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      My Boss Offered Us Dinner… And Ended Up Having My Wife As Dessert (Part 1)
    

    
      
    

    
      A powerful CEO invites a young couple to his luxury home for dinner. But as intimate secrets emerge and desires awaken, Jeff watches…
    

    
      
    

    
      Part 1 of a brand new 2-part cuckold story. 
       
    

    
      
    

    
      Part 1
    

    
      The house came into view as we turned the corner, its sleek modern lines glowing softly in the evening light. It wasn't a mansion — not quite — but it was the kind of home you'd only see on magazine covers or TV shows about people who had 'made it.' Large glass panels reflected the landscaped garden out front, and the understated luxury of the stone facade hinted at the wealth of the man inside.
    

    
      I parked near the curved driveway, where a valet stood waiting. Beside me, Leigh shifted in her seat, smoothing the pale silver dress she'd chosen for the evening. The fabric hugged her in all the right places, her toned legs visible through the subtle slit in the skirt, the seatbelt dividing her full, heavy breasts. She turned to me, her platinum blonde hair brushing against her shoulders.
    

    
      "You nervous?" she asked, her green eyes sparkling in the soft light.
    

    
      "A little," I admitted, cutting the engine. "It's not every day your boss invites you to his house."
    

    
      She smiled, her hand resting on mine briefly. "Just be yourself. He obviously thinks highly of you."
    

    
      I wasn't sure about that. Ethan wasn't the kind of man who made his intentions obvious. When he'd invited us to dinner, I couldn't help but wonder if there was some hidden motive, some test I wasn't aware of.
    

    
      The valet opened Leigh's door, and I stepped out quickly to meet her. She was radiant tonight, her heels tapping softly on the polished stone of the driveway. For a moment, I regretted bringing her here — regretted how stunning she looked — because I knew Ethan had an eye for the ladies, especially the pretty ones.
    

    
      The front door opened as we approached, and a butler in a tailored suit greeted us. "Mr. and Mrs. Warner," he said with a polite nod. "Welcome. Please come in."
    

    
      We stepped into the entryway, and my stomach twisted. The interior was as impressive as the exterior — minimalist but impossibly expensive, with clean lines, high ceilings, and carefully chosen decor that spoke of quiet sophistication. Everything about it screamed money, even though it wasn't loud about it.
    

    
      And then he appeared.
    

    
      Tall and broad, his tailored shirt open at the collar, Ethan looked like the very definition of confidence. His silver hair was neatly combed, and his piercing eyes locked onto us immediately.
    

    
      "Jeff," he said, his deep voice smooth and welcoming. "I'm glad you could make it."
    

    
      I extended my hand, his grip firm and commanding. "Thank you for inviting us, sir."
    

    
      "Ethan," he corrected with a small smile before his gaze shifted to Leigh.
    

    
      "And you must be Leigh," he said, his voice softening slightly as he took her hand. "You're even more beautiful than the photo I've seen."
    

    
      Leigh blinked, a flicker of confusion crossing her face. "Photos?"
    

    
      Ethan's smile widened. "Your husband has a lovely family photo on his desk. Hard not to notice you in it."
    

    
      My stomach tightened as Leigh's polite smile returned, but her eyes flicked to mine briefly. "Oh," she said softly. "Thank you."
    

    
      "Come," Ethan said, gesturing toward the open living area. "Let's get you both comfortable. The others have arrived, but there's plenty of time for us to get to know each other before dinner."
    

    
      Ethan led us through the house, his presence dominating the space as effortlessly as the decor. The living area opened into a wide, airy space lined with glass walls that overlooked a perfectly landscaped garden. Subtle lighting illuminated a small group of people mingling near a sleek bar setup on the far side of the room.
    

    
      Leigh's hand brushed mine as we followed Ethan. She hadn't said much since his comment about her photo, but I could feel her unease — or maybe it was just me projecting mine.
    

    
      The guests turned as we approached, a mix of faces that ranged from polished professionals to effortlessly glamorous. Ethan moved between them, exchanging brief words and smiles before steering us toward the bar.
    

