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      My Boss Offered Us Dinner… And Ended Up Having My Wife As Dessert (Part 2)
    

    
      
    

    
      After their intense encounter with wealthy CEO Ethan, Jeff and Leigh's marriage has shifted into new territory. As hidden truths emerge…
    

    
      
    

    
      Part 2
    

    
      For several long moments, I just stood there, my mind racing between anger at her dismissal and guilt over showing those photos to Ethan. My eyes fell on the papers Emmie had left — the ones Ethan had barely glanced at before setting them aside.
    

    
      Something about their placement seemed deliberate. Too casual, like they'd been meant for me to find. My hands trembled slightly as I reached for them, the expensive paper cool against my fingers.
    

    
      The first page was straightforward enough — my new contract, detailing the promotion I'd been so proud of just days ago. But paperclipped to it was a manila envelope, unmarked except for today's date written in Ethan's bold hand. Inside was a photograph that made my heart lurch.
    

    
      The image showed a dimly lit room — all dark wood and red velvet. And there, caught in what looked like a candid moment, was Leigh. She looked younger, much younger — maybe in her late teens — wearing what appeared to be a uniform, a skintight black playsuit that left little to the imagination. She was leaning over a table, and there, looking up at her with that same predatory smile I'd seen tonight, was Ethan.
    

    
      Behind the photo was a single sheet of paper covered in familiar handwriting. My vision blurred as I tried to make sense of what I'd just seen.
    

    
      "What the hell?" I muttered, shoving everything back into the envelope, the paper unread. The house suddenly felt different — more threatening, like every shadow held secrets I wasn't meant to discover. I'd been played, set up.
    

    
      I found Gemma near the bar, collecting her things. She looked up as I approached, a knowing smile playing on her perfectly painted lips.
    

    
      "Have you seen Ethan?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady despite the envelope burning in my hand. "And my wife?"
    

    
      "Oh, them?" Gemma's smile widened slightly. "They went upstairs a few minutes ago. He was carrying fresh drinks." She gestured toward an elegant staircase at the far end of the corridor — a different one to the stairs that Helen had disappeared up — then added with deliberate casualness, "Though if I were you…" she paused, studying my face, "I'd leave them to it. Unless you're into that kind of thing?"
    

    
      The suggestion in her voice made my face burn, but I was already moving past her. The staircase curved elegantly upward as I bounded upwards, two steps at a time where I could manage it. The manila envelope was still clutched in my hand, the photograph burned into the inside of my eyelids. Upstairs, the house opened into a series of hallways, all decorated with the same understated wealth as below; abstract art on the walls, and plush carpeting that muffled my footsteps.
    

    
      The first bedroom I found was empty, though clearly lived in, probably a guest room, with its perfectly made king-size bed and designer furnishings. The second was similar but with double doors leading to a private sitting area. My footsteps quickened as I moved through the space, each empty room increasing my anxiety.
    

    
      Finally, I found the balcony Ethan had mentioned, the one with the spectacular view. The city stretched out below, a tapestry of twinkling lights under the night sky. But they weren't here either. The two champagne glasses on the small table suggested they had been, though.
    

    
      I pulled out my phone, fingers trembling slightly as I called Leigh. Straight to voicemail. Of course.
    

    
      That's when I heard it, the soft clink of glass, followed by a low laugh that I recognized as Ethan's. It came from behind a door at the end of the hallway, left slightly ajar. The sound of ice cubes rattling in a glass. Another laugh, softer this time. Leigh's.
    

    
      My heart hammered against my ribs as I approached. I pushed the door open slowly, and the scene before me made my blood turn to ice in my veins.
    

    
      Ethan sat on the edge of a massive bed, his jacket discarded, shirt sleeves rolled up his forearms. And there was Leigh, but not in her pale silver dress anymore. She wore what looked exactly like the outfit from the photograph, a black playsuit that hugged every curve, the uniform from her past that I'd never known about. She wasn't as slim as she was in the picture, but the costume only served to show off the extra curves that she's gained over the years. She was pouring him a drink from a crystal decanter, her movements graceful and natural, as if she'd done this a thousand times before.
    

    
      They both turned to look at me, neither appearing surprised by my entrance. Ethan's predatory smile widened as he raised his glass in my direction.
    

    
      "Ah, Jeff," he said smoothly. "I see you found those documents Emmie left."
    

