudson pulled me nearly upright by my hair, bringing his mouth to my ear. “Leave your husband. I know what you want. He can’t give it to you.”

“No,” I grunted back, resisting his offer, but not his girth inside of me. Hudson reached his hand around and fingered my clit. “Oh fuck,” I cried, bucking my hips back against him doing my best to fuck his dick while he fingered me.

Hudson grabbed my hand and pushed it to my pussy as he pushed my head back to his desktop with his other hand. He then grabbed my hips and thrust his cock in me as deep and hard as he could. I felt the sting of his hand as he spanked me.

“Yes!” I tried to muffle my scream.

“My office is soundproof. You can let go.” Thwap!

“Yes! Fuck me!” I screamed.

Hudson grabbed my ponytail again and pointed my head toward his computer screen.

“Look at him, Anna! He can’t make you feel like this!”

All I could do was grunt as Hudson fucked me. He wasn’t wrong. Chris could never fuck me as good as Hudson was fucking me in that moment.

“Your pussy is already mine. I want the rest of you. Leave your husband, Anna.”

I shook my head the best I could with Hudson still gripping me by my hair.  Suddenly, he stopped his relentless pumping. With one slow, deep stroke he grunted, “Five.”  Then another, “Million.” And another, “Dollars.”

Before I could comprehend the weight of what Hudson had just said I felt his sting again. Thwap!

“Oh, fuck!” I yelled. Hudson started fucking me relentlessly again, spanking my ass as I begged him for more. “Please! Fuck me! I’m gonna come!” I bucked back against his cock. Hudson dug his fingernails into my ass as I came. When he sensed my orgasm resolving, he smacked my ass again, giving me one last quick peak before I settled. Chris never in his life could even come close to making me come that hard. Masterful.

Hudson continued fucking me slowly, massaging more pleasure from me. “What do you say, Anna?”

I did the only thing I could do. I answered him honestly. “Yes.”

“Excellent,” Hudson grinned as he stepped back.

He took my hand and stood me back up from the desk, my skirt falling back to the floor. I’m sure I was a little disheveled, but confident that with a quick touchup, Chris would have no idea that Hudson had just fucked the daylights out of his wife. Hudson smiled in a way I had not seen before. He seemed genuinely happy. He looked deep in my eyes and cradled my face, kissing me gently on the lips. I smiled back, equally surprised by my own contentment with my decision.

Before I could bask in the moment, Hudson gently but firmly pushed me down to my knees in front of him.  I had been so caught up in the magnitude of what just happened that I didn’t realize Hudson hadn’t come yet. I looked up at him and gave him a wicked grin as I took his cock in my mouth. Five million dollars will make you suck a dick like you’ve never sucked one before. “Good girl,” he praised. That only made me want to please him more. I licked his cock clean of my juices before sucking and stroking him until he filled my mouth with his salty load. I managed to swallow it all except for just a little bit that dripped down to my blouse.

While putting myself together, I started thinking out loud. “What do I do now? How does this even work? Do I just march out there and dump my husband?” The reality of my decision was starting to sink in. I didn’t regret it, but I felt bad for Chris. I also realized very quickly just how much a means to an end Chris had been. It was obvious to me then that so much of my attachment to him was tied up in what kind of life he could provide for me. Now that I didn’t need him for that, I was a little appalled with myself at how little I was concerned about leaving our marriage.

“I’ll leave that up to you.  You can take a few days if you want to figure it out.  I suggest being as quick as you can about it. Hector will be in contact with you regarding the financial details. He’ll also help you with moving if you need.”

It sounded all very business-like.  Just what every girl dreams of. Hudson stepped closer and put his arms around my waist. “You won’t regret it, Anna. I can give you a life like you never dreamed.”

I nodded my head, still disoriented. I had expected Hudson to make a move, maybe even hoped he would. I just didn’t expect anything like that. Or my reaction to it.  I wandered out into the bullpen to see Chris before I left.  I had a hard time looking at him.  He noticed I had “spilled something” on my blouse. Poor bastard. He had no idea what was about to happen.  It took a few days for it to settle in with me, too. I decided the thing to do was have all my stuff moved out while Chris was at work on a Friday.  When he got home, I told him I was leaving.  I didn’t tell him anything about Hudson.  I just told him that I loved him but I needed more.  I reassured him that he hadn’t done anything wrong, that he was a good guy, and that he would someday find the perfect woman for him.  All of it was true, in some sense. We both cried.  I kissed him and walked out the door, leaving him broken-hearted and lost. 