    
      "Please, make yourselves at home," he said, gesturing to the bar and the seating area nearby. "There's champagne, cocktails, anything you'd like."
    

    
      "I'll take a white wine," Leigh said, her voice polite but a touch nervous.
    

    
      Ethan nodded to the bartender, who set to work immediately. "And for you, Jeff?"
    

    
      "Whiskey," I replied, hoping it might steady my nerves.
    

    
      Ethan smiled knowingly as if he could sense exactly how I felt. "Good choice."
    

    
      As our drinks arrived, Ethan leaned casually against the bar, his eyes never straying far from Leigh. "I have to admit, I've been curious about meeting you ever since Jeff joined the company," he said, his tone conversational but with a hint of something deeper.
    

    
      "Me?" Leigh asked, blinking in surprise.
    

    
      "Yes," Ethan replied, swirling his drink. "As I mentioned, I noticed your photo on Jeff's desk almost immediately. It's a beautiful picture. You look stunning in it."
    

    
      Leigh glanced at me, a small smile tugging at her lips. "That's very kind of you to say."
    

    
      Ethan tilted his head, his gaze unwavering. "It's just the truth."
    

    
      The air felt charged, and I could feel the heat creeping up the back of my neck. Leigh, to her credit, handled it with grace, sipping her wine and offering polite responses. Ethan, on the other hand, was relentless in his charm, steering the conversation with precision, always circling back to her.
    

    
      Dinner in the main dining room was incredible. A beautiful seafood platter was brought out to start, which was so delicious that I wondered how the main course could top it. But it did. Beef Wellington with all the trimmings left me full and satisfied.
    

    
      As the evening progressed, the group of guests began to thin out, retreating to other parts of the house for what Ethan vaguely described as 'discussions.' It wasn't long before the three of us were alone in the living area.
    

    
      "It's nice to see a couple so close," Ethan said, leaning forward slightly. "I mean, Jeff speaks so highly of you, Leigh."
    

    
      Leigh smiled, her cheeks flushing. "That's sweet of him."
    

    
      "Sweet, yes," Ethan said, a faint smirk tugging at his lips. "Though I can't help but wonder if he's holding back a little. Sometimes, you have to see something to really appreciate it."
    

    
      I felt my stomach tighten again, his words laced with suggestion. Leigh laughed softly, shifting in her seat. "I'm not sure what you mean."
    

    
      Ethan took a long sip of his drink, his eyes glinting with something predatory. "Let's just say I've been fortunate enough to see more of you than most."
    

    
      Leigh's brow furrowed, confusion flashing across her face. "More of me?"
    

    
      I gave Ethan an urgent look. What was he about to tell her? And why?
    

    
      He ignored me and set his glass down carefully, leaning back in his chair like a man completely in control. "The photos. The ones Jeff showed me."
    

    
      Leigh turned to me, her expression a mix of shock and confusion. "Photos?"
    

    
      I opened my mouth, but no words came out. I tried to signal for him to stop but he kept his eyes trained on my wife.
    

    
      Ethan smiled, clearly enjoying the moment. "It's nothing to be upset about. You look great in them. The first ones were just casual pictures, and then… well, he showed me your more personal ones. Your husband was proud to share them. And I can't blame him for that."
    

    
      "Jeff," Leigh said, her voice sharp now. "Is that true?"
    

    
      I swallowed hard, my face burning. "It was — it wasn't like that, Leigh. He… he asked, and I…"
    

    
      Ethan held up a hand, cutting me off. "It was harmless, Leigh. And I hope you know it was only curiosity… and admiration. You're stunning. We've talked about it since. Jeff knows how lucky he is."
    

    
      Leigh looked between us, her cheeks flushed and her breathing quick. For a moment, I thought she might stand up, might demand we leave. But then her lips parted, her voice softening.
    

    
      "By personal you mean… You saw my nudes?" she asked, almost to herself.
    

    
      Ethan's smile deepened. "Yes. And they were breathtaking."
    