    
      The manila envelope trembled in my grip as I stared at the scene before me. Leigh's dress lay discarded on a chair near the door, a shimmer of fabric that seemed to mock me. The sight of it — presumably she'd undressed in front of him — sent an unexpected thrill through my body even as my mind raced with questions.
    

    
      "You knew each other?" I managed finally, my voice barely steady. "From before?"
    

    
      Ethan took another sip of his drink, ice cubes clinking against crystal. "The Velvet Room," he said smoothly. "Your wife was quite popular there."
    

    
      "I only worked there for three months," Leigh added quickly, her eyes meeting mine. In that costume, she looked exactly like she had in the photograph — young, alluring, confident. "It was a long time ago, way back before we met, Jeff. Just a job during a rough patch."
    

    
      Something clicked into my head as things fell into place.
    

    
      "So… when you saw her photo on my desk…" I started.
    

    
      "I recognised her immediately," Ethan confirmed, his predatory smile widening. "Even after all these years — although she's even more beautiful now." His hand reached out, fingers trailing along Leigh's hip. She didn't pull away.
    

    
      "The promotion," I said slowly, pieces falling into place. "Gemma leaving… Is it all a set-up?"
    

    
      "Look, I've wanted Leigh since that first night at The Velvet Room," Ethan said, his fingers still tracing patterns on my wife's hip. "But she was never available back then. It was just a job. That's what you always said, wasn't it, Leigh? You weren't for sale."
    

    
      "That's right," she nodded. "I'd be lying if I said I didn't enjoy the attention of the men but — "
    

    
      "Slow down," I told them, my mind reeling from all this new information. "The job… at this… Velvet Room. What was it, exactly? Were you a waitress?"
    

    
      "The waitresses at the Velvet Room were — are, the place is still there, if you're a member and know its location — more than just waitresses," Ethan explained slowly, a wry smile on his face as he watched me for my reaction.
    

    
      "The most I ever did was serve the tables… topless," Leigh stammered. "Some girls did pole dancing, some did strip shows, podium dancing — "
    

    
      "Some girls do a lot more," Ethan chuckled.
    

    
      "But not me," my wife explained hastily. "When the management pressured me to do more, to go further with the clients… that's when I quit."
    

    
      "And I thought I'd lost you forever," Ethan nodded, then turned to me. "When you brought your photo to work, I could hardly believe my luck. And now…" His smile deepened, predatory and confident. "Now the opportunity that I missed back then, has quite literally walked into my bedroom."
    

    
      I glared at him. "And you talked me into showing you her nudes and now you've invited us here just so you can — "
    

    
      "I was furious about that," she interrupted me mid-flow, said, her voice low and breathy. "Ethan called me at home, introduced himself, told me who he was and where he remembered me from. I remembered him too. Then he told me about the photos."
    

    
      "And we got talking," Ethan continued. "I told her what you'd shown me and how eager I was to meet her, perhaps to pick up where we left off."
    

    
      "And here we are," Leigh sighed. "After a little negotiating. A pay rise and promotion for you was part of the deal."
    

    
      "A deal?" I asked, barely able to speak. "What's the rest of the deal?"
    

    
      "Knowing you've seen me like that… it's exciting," Leigh turned to face Ethan, ignoring my question for now. "Even if I'm angry at Jeff for letting you talk him into showing them, the thought that you've seen my breasts again, after all these years…."
    

    
      "And much more than that," Ethan added. "I've seen your pussy. I've seen everything."
    

    
      Her green eyes met mine, challenging. "I know Ethan showed you pictures too. Of Helen." She turned back to Ethan. "Did you enjoy that, showing off your wife to my husband?"
    

    
      I clutched the envelope tighter, remembering how easily I'd fallen into Ethan's manipulations, how readily I'd looked at those intimate photos of Helen when he'd offered them.
    

    
      "Just as I suspect Jeff secretly enjoyed showing me his wife, I enjoyed showing him mine. I enjoy many things," Ethan replied smoothly, his hand sliding up Leigh's back. "And I think we're about to enjoy quite a few more."
    

    
      Leigh giggled. "After Ethan called me, we started talking. Texting." Her cheeks flushed. "I was angry about those photos you showed him, but… I found myself sending more."
    

    
      "More?" My voice cracked.
    

    
      "Why not? He'd already seen everything. I was having fun and he sent some of his own photos too because I was curious as to what he looked like." She bit her lip, glancing at him. "And I have to say, I've never seen anyone so well-endowed."
    