It took a few months to finally settle into my new life with Hudson.  I quickly learned how much he worked. He slowed down a little on the weekends, but not by much. He still took me to dinner, concerts, the theater and so on, but my role was largely to be on call to meet his sexual needs.  And he was a machine. It was routine for me to be summoned to fuck him at the office. I always took a back entrance to avoid being seen my Chris. As far as I knew, he still had no idea I was with Hudson.  Sometimes Hudson and I would meet for lunch, and I would suck his cock in the car on his way back to work. I don’t know exactly how he did it, but I started craving his praise more and more. “Good girl” became my favorite phrase. 

Eventually, Christmas rolled around.  I couldn’t help but think of Chris.  This would be our first Christmas apart.  Even though Chris and I had been separated for several months, we weren’t technically even divorced yet.  The courts were backed up and we were waiting on a date to finalize it.  I asked for nothing. I could do that much at least.

Christmas also meant the annual office Christmas party. Girlfriends, wives, and children were all invited and expected to attend.  There was a Santa Claus and gifts for the children. Hudson was generous with food and drink. I knew Chris would be there. I also knew I had no choice but to attend.

Hudson made it a point to be the last to arrive at the party.  When I walked in with him, all eyes turned to us.  Chris’ jaw dropped and he looked like he had been gut punched. To his credit, he didn’t leave.  He did his duty and stuck around for most of the party.  We both did an impressive job of avoiding each other.  I must have excused myself and gone to the bathroom half a dozen times. Anyone paying attention would have probably thought I had a drug problem. 

Finally, the night came to a merciful close.  As Hector was driving us out of the parking lot, Hudson spotted Chris.  His car hood was up, and he was poking around the engine.  Chris was good at most things, but he knew next to nothing about cars. Hudson directed Hector to pull alongside Chris.

Hudson rolled his window down. “Car trouble?”

You could see the humiliation in Chris’ eyes.  “Yeah,” he replied, looking like he wished he could somehow shrink down until he was invisible.

“Come on, get in. We’ll give you a ride,” Hudson ordered and pushed open the door.

“That’s okay. I’ll be fine.”

“I insist.  Get in.” It was clear from Hudson’s tone that he was pulling rank.  Chris relented and climbed inside, sitting opposite me and Hudson.

I managed a small smile for Chris. In my head I was chanting, “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” This was my worst nightmare.  I had gotten to know Hudson well enough to be pretty sure that this was no accident.

Hudson opened with some small talk. “Did you enjoy the party?”

Chris was obviously as uncomfortable as I was. “It was very nice. Thank you.”

The tension in the air was palpable.  Hudson seemed to revel in it.  “You know, Chris, I appreciate the work you’ve done for me.  We had a hiccup or two along the way, but by and large, you’ve done a good job.”

“Thank you, Hudson. I appreciate that,” Chris responded dutifully.

Hudson fingered a button on the console and raised the partition between us and Hector. He put his mouth to my ear and whispered, “Suck my cock.” I looked back at him in shock. I couldn’t understand the cruelty of making Chris watch me go down on him.  Hudson leaned back in. “Trust me. He needs this.” I shook my head. Again, he leaned in. “Five…Million…Dollars.” For legal reasons, we had agreed to hold off on putting any money in my account until after my divorce was finalized. I had been living the high life on Hudson’s dime for several months, but I had yet to see a dime of the five million dollars.

Hudson didn’t wait for a reply. He just started unbuttoning his pants. He took his cock out. It was already hard. He held the base in his hand and looked at me. “It’s okay,” he said. I couldn’t help but glance at Chris. He just looked at me dumbfounded, mouth agape.  I looked back at Hudson. I knew there was no refusing him.  I adjusted myself on the seat and lowered my head to his lap. I peeked at Chris as I took Hudson in my mouth. I saw the look of utter disbelief in his eyes before I focused my attention to Hudson’s cock.  I set my mind with a singleness of purpose to make Hudson come as quickly as I possibly could.  I think my eager mouth was a surprise to Hudson. “Oh, fuck,” he grunted involuntarily when I nibbled his tip. 