    
      Leigh's hand tightened on her glass, her knuckles white. I couldn't tell if she was furious, flattered, or something else entirely.
    

    
      "I've never shown anyone your photos before," I stammered, trying to salvage what I could. "But Ethan… he has a way of… asking."
    

    
      "I hope I haven't upset you," Ethan said, his tone smooth, his expression unreadable. "That was never my intention. I only wanted to say how much I admire you, Leigh. Both of you."
    

    
      Leigh's eyes flicked back to me, her lips pressing into a thin line. The room felt impossibly still, the weight of Ethan's presence almost suffocating.
    

    
      And then, Leigh took a slow sip of her wine, setting the glass down deliberately. "I think I need some air," she said, standing.
    

    
      "Of course," Ethan said, standing as well. "I'd be happy to show you the garden."
    

    
      She glanced at me briefly, as if waiting for some kind of permission. But before I could respond, she nodded and followed Ethan toward the glass doors leading outside.
    

    
      I stayed where I was, my heart pounding as I watched them disappear into the night. I sat there, memory flooding back to that afternoon in Ethan's office three weeks ago. He'd caught me looking at Leigh's photo on my desk, had commented on her beauty in that casual yet commanding way of his. I'd thanked him politely, but he'd pressed on, asking if I had more photos. Before I knew it, I was showing him pictures from my phone — innocent ones at first, vacation shots, family gatherings. But Ethan had a way of making each request seem natural, inevitable. "I'll show you some pictures of my wife," he'd said, his voice carrying that hint of challenge that made me want to prove myself. The next thing I knew, I was looking at Helen, his wife, a stunning brunette. But as he scrolled through the pictures on his phone, they turned from professional headshots and modelling photographs to more casual pictures, then to much more intimate pictures. Even as he showed me his naked wife, lying on their bed, fully exposed, her legs open, everything on show, he didn't flinch.
    

    
      "Don't you think she's beautiful?" he'd asked and I'd only nodded, unable to find my voice. He continued showing me more, until eventually, he stopped, considering me. "You must have nudes too, right? Of your lovely wife?"
    

    
      I'd hesitated then, knowing I should stop, but something in me wanted to impress him, wanted his approval. And if I was honest with myself, which I rarely was, showing him those private photos of Leigh had given me a forbidden thrill I'd never expected. Now, watching him lead my wife through his garden, I felt a mixture of anger at his manipulation and dread at what Leigh must be thinking. He'd dropped me right in it, exposed my secret without a second thought, and yet… part of me was still caught in that same web of excitement and shame that had made me show him those photos in the first place. I took another long drink, wondering what words he was using on Leigh right now and if they were as effectively persuasive as the ones he'd used on me.
    

    
      Through the glass doors, I watched them move deeper into the garden. My whiskey glass trembled slightly in my hand as Ethan guided Leigh toward a secluded seating area. His tall frame towered over her, and the landscape lighting cast dramatic shadows, making him appear even more imposing.
    

    
      "Another drink, sir?" the bartender asked, startling me from my thoughts.
    

    
      I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene outside. Ethan had leaned in close to Leigh, his hand resting casually on the small of her back. Even from here, I could see how his presence commanded the space around her. He spoke, and she laughed — that same nervous laugh she'd given earlier, but with something else in it now.
    

    
      My mind raced with conflicting emotions. Part of me wanted to rush out there, to stop whatever was happening. But another part, a deeper, darker part I'd never acknowledged, felt an electric thrill watching this powerful man pursue my wife. The way his broad shoulders blocked my view of her, the confident way his hand moved to her waist — it all sent shivers down my spine.
    

    
      My face burned as I remembered how easily he'd convinced me to share those images. How his subtle hints about my career had mixed with my own secret excitement until I found myself showing him everything. First, a simple photograph of her in the shower, smiling at me shyly, then a picture I'd stolen of her lying on our bed in just her panties. Then the more explicit pictures. Ones we'd taken before — and after — sex.
    