    
      Ethan's smile widened. "Your wife was quite enthusiastic in her responses."
    

    
      "The uniform," I managed to say, gesturing at her outfit, trying to change the subject. For some reason, my cock was hard, aching in my pants.
    

    
      "I had it made specially," Ethan confirmed. "For tonight. For this moment." His hand moved to Leigh's waist. "Does it excite you, Jeff, seeing your wife like this? Knowing I just watched her slip into it?"
    

    
      My face burned, but I couldn't lie. Not now. But I wasn't going to admit to the truth either, so I kept my mouth closed.
    

    
      "And how serious are you about your career with us, Jeff?" Ethan's voice was silk over steel.
    

    
      "Very serious," I nodded, knowing what was coming.
    

    
      "Serious enough to let me enjoy your beautiful wife? Right here, right now?" His fingers traced patterns on Leigh's bare skin. "Just once. To finish what we started all those years ago at The Velvet Room."
    

    
      "I…" The words wouldn't come as I tried to speak.
    

    
      "The agreement's all there," Ethan said, nodding toward the envelope still clutched in my hands. "Handwritten, behind that rather nostalgic photograph."
    

    
      My trembling fingers found the document behind the photo again. The handwriting was unmistakably Ethan's — bold and confident strokes outlining not just a promotion to replace Gemma, but a full department head position. And all it required was my signature… and my wife.
    

    
      "It's a good deal, Jeff," Leigh said softly, still standing close to Ethan. "What's done is done — you showed him my private photos without asking and that made me angry. But we can turn this into something positive." She bit her lip, glancing up at Ethan. "And I'd be lying if I said I hadn't thought about him, sometimes… wondering what might have happened if I'd stayed at The Velvet Room just one more night."
    

    
      "Your position with the company would be secured long-term," Ethan added, his hand sliding to Leigh's waist, then upwards, sliding over the curve of her breast. "And of course, complete discretion is guaranteed. What happens in this room stays between us."
    

    
      "Think about our future," Leigh whispered. Her outfit — that replica of her old uniform — seemed to shimmer in the dim light. "Besides…" A knowing smile played on her lips. "From the way you're looking at us right now, I think you might enjoy this more than you're willing to admit."
    

    
      I stared at the contract, my mouth dry. If the salary written on the paperwork was true, the promotion would change everything for us. And the way my body was responding to seeing Leigh in Ethan's grip… His hand on her tit…
    

    
      "What exactly happens if I sign this?" I asked, my voice hoarse. The contract felt heavy in my hands. "Spell it out to me."
    

    
      Ethan's smile deepened as he pulled Leigh closer. "Let me be very clear," he said, his voice low and deliberate. "Your wife and I are going to make up for lost time. Right here on this bed. I'm going to undress her slowly, appreciate every inch of her body that I've only seen in photographs until now. And then…" He paused, his eyes locked on mine. "I'm going to take her, thoroughly and completely, in ways she'll never forget."
    

    
      Leigh's breath caught audibly, her cheeks flushing deeper.
    

    
      "You can watch, if you'd like," Ethan continued smoothly. "Or wait outside. The choice is yours. But either way…" His hand slid down Leigh's back. "Your wife and I have some unfinished business from The Velvet Room to attend to."
    

    
      The room felt impossibly warm as I stared at the signature line on the contract.
    

    
      "This doesn't change anything between us," Leigh said softly, her eyes meeting mine. "I love you, Jeff. This is just… one time. Something different." She bit her lip. "We've both said lately that we'd like to shake things up in the bedroom, try new things. We just didn't know what."
    

    
      I watched as both of Ethan's hands now cupped her breasts through the thin material of the uniform. She gasped softly, arching into his touch.
    

    
      "I'm going to make your wife cum harder than she ever has before," Ethan said, his voice deep and confident. His eyes never left mine as his fingers traced the curves beneath the fabric, finding her nipples, stiff, poling through.
    

    
      "And I'm going to make you cum too," Leigh breathed, looking up at him.
    

    
      Ethan pulled a pen from his pocket, tossing it to me. My hand trembled as I caught it, staring at the signature line on the contract.
    

    
      After what felt like an eternity, I signed.
    

    
      "How many men saw you like this?" I asked, looking at the photo again. "At the club?"
    

    
      Leigh shrugged, still pressed against Ethan. "A lot saw my breasts. But that's all they ever got to see." She smiled slightly. "And none of them ever came back into my life. Except Ethan."
    