“I know this seems cruel, Chris. But I’m doing you the biggest favor anyone has ever done for you.” Hudson slid his hand down my ass and pulled up my skirt. He continued his monologue while he played with my pussy.  “I am about to take away everything you thought you wanted. But I’m also going to give you something you need. The thing you lack.  The thing that you need more than all of the things I’m taking away from you.” Hudson slid two fingers inside of me and went to work on my g-spot.  I couldn’t help but moan on his cock.  “It’s kill or be killed in our world, Chris.  You have to take what you want or have it taken from you. Look at your wife, Chris. She’s a remarkable woman. I decided I wanted her.  So I took her.” 

I looked at Chris.  He was staring at me, watching me with Hudson’s cock in my mouth, saliva and precum on my chin and my cheeks.  His hand was in his lap, trying to cover the bulge in his pants.

“You want to fuck her, don’t you?” Hudson assessed. “No one’s stopping you, but you.”

I didn’t dare look up, but I could feel Chris staring at me.  I wanted him to fuck me.  Not because I wanted to get fucked by him, but because I wanted him to have the balls to do it.  Like I was rooting for the underdog. I started making a show of sucking Hudson’s cock.  I licked it slowly from base to tip, circling the tip with my tongue, stroking it as I rubbed it across my face. I worshiped Hudson’s cock in front of my husband.

“What’s it gonna be, Chris?” Hudson challenged.

Chris moved behind me and eased my panties down. Then I felt the familiar feeling of him parting my lips with his tip before easing himself inside of me.

“There you go,” Hudson encouraged. “Now Anna, why don’t you tell Chris how he got his promotion?”

I knew what Hudson was up to. I knew how to play along. And like Hudson, I knew it would be best for Chris in the end. I craned my head back to make sure Chris could hear me and also make sure that he could see Hudson’s cock in my face as I spoke. “I fucked him. I fucked him to get your promotion. I fucked him so we could get the house.” Chris dug his fingers into my hips and slammed his cock into me.

“There you go,” Hudson encouraged.

“Yes!” I whimpered.

“Tell him how you saved his job, Anna,” Hudson prompted.

“He came over while you were at work. He fucked me again. He fucked me in our bed, Chris. He fucked me so good.” I started bucking back against Chris’ thrusts.

“I think she needs to be punished, don’t you Chris?” Hudson smacked my ass hard. Thwap!

“Ugh,” I whinnied.  I looked back at Chris with the most wanton fuck me eyes I could muster.

“Go ahead,” Hudson urged. “She wants you to punish her.”

Chris slapped my ass. It wasn’t that hard, but I felt it and exhaled loudly. It felt so good. It felt cathartic.  Hudson was right.  I needed Chris to punish me.  Chris needed it, too. “Harder,” I begged.

Thwap! I welcomed the sting of Chris’ hand.  “Yes!” I cried.

Hudson pushed my head back onto his dick. He held up his phone in front of Chris’ face. “I took this in your bedroom Chris.” It was the picture he had taken of me naked on my knees, covered in spit and come.  “Did she ever look like that for you?”

Thwap! “Fucking bitch!” Chris sounded like he was on the verge of crying.

I wanted more. I needed more to assuage my guilt. I reached my hands back and pulled my cheeks apart, gaping my ass, inviting him to take it.

“Do it!” I panted. Chris spanked me again before pushing his cock into my ass. “Oooo,” I cooed as he slid himself deeper. I reached between my legs and found my clit and tried to relax into having my ass fucked. Once I found my equilibrium, I went back to work on Hudson’s cock.

Hudson wasn’t done instigating. “Do you remember that day she came to the office, Chris? I fucked her then, too. Tell him why, Anna.”

“I wanted to. I missed his cock. He fucks me so good.” Chris slapped my ass again, hard. Thwap! My stomach muscles clenched and my face strained red as I came; Hudson’s cock in my mouth, Chris’ dick in my ass, and my finger pressed to my nub. If Chris had fucked me like that before, I might have never left him.  “Oh fuck,” I panted, regaining my senses.