    
      Helen, Ethan's wife, the woman I'd seen in his own explicit photos, appeared beside me suddenly. "Don't worry," she said, her voice knowing. "He always gets what he wants. And from the way your wife is looking at him…" She left the sentence hanging, a slight smirk playing on her lips.
    

    
      I drained my whiskey, watching as Ethan led Leigh toward another of the house's wings. When she glanced back at me, her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with something I'd never seen before. Ethan's hand remained firmly on her waist, guiding her with the confidence of a man who knew exactly where this evening was heading.
    

    
      My legs felt weak as I stood up to follow them but right then, Helen sat beside me, taking my hand and bidding me to sit down again. I sat for a moment, the memory of those intimate photos Ethan had shown me making my face burn. I couldn't help but picture her bare body — those full breasts, that neat dark triangle between her legs — so different from Leigh's smooth skin. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to focus on anything else. I needed to follow Ethan and my wife.
    

    
      "First time at one of our gatherings?" Helen asked, her knowing smile making it clear she noticed my discomfort. Her hand touched mine. She knew I wanted to go to Leigh.
    

    
      Before I could answer, a young woman approached us. She was stunning — blue eyes sparkling and auburn waves framing her face perfectly. She couldn't have been more than twenty-five.
    

    
      "You must be Jeff," she said, extending her hand. "I'm Gemma. I hear you're taking over my position when I leave next week."
    

    
      I blinked in surprise. This was my predecessor? Ethan hadn't mentioned her and I hadn't seen her around the office. She was very good-looking.
    

    
      "Oh yes," Helen interjected, her tone carrying a subtle edge. "Gemma's moving on to… bigger things, aren't you dear?"
    

    
      "Yes." Gemma's smile tightened slightly. There was a clear tension between the two women. What was 
      that
       about? She glanced toward the wing of the house where my wife had disappeared with her boss. "Right. Well, good luck with everything, Jeff. Ethan can be… demanding. You might want to watch him with your wife."
    

    
      She gave Helen another tight smile, then walked away, leaving us alone. Ethan's wife watched her leave, lips curling into a slight sneer. "One of his little toys," she said dismissively, sipping her champagne. "He's been sleeping with her for months. But she got clingy and started wanting more. Ethan doesn't do 'more.' Well, not with his playthings anyway."
    

    
      My stomach churned at her casual revelation. Is that what this evening was about? Was Leigh just another potential 'toy' to him?
    

    
      "I need to go to Leigh," I explained, extricating my hand from her grip finally. "What did Gemma mean by 
      'watch him with your wife'
      ?"
    

    
      "Oh, don't be so worried," Helen said, patting my knee. "At least your wife is old enough to know what she's getting into. She won't do anything she doesn't to, will she?"
    

    
      I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, Helen's words hanging heavy in the air between us. "No. She knows her own mind. But…"
    

    
      I trailed off, doubts lingering and Helen must have read my thoughts because she leaned closer, her expensive perfume filling my senses. "You know," she said, her red lips curved in a knowing smile, "Ethan has always had a type. Strong, beautiful women who understand… discretion. Your Leigh fits that profile perfectly." She gave my knee a gentle squeeze that felt both maternal and predatory at the same time. "And of course, understanding husbands tend to do very well here. Their career paths often take off." My mind spun with the implications of her words, thinking of my recent promotion, of the way Ethan had been grooming me these past couple of months.
    

    
      "Career path?" I asked, my mouth dry. Helen's perfectly manicured hand still rested on my knee.
    

    
      "Oh, darling," she laughed softly, taking another sip of champagne. "You don't think all those executives got where they are just by working hard, do you? Ethan likes to surround himself with… understanding people. And their beautiful wives."
    

    
      The implications made my head spin. "I don't…"
    

    
      "Your Leigh," Helen continued, her dark eyes glinting, "She has that look. The same look some of his favourite playmates have. Did you know he had a centrefold last year? And there's a couple of adult film actresses who come to all our parties…" She waved her hand dismissively. "Your wife could fit right in. That's a compliment, by the way."
    