    
      With the contract signed, Ethan's hands moved to the clasps of Leigh's uniform. "Now," he said, "Let's see if reality matches the photos."
    

    
      Ethan's expert hands moved over the delicate clasps of the uniform, undoing it, letting it fall from her, revealing Leigh's body inch by inch. She trembled slightly under his touch as he slipped the garment from her shoulders.
    

    
      I stood frozen, watching my wife being undressed by my powerful boss. Leigh's eyes met mine briefly as she stepped out of the uniform, now wearing only a delicate black thong. She wasn't wearing a bra, so her breasts were fully exposed, large and heavy, her dark pink nipples sticking out stiffly.
    

    
      "Your turn," Leigh breathed, her fingers moving to Ethan's shirt buttons. She worked methodically down his chest, revealing tanned skin beneath the expensive fabric. Her hands trembled slightly as she pushed the shirt from his broad shoulders, exposing a physique that belied his age. The shirt joined her uniform on the floor.
    

    
      When her fingers reached for his belt buckle, Ethan's hand covered hers, guiding her movements. The leather slid free with a soft hiss. Leigh sank to her knees as she lowered his zipper, her platinum hair stark against his dark trousers. Her sharp intake of breath as she freed him told me everything I needed to know before I even saw it. His cock was large, long and thick. Bigger than mine, even though it was only semi-hard.
    

    
      "Go on," Ethan encouraged, his hand tangling in her platinum hair as she leaned forward to take him in her mouth. My wife's lips parted, and I watched as she began pleasuring my boss, her cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper.
    

    
      Ethan's low groan of approval echoed in the quiet room as Leigh took him deeper. His fingers tightened in her platinum hair, guiding her movements with gentle but firm control. The wet sounds of her mouth working him were incredibly intimate in the stillness.
    

    
      I watched, transfixed, as my wife pleasured my boss. Her hands rested on his thighs for balance, her engagement and wedding rings catching the dim light. Each time she pulled back, her lipstick left faint traces on his impressive length before she took him in again, her throat working to accommodate him.
    

    
      "That's it," Ethan encouraged, his voice rough with desire. His broad chest rose and fell with quickening breaths, the muscles in his stomach tensing. "You're even better at this than I imagined."
    

    
      Leigh hummed in response, the vibration making him grip her hair tighter. Her eyes fluttered open to look up at him, that same expression I'd seen countless times before, but now directed at another man. The soft wet sounds of her mouth grew more urgent as Ethan's breathing became heavier. I couldn't believe what I was witnessing — my wife sucking another man's cock, and a long, girthy cock at that.
    

    
      "Stand up," he commanded suddenly, pulling her away from him. His cock stuck out in front of him, curving upwards slightly, fully erect. Leigh rose gracefully, her cheeks flushed with arousal and from the knowledge of what she'd just been doing. Without hesitation, Ethan turned her to face me, his large hands cupping her breasts from behind. "Watch your husband while I touch you," he murmured in her ear.
    

    
      Leigh's eyes locked with mine as Ethan's fingers traced patterns across her skin, teasing her nipples into hard peaks. Her breath came in short gasps now, her chest flushing as pink as her cheeks.
    

    
      Standing behind her, Ethan's large fingers explored her curves while we stared at each other. I wondered if she was as amazed that this was actually happening as I was. Every touch drew soft gasps and whimpers from her lips, sounds that echoed in the quiet room and sent waves of conflicting emotions through me.
    

    
      His right hand slid down her stomach, teasing between her legs while his left hand cupped her breast, fingers rolling her hardened nipple. Leigh's breathing grew ragged, her breaths quickening. Her legs trembled as Ethan's skilled fingers slipped inside her, and found her most sensitive spot, making her gasp and arch back against his broad chest.
    

    
      "Watch your wife," he commanded as I shifted forward instinctively. "Let's see if I can make her cum."
    

    
      Leigh's eyes never left mine, even as Ethan's fingers worked faster, rougher. Her lips parted in silent pleasure, her platinum hair wild around her shoulders. When he suddenly dropped to his knees behind her, pushing her legs further apart and bending her over, so his tongue could replace his fingers, eating her from behind, she cried out — a sound I'd heard countless times before, but never caused by another man.
    

    
      Her knees buckled as the orgasm hit her, legs giving way. I moved to catch her, but Ethan was faster, his strong arms supporting her trembling body. "Stay where you are," he ordered, his voice thick with desire as he lifted my wife effortlessly. "Leigh wants you to watch, not join in."
    