Hudson continued his lesson, his voice rising in a crescendo. “You can’t just let life happen to you, Chris. You have decide what you want and take it. Then, you have to keep it. You can’t be complacent, Chris! You can’t be satisfied!”

“I can’t believe you fucked him!” Chris groaned, giving me his best.

Hudson held my hair back, making sure Chris could see me sucking him. “There you go, bud. Let it out.”

“I gave you everything!” Chris yelled. Thwap.

“Yes!” I yelped.

“And you just threw me out like garbage!” Thwap!

“I’m sorry,” I cried, Hudson’s cock muffling my speech. I took my mouth off his cock. “Do it! Fuck me harder!”

Chris became entranced, fixated on Hudson’s shaft in my mouth.  Then he did something I don’t think any of us expected. He pulled out of me and sat back across from me and Hudson. Stroking his cock, he stared down Hudson. Suddenly, he seemed in charge. “Fuck her,” he demanded.

“Attaboy,” Hudson smiled wickedly. He pulled me up by my hair and bent me over in front of him. With my hands resting on Chris’ knees, Hudson guided me down onto his cock. 

“Is this what you want, Chris?” I panted. “You want to watch him fuck me?”

“Yeah. I want to see just how much of a whore you are.” With that, Chris grabbed the back of my head and pushed me down to his cock. He kept pushing until I gagged on his cock. In all our years together, he had never made me gag. Chris pulled my hair and fucked my mouth as Hudson fucked me to another orgasm with Chris telling me to fuck Hudson harder. Between begin fucked, spanked, and gagged to hell and back on top of coming so hard again, I went limp onto the floor of the limousine. My ass was red and stinging from my punishment. My top was ripped down and my tits were hanging out. My face was glistening and wet with precum and saliva.

Hudson and Chris stared at me and jerked their cocks until Chris spoke up. “Finish him off,” he said coldly.

I climbed back up on the seat and laid down in Hudson’s lap. I jerked and licked and sucked Hudson’s cock, never breaking eye contact with Chris.

“Was he the only one?” Chris asked.

I shook my head and circled the head of Hudson’s cock with my tongue. “Do you remember Alejandro and Rosa?” Chris shook his head, confused. “Hudson flew them in. Alejandro’s even bigger in person, Chris. I could barely fit his cock in my mouth. He fucked me so good.” Chris let out a moan. “Then Hudson joined us. They both fucked me. At the same time. The four of us fucked all night. I even went down on Rosa. You should have seen us. It was so fucking hot.”

The memory must have gotten to Hudson because I could feel him getting ready to come. “He’s gonna come, Chris. Watch me make him come.” I steadily stroked Hudson’s length while I flicked my tongue on his glans. As he started shooting his load, I aimed it directly at my face, making the biggest mess I could. I rubbed his spent cock all along my cheeks and mouth before licking him clean. Then I kneeled between Chris’ legs, looking up at him as he stroked himself. “This is the last time you get to have me,” I said. “What do you want to do?”

Chris grabbed me by the hair and pushed my head down to his cock. Holding my head with both hands, he fucked my mouth and made me gag until he came. I let his load flow out of my mouth, adding to the mess, doing my best to look as slutty as possible for him.

“Take a picture,” I heard Hudson say.

Chris reached for his phone. I looked at him, sitting on my knees on the floor of the limousine, covered in both his and Hudson’s come. He snapped the photo. Everything went quiet. Chris took a moment to get his suit back together. Just as he finished, Hector opened the door from the outside. We had apparently been in my old driveway for quite a while by that point. Chris started climbing out.

I broke the silence. “Chris,” I said with as much kindness and sorrow as I could muster. “I’m sorry.”

He looked back at me, still a mess, and gave reluctant nod. I could tell by the look on his face that he was completely done with me. And I was proud of him for that.

“Chris,” Hudson interjected. “You no longer work for me. On Monday, you’ll find a very generous severance in your bank account. Quit fucking around. Be a man and go do something with it. Things don’t just happen on their own.”

Hector handed Chris what looked like some kind of automobile part, before closing the door.

Hudson handed me a handkerchief from his coat pocket. “You’re a mess, darlin’.”

That was the last time I saw Chris. A week later, I flew to my high school reunion in a private jet.
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