    
      I shifted uncomfortably, unable to stop picturing Leigh in those situations. "Look, I should really…"
    

    
      "The last VP's wife was a dancer," Helen mused, seemingly enjoying my discomfort. "Very flexible. They got a lovely vacation home in the Hamptons out of that arrangement." She leaned closer, her perfume expensive and intoxicating. "Just something to think about."
    

    
      "And you don't mind?"
    

    
      "I am getting a little tired of it, I admit, but he doesn't have full-on affairs. If he did… if he got too into one girl, then that might be a different conversation. But for now, well, it keeps him from pestering me for sex," she answered honestly. "Oh, I like sex as much as the next woman, but there are certain things I draw the line at. Being filmed is one of them."
    

    
      My face burned as I stood up. "I need to find Leigh."
    

    
      "Of course you do," Helen smiled knowingly. "Down that hall, third door on the right. That's where he always takes them." She raised her glass in a mock toast. "Good luck with your… career advancement."
    

    
      I hurried away from her, my heart pounding. When I looked over my shoulder she was walking away, heading up a spiral staircase, retiring from the party. I shuddered. What a weird relationship they had.
    

    
      The hallway seemed to stretch endlessly before me as I headed in the direction Helen had indicated, each step echoing my rising panic. What had I done? Showing Ethan those photos, letting him lead Leigh away… I had to stop this before it went too far.
    

    
      The third door loomed ahead. I could hear muffled voices inside but before I could reach for the handle, the door opened and Emmie stepped out. I recognized her instantly from the office — those striking hazel eyes and wavy blonde hair were unmistakable. Unlike everyone else here, she wasn't dressed up. Instead, she was wearing her office attire, a grey pencil skirt and tight white blouse that fitted her perfectly.
    

    
      "Jeff," she smiled, looking me up and down with curious eyes. "I wondered where you were."
    

    
      "Emmie, hi." My throat felt dry. I'd seen her around the office plenty of times, always turning heads, always seemingly in Ethan's orbit. Now, knowing what Helen had just told me about his 'arrangements,' her presence here took on new meaning. "You wondered where I was?"
    

    
      "I was just chatting with your wife," she said, smoothing her dress. "She's lovely. Very… innocent." There was something in the way she said it that made my stomach twist. "I never usually come to Ethan's parties. This is my first time, so I was surprised when he introduced Leigh and told me she was your wife."
    

    
      "My first time too," I smiled, eager to get past her and find Ethan and Leigh.
    

    
      "Have you met Ethan's wife?" Emmie's hazel eyes looked worried as she scanned the corridor over my shoulder. "I've just brought Ethan some documents and I'm leaving now but I don't want to bump into her. I've never met her and from what he tells me about her, I want to."
    

    
      "Black hair. Good looking," I nodded, then reassured her, "She was back in the living area but she was heading upstairs the last time I saw her."
    

    
      "Great," Emmie smiled. "Hopefully I won't run into her then. I should be going, but I'll see you at work on Monday?"
    

    
      I nodded, unable to form words as she brushed past me, her musky perfume lingering in the air. Taking a deep breath, I pushed open the door.
    

    
      The room was dimly lit, and there they were — Ethan and Leigh, standing by the window. He towered over her, one hand resting on the wall beside her head as he leaned in close, speaking in low tones. Too close. My wife's cheeks were flushed, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she looked up at him.
    

    
      They both turned at my entrance, but neither jumped apart guiltily. If anything, Ethan seemed pleased to see me.
    

    
      "Just giving your lovely wife a tour," Ethan said, his deep voice filling the room. He held a stack of papers in his hand — the documents Emmie had brought. My mind wandered briefly, wondering if he'd seduced her too, if that explained her nervousness about Helen.
    

    
      "It's incredible," Leigh breathed, her eyes bright with excitement. "You should see his art collection. And he tells me the views from up there…" She gestured to the floor-to-ceiling windows behind them and a balcony that topped a wide staircase.
    

    
      "Could I…" I cleared my throat, trying to steady my voice. "Could I speak with my wife for a moment? Privately?"
    