    
      He carried her to the bed, laying her back against the expensive sheets. Her chest heaved with each breath, skin glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. Her hair spread across the dark bedding like spilled moonlight, and her eyes — still fixed on mine — were heavy with need and something else… perhaps apology, perhaps defiance.
    

    
      "Don't look away," Ethan commanded as he positioned himself between her legs. "Watch me fuck her."
    

    
      The sight of my powerful boss poised over my wife, her legs spread wide for him, her body still trembling from the orgasm he'd given her with just his mouth and fingers, sent waves of jealousy and arousal through me. But I couldn't look away. I wouldn't. This was what I'd signed up for, what we'd all agreed to.
    

    
      Leigh's soft moans filled the room as Ethan's hands resumed their exploration of her body, this time with even more purpose. Her back arched off the bed as his fingers found their mark again, making her writhe beneath him. Through it all, her eyes remained locked with mine, telling me everything and nothing at the same time.
    

    
      Ethan moved confidently between my wife's legs, his large frame casting a shadow over her pale skin in the dim light. The room filled with Leigh's sharp gasp as he entered her slowly, deliberately. From where I was, I could see the engorged head of his cock as it pushed against her soft, pink slit, easing inside her, making her gasp as it invaded her. Once she'd relaxed, accustomed to his size, Ethan's muscles flexed as he established a steady rhythm, his silver hair catching the light with each controlled thrust as Leigh.
    

    
      "Watch," he commanded again, though there was no need — I couldn't have looked away if I tried. My wife's legs wrapped around his waist as he drove deeper, each movement drawing soft moans from her lips. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the quiet room, punctuated by Leigh's increasingly desperate whimpers.
    

    
      Ethan's large hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer as he increased his pace. Leigh's breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples hard peaks in the cool air. Her eyes never left mine, even as pleasure overtook her features — her lips parted, cheeks flushed pink, platinum hair wild against the dark bedding.
    

    
      "Tell your husband how it feels," Ethan growled, his voice rough with exertion.
    

    
      "So… so good," Leigh gasped, her words broken by his rhythmic thrusts. "Oh god… so deep… It's stretching my pussy."
    

    
      The headboard began to tap against the wall as Ethan's movements grew more forceful. Leigh's moans increased in pitch, her body trembling beneath his powerful frame. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, leaving red marks on his tanned skin.
    

    
      "Get on top," he commanded suddenly, withdrawing and rolling onto his back. "Show Jeff how much you want this."
    

    
      Leigh didn't hesitate, moving and straddling Ethan's powerful frame. Her platinum hair cascaded over her shoulders as she positioned herself above him, her hands bracing against his broad chest. Their eyes met for a moment before his moved down, watching her pussy take his cock as she slowly sank down, a deep moan escaping her lips.
    

    
      "Now show Jeff how much you want this," Ethan commanded, his large hands gripping her hips. "Let him hear how good it feels."
    

    
      Leigh began to move, finding her rhythm as she rode him. Her large, heavy breasts bounced with each movement, her upper chest flushed with arousal. She looked at me again as she worked her hips, her breathing growing more ragged as she took his cock fully inside her.
    

    
      "Tell him," Ethan growled, guiding her movements with his strong hands.
    

    
      "It's so deep," Leigh gasped, her voice thick with pleasure. "So much bigger than I expected…" She threw her head back, platinum hair wild around her shoulders. "Oh god, I can feel every inch… It's hitting my cervix."
    

    
      The wet sounds of their fucking filled the room, punctuated by Leigh's increasingly desperate moans and the soft slap of her skin against his. Ethan's fingers dug into her hips, controlling her pace as she rode him.
    

    
      "Touch your clit," he commanded, and Leigh's hand slipped between her legs. "Now tell Jeff to wank off."
    

    
      She looked at me through heavy-lidded eyes, her chest heaving with each breath. "Do it, baby," she panted, "I want to see you play with your cock while you watch us…"
    

    
      "You heard your wife," Ethan added, his voice rough with exertion. His silver hair was damp with sweat as he thrust up to meet her movements. "Show her how much this turns you on."
    

    
      Leigh's moans grew louder as she worked herself closer to another climax. "Please, Jeff," she begged. "Show me that you're enjoying this."
    