    
      Ethan's smile didn't waver, but something flickered in his eyes. "Of course," he said, straightening to his full height. "Though I was just about to show her the east wing. The sunset view from the master suite is…" he paused meaningfully, his gaze lingering on Leigh, "…quite spectacular."
    

    
      Leigh's cheeks flushed deeper, and she didn't quite meet my eyes.
    

    
      "I've been enjoying your wife's company greatly," Ethan continued, setting the papers down on a sleek desk nearby. "She has such… interesting perspectives on things." The way he said it made my stomach twist, wondering what they'd been discussing before I arrived.
    

    
      "It'll just take a minute," I managed.
    

    
      "Take all the time you need," Ethan replied smoothly, though his tone suggested he knew exactly how this would play out. "I'll be right outside." He moved past me toward the door, his presence overwhelming in the confined space. At the threshold, he turned back, his silver hair catching the dim light. "Though Leigh, don't let me forget to show you that particular view I mentioned. It would be…" his lips curved into a knowing smile, "…a shame to miss it."
    

    
      The door closed behind him with a soft click, leaving me alone with my wife and a thousand unspoken words hanging in the air between us.
    

    
      Leigh stood by the window, arms crossed, her face a mix of emotions in the dim light.
    

    
      "I can't believe you showed him our pictures," she said, her voice tight. "Though I have to admit… it's quite flattering that a man like him enjoyed seeing them."
    

    
      "What? Look, Leigh, I'm so sorry. I never showed anyone else, I swear." I moved closer, but she held up a hand. "Maybe we should leave, or at least go back to the other guests."
    

    
      "And why would we do that?" Her green eyes fixed on me. "Are you feeling threatened by Ethan or something?"
    

    
      "It's not like that. Look, you should know, he has a reputation. Helen, his wife, she told me about his… arrangements. He has lovers. Playthings, I think she called them."
    

    
      Leigh's lips curved into a slight smile. "Playthings? Is that what I could be?" She stepped closer, her blackcurrant perfume filling my senses. "Maybe I should be flattered. Having a sugar daddy like Ethan… well, it certainly wouldn't hurt your career, would it?"
    

    
      "You're joking, right?"
    

    
      "Am I?" Her eyes flashed. "Jeff, you showed him my most intimate photos without asking. He tells me he's seen everything. The ones you took after you'd fucked me and finished on my breasts. He's seen my pussy, me sucking your dick. Clearly, you wanted him to see me naked. To desire me." She straightened her dress, a gesture that seemed somehow defiant. "So here's what's going to happen — I'm going to continue my tour with Ethan. And if you don't like that… well, maybe you shouldn't show off your wife's sex pictures in future."
    

    
      She moved toward the door, pausing with her hand on the handle. "Ethan's waiting to show me the rest of the house. Don't follow us. Go talk to his wife again or something."
    

    
      "Are you kidding me?" I hissed, growing more and more annoyed by the second. Yes, I'd fucked up by showing him her nudes but the way she was treating me was outrageous.
    

    
      "No, I'm not kidding." Leigh folded her arms beneath her curvy breasts, shoving them up so they threatened to spill out of the front of her silvery dress. Her platinum hair shimmered in the light from the chandelier above us and her green eyes flashed threateningly for a second, before softening as I stared at her.
    

    
      "Okay, yes. I'm sorry. I'm just angry, Jeff." She tossed her hair over her shoulder and straightened again. "You need to let me have some time on my own. You say Ethan's got a reputation but don't you trust me? Let me get to know him a little. Let him think he's getting somewhere with me, it won't hurt your job."
    

    
      "But — "
    

    
      "No buts," she interrupted me. "I need some time away from you, Jeff. I don't think you appreciate how upset I am with you. Let Ethan show me around. It'll give me time to think, to calm down. Then maybe I'll forgive you when I come back."
    

    
      With that, she left. The door clicked shut behind her, leaving me alone with my churning thoughts and the faint scent of that blackcurrant perfume.
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