    
      I did as I was asked, unzipping myself and drawing out my erection. I was embarrassed at first when Ethan looked over. I wasn't as well-endowed as him and it felt shameful that I was so excited at seeing my wife being taken by another man. But if he did think I was small, or if he enjoyed cuckolding me, he didn't say anything.
    

    
      He gave me a satisfied smile, then guided Leigh onto her hands and knees, her platinum hair falling forward as she positioned herself for him to fuck her from behind. He gripped her hips possessively, drawing a soft gasp from her lips as he entered her, thrusting his hard cock inside her roughly.
    

    
      "Look at him," he commanded, and Leigh's eyes found mine through the curtain of her hair. The sight of my powerful boss taking my wife like this sent waves of jealousy through me, even as my own arousal grew impossible to ignore, my fist furiously working my cock faster and faster as I watched them fuck.
    

    
      Ethan's muscled frame cast shadows in the dim light as he established a punishing rhythm. Each thrust drew increasingly desperate sounds from Leigh's lips, her fingers clutching at the dark sheets beneath her. She sounded almost as if she were in pain — like he was hurting her, but the way she bit her lip in ecstasy said otherwise.
    

    
      As he continued ploughing her hard, her moans grew higher in pitch, her body trembling visibly. "I'm close," she whimpered, her eyes still locked with mine. "Oh god, I'm so close…"
    

    
      Ethan's hold on her hips tightened, leaving red marks on her pale skin as he drove into her harder. His powerful thrusts made the headboard slam against the wall, the steady rhythm matching the pounding of my heart.
    

    
      "Cum for us," he commanded, his voice rough with exertion. Show us how you're a slut for older men."
    

    
      Leigh's back arched sharply as she cried out, her entire body shaking with the force of her orgasm. The sight of her coming undone at another man's hands was almost too much to bear and I had to let go of my cock before I came.
    

    
      Ethan's movements became more erratic, his breathing heavy. With a final, powerful thrust, he groaned deeply, holding Leigh's hips firmly against him as he finished inside her.
    

    
      Fuck. He'd cum inside her, inside my wife. She was on birth control but that wasn't the issue. She was mine. She hadn't had another man since we'd got married and now… now someone else had fucked her, filled her with his cum.
    

    
      The room fell quiet except for their heavy breathing and the sound of my own racing heart. Ethan withdrew slowly, sticky white cum oozing from my wife's puffy slit, trailing down her ass crack and pooling on the bed sheets. Her chest still heaved with each breath, her pale hair wild and damp against her flushed skin. Her eyes found mine again, heavy-lidded but intent.
    

    
      "Come here," she whispered, reaching for me. "It's your turn. I need you now."
    

    
      My legs carried me to the bed before I could think. Leigh pulled me down to her, her skin hot against mine. The scent of sex and Ethan's rich cologne filled my senses as she guided me between her legs.
    

    
      "Fuck me," she breathed against my ear, her body still trembling from her encounter with Ethan. "Reclaim me."
    

    
      I entered her slowly, Ethan's cool, sticky cum making her pussy impossibly slick. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper as her nails dug into my shoulders. It felt weird, fucking her right after someone else had been inside her; having another man's cum on my cock. But it also felt good.
    

    
      "That's it," she moaned, her back arching off the bed. "Show me who I belong to."
    

    
      The wet sounds of her pussy and the thud, thud of my body against hers filled the room once more as I established my own rhythm. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, not as hard or fast as they had with my boss, but I didn't care.
    

    
      Leigh's moans grew more desperate as I moved faster, harder. Her eyes never left mine, conveying everything words couldn't — love, need, reassurance.
    

    
      "Fill me up," she begged, her body tensing beneath me. "Please, baby… I need to feel you cum in me…"
    

    
      My release built quickly, spurred on by the evening's events and the feeling of my wife orgasming beneath me once more as she groaned, her legs quivering. With a final thrust, I finished deep inside her, adding my hot cum to Ethan's.
    

    
      Leigh pulled me down for a deep kiss, her body trembling with aftershocks. In the background, I heard Ethan moving around the room, but my world had narrowed to just my wife and this moment of reclaiming what was mine.
    

    
      As we caught our breath, I noticed my boss moving to a shelf near the bed. He reached for what looked like an ornamental vase, but his hands emerged with a small camera I hadn't noticed before. My stomach lurched as he removed the memory card and showed it to me.
    

    
      "Insurance," he explained smoothly, catching my expression. "Proof that everything tonight was completely consensual. Plus…" His predatory smile returned. "I thought you might enjoy watching it at home with Leigh. Reliving the moment."
    

    
      "You knew?" I asked Leigh, who was still lying beside me, smiling at him.
    

    
      "Of course," she murmured, her green eyes heavy-lidded. "Ethan mentioned it when we were in the garden. I thought it might be… exciting. Having something to remember tonight by."
    

    
      Ethan's silver hair caught the light as he moved back to the bed. "Your wife is as good a fuck as I hoped she'd be," he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "She's got a nice, tight pussy, those huge tits, the way she moans. The camera caught everything. I can't wait to watch it back later."
    

    
      Leigh blushed but smiled. "You weren't so bad yourself. I love your big, hard cock."
    

    
      "The way you took all of me," Ethan continued, his eyes locked on mine. "Some women can't handle my size, but you… well, you couldn't get enough."
    

    
      My wife's flush deepened as she pressed herself against me. "Jeff enjoyed watching too, didn't you, baby?"
    

    
      "Which makes me hope," Ethan added, placing the memory card on the bedside table, "That this won't be our only fuck. After all, now that we know how… compatible we all are…" He let the suggestion hang in the air.
    

    
      I looked at Leigh, saw the sparkle in her eyes, the way her body responded to Ethan's words. The evening had changed everything.
    

    
      "I guess maybe we could try this again," I said, after a long moment.
    

    
      "Music to my ears… Also, your wife has a pornstar's body," Ethan said, reaching for his clothes. "I know some people in the industry if you're interested, Leigh."
    

    
      "No thank you," she laughed softly, still pressed against me. "I think I'll stick to my day job."
    

    
      "Your loss. Though speaking of the industry…" Ethan's predatory smile returned. "I've been seeing this girl, Natasha. She's quite the special woman. Does things that even make a man like me blush." He paused, his silver hair catching the light as he turned to me. "But… did you see Emmie earlier? Emmie from the office. You know her, right? The blonde young woman who brought those documents?"
    

    
      I nodded, remembering her nervous energy in the hallway.
    

    
      "She's the next woman I want to fuck," he continued, his voice thick with suggestion. "I've been trying to arrange something for months, but she's married and unless that changes, I can't see me getting to fuck her. Unlike Gemma." His eyes gleamed. "Speaking of which, Jeff, if you're interested, you should make your move before she leaves. She's quite… accommodating."
    

    
      My face burned as I remembered Gemma's knowing smile in the hallway.
    

    
      What do you think about that, Leigh?" Ethan asked, his tone casual but his eyes sharp. "Would you mind if your husband had a little fun of his own?"
    

    
      Leigh stretched languidly beside me, her skin still flushed. "Well, after tonight…" She smiled up at me. "Perhaps it's only fair that Jeff gets to explore too. Especially if it helps his career."
    

    
      "That's what I love about you two," Ethan said, fully dressed now. "You're so understanding." He picked up the memory card from the bedside table. "I'll send a copy of this sent to you later. A little souvenir of tonight."
    

    
      As I cleaned myself up and Leigh slid her body back into her dress, I couldn't help but wonder what other surprises lay ahead in our new arrangement with Ethan, watching my boss as he straightened his hair, fixing his tie as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.
    

    
      Leigh pressed herself against me as we walked to the car, her body warm and familiar despite everything that had happened. She might have another man inside her but she was still mine. The valet brought our car around, and I couldn't help but notice how different everything felt from when we'd first arrived.
    

    
      "You know," Ethan said as we prepared to leave, "I'm hosting another dinner party next month. Just a few select couples." His eyes lingered on Leigh. "And Natasha might be there. I think you'd like her, Leigh."
    

    
      "We'll think about it," Leigh replied, squeezing my hand and then leaning in to kiss him on the cheek before we got into the car.
    

    
      As we drove home through the quiet streets, Leigh rested her head on my shoulder. "Are you okay?" she asked softly.
    

    
      "Yeah," I said, surprised to find I meant it. "Are you?"
    

    
      She smiled, that same smile that had first captured my heart years ago. "More than okay." She paused, then added, "Though I think we should talk about Gemma before she leaves."
    

    
      In my pocket, I felt my phone vibrate and looked at it to see an incoming email from Ethan — maybe he'd already sent the video file he'd promised. Behind us, his house disappeared into the night, but somehow I knew we'd be seeing it again soon.
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